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PREFACE 


THE  FIRST  VOLUMlfi. 


WiiEir  an  Author,  by  appearing  in  print,  reqiiMt« 
an  audience  of  the  publicic,  and  is  upon  the  point  of, 
fpeaking  for  himfelf,  whoerer  pregumes  to  itep  before 
him  with  a  preface,  and  to  aay,  **  Nay,  but  hear  roe 
firrt,"  should  hare  loniething  worthy  of  attention  te 
offer,  or  he  will  be  justly  deemed  officious  and  luaper 
Unent.  The  judicious  reader  has,  probably  upon  other 
occasions,  been  beforehand  with  me  in  this  reflection : 
and  I  am  not  very  willing  it  dioald  now  be  applied  to 
me^  however  I  may  seem  to  expose  myself  to  the  dan 
ger  of  it.  But  the  thought  of  having  my  own  name 
perpetuated  in  connexion  with  the  name  in  the  title 
page,  is  so  pleasing  and  iattering  to  the  leeUngs  of  my . 
heart,  that  I  am  content  to  risk  something  for  the 
gratification. 

Thi|i  Preiace  is  not  designed  ip  commend  the  Poeme 
to  which  it  is  prefixed.  My  testimeiiy  wqnld  be  in- 
suflieiei^  for  those  who  aee  not  qualified  to  judge  pro- 
perly for  themselves,  and  unnecessary  to  those  who 
are.  Besides,  the  reaaons  wliich  remler  it  improper 
and  unseemly  for  a  man  to  celebrate  his  own  perform* 
anoes,  or  those  of  his  nearest  relatives,  will  have  some 
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6  PREFACE 

nfluoDce  in  Buppressin^  much  of  what  he  might  other* 

wise  wish  to  say  in  favour  of  a  friend,  when  that  friend 

is  indeed  an  alter  idenij  and  excites  almost  the  same 

emotions  of  sensibility  and  affection  as  he  fee     for 

himself. 

It  is  very  probable  that^these  Poems  may  come  into 
the  hands  of  some  persons,  in  whom  the  sight  of  the 
author's  name  wUi  »waken  a  reooUecttips  of  incidents 
and  scenes,  which,  through  length  of  time,  thisy  had  al- 
most forgotten.  They  wifi  4m  reminded  of  one,  who 
was  once  the  companioT  of  their  chosen  hours,  and^ 
who  set  out  with  them  in  early  life  in  the  paths  which 
lead  to,  literary  honours,  to  influence  and  affluence, 
with  eqiAl  prospects  of  success.  But  he  was  suddenly 
and  powerfully  withdrawn  from  those  pursuits,  ai^d  he 
lefl  them  without  regret ;  yet  not  till  he  had  sufficient 
opportunity  of  counting  the  cost  and  of  knowing  the 
ralue  of  what  he  gave  up.  If  happiness  could  have 
been  found  in  classical  attainments,  in  an  elegant  taste, 
in  the  exertions  of^wit,  fimciy,  and  genius,  and  in  the 
esteem  and  converse  of  stish  persons  as  in  these  re- 
spects were  mo  t  congenial  with  himself,  he  would  have 
been  happy.  Bat  he  was  not — ^He  wondered  (as  thou- 
Bcmds  in  a  similar  situation  still  do)  that  he  should  con- 
tinue dissatisfied,  with  idl  the  means  apparently 
conducive  to  satisfaction  within  his  reach.  But  in  due 
time  the  cause  of  his  disappointment  was  disoorered 
to  hiln ;  he^had  lived  without  God  in  the  world  la  a 
memorable  hour  the  wisdom  which  iefroHl  abov«  visii* 
ed  his  heart.  Then  he  iblt  himself  a  waaderbrv  and 
then  he  found  a  guide.  Upon  this  change  of  views,  a 
efaange  of  plan  and  conduct  followed  of  course.  When 
he  «tw  the  hwf  and  Uie  gay  trerld  in  its  true  lifht,  he 


Digitized  by 


Google 


PREFACE, 
leftit  with  as  little  reluctance  ai  a  p»Knier,  iihen  c 
lo  ISwrty,  learef  iiia  dungeon.  Not  that  he  became  t 
Oyniek  m  an  Aecetiek—- A  heart  filled  with  love  to  God 
«nll  assuredly  broathe  benevolence  to  men.  But  th« 
turn  of  his  temper  inclining'  him  to  rural  life,  he  in* 
dulled  it,  and  the  Providence  of  God  evidently  prepar* 
ing  his  way  and  matrkln^  out  his  retreat,  ho  retired 
into  the  country.  By  these  stepe  the  good  hand  of 
Qodf  uidtnown  to  me^  was  providing  for  me  one  of  the 
prirfeipal  blessings  of  my  lifo ;  a  friend  and  a  eounseUois 
in  whose  company  for  almost  seven  years,  though 
we  were  seldom  seven  suoeessive  waking  benrs  septp 
rated,  I  alwayx  found  new  pleasure.  A  ffriend  who  wis 
not  Only  a  comfort  to  mysulf,  but  a  blesnng  to  the  ^ 
^tionate  pofMr  people,  among  whom  I  thon  lived. 

8ome  time  after  inclination  had  thus  removed  him 
fifom  the  hurry  and  bustle  of  Kfb,  he  was  still  more  se- 
cluded by  a  long  indisposition,  and  my  pleasure  was 
succeeded  by  a  proportionable  degree  of  anxiety  and 
eoncem.  But  a  hope  that  the  CUid  whom  he  served 
Would  support  him  under  his  afiyction,  and  at  length 
vouchsafe  him  a  hkppj  deliverance,  never  forsook  me. 
The  desimble  crisis,  I  trust,  is  now  nearly  approaching. 
The  dawn,  the  presage  of  returning  day^  is  already,  ar-  , 
nved.  He  is  again  enabled  to  resume  his  pen,  and 
some  of  the  first  fruits  of  his  recovery  are  here  pre- 
sented to  the^  pubhok;  In  his  principal  subjects,  the 
wkme  acnmen,  which  distinguished  him  in  the  early 
pieriod  of  life,  is  happily  employed  in  Slostrating  and 
ettf5rcing'the  truths  of  wliich  he  received  such  deep  and 
unalterable  impressions  in  his  maturer  years.  His  ra- 
tire,  if  it  may  be  ealled  so,  is  benev<^ent,  (like  the  ope* 
rations  of  the  skilful  and  humane  smrgeon,  who  wounds 
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oi4f  to  1mU>)  4letoM  by  a  just  rjQ|;«rd  fiir  Ha^  bonoof 

o|Qj94»Md  i|i4iig»^t  grief  ex€iU4  by  1^  prodigikcy 

nf  the  ^|*9t  m4  a  teQ4«r  eompimKQB  for  Uii^  «m»U  of 

mm. 

Hii  fikTOurite  topicka  are  least  ioiUted  oa  m  tbe 
piece  entitled  Table  Talk ;  whioby  therefbrei  vitb  re* 
gud  io.  the  prevailiag  taste,  and  that  tboeo  who  are  go- 
▼emed  by  it  may  not  be  discouraged  at  the  very  thresh- 
old from  proceeding  ftijrther,  is  plmi^  first*  ta  most 
of  the  large  Poenui  which  folloWf  his  leading  design  is 
more  explicitly  avowed  and  puirsued.  He  aisas  to  oom* 
municate  hi^  own  perpeptions  of  the  truth,  beauty,  and 
iniuence  of  the  religion  of  the  Bible— A  religion  which 
however  discredited  by  the  misconduct  of  many  who 
have  not  renounced  the  Christian  name,  proves  itself 
when^  rightly  understood,  and  c<Nrdially  embraced,  to 
be  the  grand  desideratum,  which  alone  can  relieve  the 
mind  of  raaii  fra^k  painful  and  qnavoidabl^t  anxieties, 
mspire  it  with  stable  peace  and  solid  hope,  and  fUmish 
those  motives  vid  prospects,  which,  in  the  present 
state  of  things,  are  absolutely  necessary  to  prodi)Of  a 
conduct  worthy  of  a  rational  creature,  distinguished  by 
a  vastness  of  capacity  which  no  assemblage  of  earthly 
good  can  satisfy,  and  by  a  principle  and  pre-intimatioB 
of  immortality. 

At  a  time  when  hypothesis  and  conjecture  in  phile* 
sophy  are  so  justly  exploded,  and  little  is  considered  as 
deserving  the  name  of  knowledge  which  win  not 
stand  the  test  of  experiment,  the  very  use  of  the  term 
experimental,  in  religious  concernments,  is  by  too 
nany  unhappily  rejected  with  disgust.  But  we  well 
know,  that  they  who  affect  to  def^ise  the  inward  feel- 
ings which  religious  persons  speak  of;  and  to  treat 
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Uiem  as  enthusiasm  and  folly,  have  inward  feelings  of 
their  own,  which,  though  they  would,  they  cannot  sup- 
press. We  have  been  too  long  in  the  secret  ourselves, 
to  account  the  proud,  the  ambitious,  or  the  voluptuouS| 
happy.  We  must  lose  the  remembrance  of  what  we 
once  were,  before  we  can  believe  that  a  man  is  satis- 
fied with  himself,  merely  ,be cause  he  endeavours  to 
appear  so.  A  smile  upon  the  face  is  oflen  but  a  mask  ^"^ 
worn  occasionally  and  in  company,  to  prevent,  if  possi- 
'ble,  a  suspicion  of  what  at  the  same  time  is  passing  in 
the  heart.  We  know  that  there  are  people  who  seldom 
smile  when  they  are  alone  ;  who,  therefore,  are  glad  to 
hide  tJiemselves  in  a  throng  from  the  violence  of  their 
own  reflections ;  and  who,  while  by  their  looks  and 
language  they  wish  to  persuade  us  they  are  happy, 
would  be  glad  to  change  their  conditions  with  a  dog. 
But  in  defiance  of  all  itheir  efforts,  they  continue  to 
think,  forebode,  and  tremble.  Tliis  we  know,  for  it 
has  been  our  own  state,  and  therefore*  we  know  how 
to  commiserate  it  in  others.  From  this  state  the  Bible 
relieved  us.  When  we  were  led  to  read  it  with  atten- 
tion, we  found  ourselves  described.  We  learned  the 
causes  of  our  inquietude^— We  were  directed  to  a  me- 
thod of  relief— we  tried,  and  we  were  not  disappointed. 

DKUS   NOBIS   HJCC    OTIA   FECIT. 

We  are  now  certain,  that  the  gospel  of  Christ  is  the 
power  of  God  unto  salvation  to  every  one  that  belie veth 
It  has  reconciled  us  to  God,  and  to  ourselves ;  to  our. 
duty,  and  our  situation.  It  is  the  balm  and  cordial  of 
the  present  life,  and  a  sovereign  antidote  against  th« 
fears  of  death. 

Sod  hactcnus  liaec.    Some  smaller  pieces  upon  lesi 
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important  eubjects  close  the  Yolume.  Mot  one  oT  them 
I  believe  was  written  with  a  view  to  publieaUoa,  but  I 
was  nnwilling  they  should  be  omitted. 

JOHN  NEWTON. 
Chables  S^vari,  Hoxtoh, 
Februaiy  18^  1782. 
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TJIBLE  TALK. 


Si  teforU  mem  gravis  uret  sareina  charUi^ 
Mjiciio Hor.  lib.  i.  Epist.  13. 

J.  You  toM  mo,  I  remember,  glory,  bttilt 
On  setfish  principtos,  is  shame  and  gnilt ; 
The  deeds  that  men  admire  as  half  divine, 
Stark  naught,  because  cormpf  in  their  desi^. 
Strange  doctrine  this !  tliat  without  scruple  tears       ft 
The  laurel  that  the  Tery  lightning  spares ; 
Brings  down  the  wamors  trophy  to  the  dust, 
And  eats  into  his  bloody  sword  lOie  rust. 

il.    Igrant,  that  men 'ContinuinfwllattheJ^aley 
Fierce,  avaricious,  proud,  there  must  be  war ;  10 

And  never  ifteant  the  rule  should  be  applied 
To  him  that  fights  with  justice  on  his  ^e. 

Let  laurels,  drenched  in  pure  Parnassian  dews, 
Reward  his  memory,  dear  to  ev*ry  muse, 
Who,  with  a  courage  of  unshaken  root,  15 

In  honour*s  field  advancing  his  firm  fbot, 
Plants  it  upon  the  line  that  Justice  draws, 
And  win  prevail,  or  perish  in  her  cause. 
*Tis  to  the  viKnes  of  such  m«*n,  man  owes 
His  portion  in  the  good  that  Heav*n  bestows.  30 

And  when  recording  History  displays 
Peats  of  renown,  though  wrought  in  ancient  dp.jri, 
Tells  of  A  few  stout  hearU,  that  fonght  and  died 
MOiere  duty  plac'd  them— at  their  country's  skle } 
The  man,  tliat  is  not  mov*d  with  whni  he  reads,       tt 
That  takes  not  fire  at  their  heroick  deeds, 
Unworthy  of  the  blessings  of  the  brave, 
is  base  in  kind,  and  bom  to  be  a  sliv: 
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But  let  eternal  infamy  pursue 
The  wretch  to  naught  but  his  ambition  true,  90 

Who,  for  the  sake  of  filling  with  one  blast 
The  post  horns  of  all  Europe,  lays  her  waste 
Think  yourself  ttation'd  on  a  tow*ring  roc> 
To  see  a  people  scattered  like  a  flock, 
Some  royal  mastiff  panting  at  their  heels,  35- 

With  all  the  savage  thirst  a  tiger  feels : 
Then  vi  ivr  him  solf-proclaim*d  in  a  gazette 
Chief  monstbr  that  has  plaguM  the  nations  yet. 
The  globe  and  sceptre  in  such  hands  mispktc'd, 
Those  ensigns  of  dominion,  how  disgraced  !  40 

The  glass  that  bids  man  mark  the  fleeting  hour, 
And  Death's  own  sithe  would  better  speak  his  pow'r , 
Then  grace  the  bony  phantom  in  their  stead 
With  the  king's  shoulderknot  and  gay  cockade ; 
Clothe  the  twin  brethren  in  each  other's  dress,  45 

The  same  their  occupation  and  success. 

•4.^   'Tis  your  belief  the  world  was  made  for  man ; 
Kings  do  but  reason  on  the  self-same  plan : 
Maintaining  yours,  you  cannot  theirs  condemn, 
Who  think,  or  seem  to  think,  man  made  for  them.    50 

B.    Seldom,  alas !  the  power  of  logick  reigns, 
With  much  sufliciency  in  royal  brains ; 
SiJch  reas'ning  falls  like  an  inverted  cone, 
Wanting  its  proper  base  to  stand  upon. 
Man  made  for  kings  t  those  c^ticks  are  but  dim,        66 
That  tell  you  so— say,  rather,  theytfor  him. 
That  were  indeed  a  king-ennobling  thought. 
Could  they,  or  would  they,  reason  as  they  ought. 
The  diadem  with  mighty  projects  lln'd. 
To  catch  renown  by  ruining  mankind,  60 

Is  worth,  with  all  its  gold  and  gMt'ring  store, 
Just  what  the  toy  will  sell  for,  and  no  more. 
Oh !  bright  occasions  of  dispensing  good, 
How  seldom  used,  how  little  understood ! 
To  pour  in  Virtue's  lap  her  just  reward ;  61 

Keep  vice  restrain'd  behind  a  double  guard ; 


Digitized  by 


Google 


TABLK  TALK.  * 

T«  qoell  thfl  ftction  tbat  aflronto  the  throne, 
Bj  silent  maipiaiiJiiiity  alone ; 
To  nune  with  tender  care  the  thriyiii|p  art* ; 
Watch  ev'ry  beam  PhHoeophj  imparts ;  90 

Te  {fire  Religion  her  unbridled  scope, 
Nor  judge  by  statute  a  belieyer*8  hope  y 
With  close  fidelity  and  loTe  unfeigned, 
To  keep  the  matrimonial  bond  unstained ; 
Covetoos  only  of  a  virtuous  praise ;  7$ 

His  life  a  lesson  to  the  land  he  aways ; 
To  touch  the  sword  with  conscientious  awe, 
Nor  chaw  it  but  when  duty  bids  him  draw ; 
To  sheath  it  in  the  peace-restoring  close 
With  joy  beyond  what  victory  bestows ;  8i 

Blest  country  where  these  kingly  glories  shine ! 
Blest  England,  if  this  happiness  be  thine ! 

ji.    Guard  what  you  say  ;  the  patriotick  tribe 
Will  sneer  and  charge  you  with  a  bribe. — B.  A  bribe  ? 
The  worth  of  his  three  kingdoms  I  defy,  85 

To  lure  me  to  the  baseness  of  a  lie  ; 
And,  of  all  lies,  (bo  that  one  poet*s  boast,) 
The  lie  that  flatters  I  abhor  the  most. 
Those  arts  be  theirs,  who  hate  his  gentle  reign, 
But  he  that  loves  him  has  no  need  to  fain.  90 

Jl.    Your  smooth  enlogium  to  one  crown  address*d, 
Seems  to  imply  a  censure  on  the  rest. 

B.  Quevedo,  as  he  tells  his  sober  talc, 
Ask*d,  when  in  Hell,  to  see  the  royal  jail ; 
Approv'd  their  method  in  all  other  things  :  96 

But  wliere,  good  sir,  do  you  confine  your  Kings.' 
There,  said  h:s  guide — the  group  is  full  in  view. 
Indeed  ? — replied  the  Don — ^there  are  but  few. 
His  black  interpreter  the  charge  disdaln'd — 
Few,  fellow  ?->^there  are  alHhat  ever  reign'd.  ?00 

Wit,  undistingui^lking,  is  apt  to  strike 
The  guilty  ifiid  not  guilty,  both  alike. 
I  grant *the  sarcasm  is  too  severe. 
And  wo  can  readily  refute  it  here  ; 

V„,,.  I.  2 
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WhUe  Alfred^fl  n^vfi;  the  mm  of  to  Ago, 

.m 

And  tlielSizth  Edward's, grow  th'  biytork^  pugii. 

■'<■ 

^.  Kings  then  at  lapt  h^ve  hut  the  ]<»t  of  all : 

fly  their  own  cpndwet  j^iey  Bcmipt  9\fmd<a  foil 

S.  True.    While  they  live,  the.  courtly  IjMireat  ] 

f»f« 

His  quit-rent  ode,  his  peppercorn  of  praise  j 

110 

And  ininy  a  dunce,  whose  fingers  itoh  %o  iHrrite» 

Adds,  as  ho  can,  his  tributary  mit© : 

t 

A  subject's  faults  a  subject  may  proolaimd. 

A  monarch's  errors  are  forbidden  game ! 

'                Thus  free  from  censure,  pyera^fe'd  by  feiff. 

136 

And  prais'd  for  virtues  that  they  flcor^d  to  we«Xt 

The  fleeting  forms  of  majesty  engage 

Hespect,  while  stalking  o'er  life's  narrow  stage ; 

Then  leave  tlieir  crimes  for  history  to  scan. 

And  ask  with  busy  scorn.  Was  this  the  mgn  ? 

m 

I  pity  kings,  whom  Worship  waits  upon. 

Obsequious  from  the  cradle  to  the  throne  -, 

Before  whose  infant  eyes  the  flatt'rer  bows. 

And  binds  a  wreath  about  their  baby  bipws ; 

Whom  Education  stiffens  into  state. 

12$ 

And  Death  awakens  fconi  that  dream  too  late. 

Oh !  if  Servility  with  supple  knees. 

Whose  trade  it  is  to  smile,  to  crouch,  to  please ; 

If  smootli  Dissimulation,  skill'd  to  grace 

A  devil's  purpose  with  an  angel's  face  ; 

130 

If  smiling  peeresses,  and  simp'ring  peers, 

Encompassing  his  throne  a  few  short  years  ; 

If  the  gilt  carriage  and  the  pamper'd  steed. 

If  guards,  mechanically  formed  in  ranks. 

135 

Playing,  at  beat  of  drum,  tht>ir  martial  pn^iks, 

Shouli'ring  and  standing  as  if  stuck  to  stone, 

While  condescending  majesty  looks  on  ', 

If  monarchy  consist  iu  sucE  base  things, 

Sighing,  I  say  again,  I  pity  kings ! 

14( 

To  be  suspected,  thwarted,  and  withstood, 

R'on  when  he  labours  for  his  country's  good. 
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To  Me  a  band  coIT'd  patriot  for  no  cause, 
6ut  thet  they  catch  at  popular  applause, 
Careless  of  all  the  anxiety  he  feels,  148 

Hook  fSsappointraent  5n  the  publick  wheels ; 
With  all  their  flippant  fluency  of  tongue, 
Most  confident,  when  palpably  most  wron^^ ; 
If  this  be  kingly,  then  fiirewell  for  me 
All  kingship ;  and  may  I  be  poor  and  free !  ISC 

To  be  the  Table  Talk  of  clubs  up  stairs, 
To  which  th*  unwashed  artificer  repairs, 
T*  indulge  his  genius  after  long  fiitigue, 
By  diving  into  cabinet  intrigue  ; 
(For  what  kings  deem*d  a  toil,  as  well  they  may,     155 
To  him  b  relaxation  and  mere  play,) 
To  win  no  praise,  when  well-wrought  plans  prevail, 
But  to  be  rudely  censur'd  when  they  fkil ', 
To  doubt  the  love  his  fav*rites  may  pretend, 
And  in  reality  to  find  no  friend ;  IGG 

If  he  indulge  a  cultivated  taste, 
His  galleries  with  the  works  of  art  well  grac'd. 
To  hear  it  calFd  extravagance  and  waste ', 
If  these  attendants,  and  if  such  as  these, 
Must  ^Uofw  royalty,  then  welcome  ease :  166 

However  humble  and  confin'd  the  sphere, 
Happy  the  state  that  has  not  those  to  fear. 
A.  Thus  men,  whose  thoughts  contemplatiire  have 
dwelt 
On  situations  that  they  never  felt, 
Start  up  sagacious,  cover*d  with  the  dust  170 

Of  dreaming  study  and  pedantick  rust. 
And  prate  and  preach  about  what  others  prove. 
As  if  the  world  and  they  were  hand  and  glove. 
Leave  kingly  backs  to  cope  with  kingly  cares ; 
They  have  their  weight  to  carry,  subjects  theirs  ;    1^5 
Poets,  of  all  men,  ever  least  regret 
Increasing  taxes,  and  the  nation's  debt. 
Could  you  contrive  the  payment,  and  rehearse 
The  mighty  plan,  oracular  in  verse. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


16  TABLE  TALK. 

No  bard,  howe*er  majcstick,  old  or  new,  ,        '8? 

^lipuld  claim  my  fix*d  attention  more  ^Uan  you. 

B.  Not  Brindley  nor  Bridgewatcr  would  essay 
To  turn  tlie  course  of  Helicon  that  way  ;  *  V- 

Nor  would  the  Nine  consent  the  sacred  tide 
Should  purl  amidst  Hie  traffick  of  Cheapside,  133 

Or  tinkle  in  Change  Alley,  to  amuse 
The  leathern  cars  of  stockjobbers  and  Jewst, 

^.  Vouchsafe,  at  least,  to  pitch  .the  key  of  rhyme 
To  themes  more  pertinent,  if  less  sublime. 
When  ministers  and  ministerial  arts;  190  * 

Patriots,  who  love  good  places  at  their  hearts ; 
When  admirals  extoU'd  for  standing  still, 
Or  doing  nothing  with  a  deal  of  skill ; 
GenVals  who  will  not  conquer  when  they  may, 
Firm  friends  to  peace,  to  pleasure,  and  good  pay ;    195 
When  Freedom,  wounded  almost  to  despair, 
Though  Discontent  alone  can  iind  out  whore  ; 
When  themes  like  these  employ  the  poet*s  tongue, 
I  hear  as  mute  as  if  a  syren  sung. 
Or  toll  me,  if  you  can,  what  pow'r  maintains  SOd 

A  Briton's  scorn  of  arbitrary  chains  ?  ^ 

That  were  a  theme  might  animate  the  dead, 
And  move  the  lips  of  poets  cast  in  lead. 

B.  The  cause,  tho*  worth  the  search,  may  yet  eludu 
Conjecture  and  remark,  however  shrewd.  fiit^ 

Tliey  take  perhaps  a  well-directed  aim. 
Who  seek  it  in  his  climate  and  his  frame. 
Lib*ral  in  aA  things  else,  yet  Nature  here 
With  stem  severity  deals  out  the  yedr. 
Winter  invades  the  spring,  and  oflen  pours  1!1Q 

A  chilling  flood  on  sununer's  drooping  fiowTS  , 
Unwelcome  vapours  quench  autumnal  beams, 
Ungenial  blasts  attending  curl  the  streams ; 
The  peasantii  ^irge  their  harvest,  ply  the  fork 
With  double  toil,  and  shiver  at  their  work ;  215 

Thus  with  a  rigour,  for  his  good  designed, 
She  rears  her  /bv'rito  man  of  all  mankind. 
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Hm  ibrm  robust,  ana  of  elastick  UMWt 
Pi4ifiortion*d  well,  half  muscle  and  half  bona* 
fWkfplies  with  warm  acthritjr  and  fi»ree    ^  190 

A  mind  well  lod;^*d,  and  mascuHne  of  omitM. 
Htfnce  Liberty,  sweet  Liberty  inspiy^ 
And  Iceeps  afire  his  fierce  but  neUe  fires. 
Patient  of  constfttftiomd  control, 
He  bears  it  with  meek  maidineas  of  soel )  fSR 

But,  if  Authority  grow  wanton,  wo 
To  him  that  treads  upon  his  fiee-bom  tee ; 
One  step  beyond  the  boundary  of  the  laws 
fires  him  at  once  in  Freedom's  grkyrious  csnse<- 
Thus  proud  prerogative,  not  much  reref'd,  fOO 

[s  seldom  felt,  though  sometimes  seen  snd  he«t<l ) 
And  in  his  cage,  like  parrot  fine  and  gay. 
Is  kept  to  strut,  look  big,  and  talk  away. 

Bom  in  a  climate  softer  fiur  than  ours, 
Not  form*d  like  us,  with  such  Herculean  po#T*s,      t8S 
The  Frenchman,  easy,  debonair,  and  brisk, 
Give  him  his  lass,  his  fiddle,  and  his  firndc, 
Is  always  happy,  reigrn  whoever  may, 
And  laughs  the  sense  of  mis'ry  fiir  away. 
He  drinks  his  simple  bev*rage  with  a  gust ;  Wt^ 

And,  feasting  on  an  onion  and  a  cmst, 
We  never  feel  the  alacrity  and  joy 
With  which  he  shouts  and  carob  Vive  le  Roi  ! 
Filled  with  as  much  true  merriment  and  fi^lee, 
As  if  he  heard  his  king  say— <  Slave,  be  net !'         Ml 

Thus  happiness  depends,  as  Nature  shows, 
Less  on  exteriour  things  than  most  suppose.  ^ 

Vigilant  over  all  that  he  has  made. 
Rind  Providence  attends  with  gracious  aid ; 
Bids  eqtdty  throughout  his  works  prevail,  fKM 

And  weighs  the  nations  in  en  even  scale ; 
He  can  encourage  slav'ry  to  a  smile, 
And  (III  with  discontent  a  British  isle. 

Ji  Freeman  and  slave,  then,  if  the  case  be  sucb, 
island  on  a  level ;  and  you  prove  too  mtteh :  ^55 
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If  all  men  indi8orimuiate\y  share 
Ilk  fcMitVing  power,  ofid  tutelary  care, 
Ai.vell  be  yok'd  by  DespotiHrn's  hand,  . 
As  dwell  at  large  in  Britain^a  cliarter'd  land. 

B.  No.  Freedom  haa  a  tbouaand  charms  to  show^  2CC 
Tliat  slaves,  howe'er  contented,  never  know. 
The  mind  attains  beneaUi  her  happy  reign 
The  growth,  that  Nature  meant  she  should  attaia  i       t 
The  varied  fields  of  scienoe,  ever  new. 
Opening,  and  wider  op'ningj  on  her  view,  20S  > 

She  ventures  onward  with  a  prosperous  force, 
While  no  base  fear  Impedes  ]^er  in  her  course. 
ReMgion,  richest  ia-vour  of  the  skies, 
Stands  most  reveal'd  before  the  freeman's  eyes; 
No  shades  of  euperstition  blot  the  day,  970 

Liberty  chases  all  that  gloom  away ; 
The  soul  emancipated,  unoppress'd, 
l^ee  to  prove  all  tilings,  and  hold  fast  the  best, 
Learns  much  ;■  and  to  a  thousand  listening  minds 
Communicates  with  joy  the  good  she  finds ;  27& 

Courage  in  arms,  and  ever  prompt  to  show 
His  manly  forehead  to  the  fiercest  foe  ; 
^jfr|%rious  in  war,  but  for  the  sake  of  peace, 
His  spirits  rising  as  his  toils  inciease, 
Guards  well  what  arts  and  industry  have  won,        280» 
And  Freedom  clai»ns  him  for  her  first-bom  son. 
Slaves  fight  for  what  were  better  cast  away— 
The  chain  that  binds  them,  and  a  tyrant's  sway  ; 
But  they  thai  fight  for  fireedom,  undertake 
The  noblest  cause  mankind  can  have  at  stake  28& 

Religion,  virtue,  truth,  whatever  we  call 
A  blessmg-^fireedom  is  the  pledge  of  all. 
O  Liberty !  the  prisoners  pleasing  drsam. 
The  poet's  muse,  his  passion,  and  his  theme ; 
Genius  is  thinn,  and  thou  art  Fancy's  nurse  ;  290 

Lost  without  thee  th'  ennobling  pow'rs  of  verse ; 
Heroick  song  firom  thy  free  touch  acquires 
Its  .dearest  tonet  the  rapture  it  inspires. 
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Place  me  wbere  Winter  brealhot  bii  keentii  «l^ 
And  I  will  sing)  if  Liberty  be  there ;  288 

And  I  will  sing  at  Laberty't^ear  fcut» 
In  Afric's  torrid  clime,  or  India's  nercest  heat 

A  8iog  where  you  please ;  in  such  a  cause  I  gnni 
An  English  poet's  privilege  to  rant ; 
But  is  not  Freedom — at  least,  b  not,  ours,  900 

Too  apt  to  plr.y  the  wanton  with  her  pow'rs, 
Grow  freakish,  and,  o'erleaping  every  moond. 
Spread  anarchy  and  terrour  all  around  ? 

U,  Agreed.  But  would  you  sell  or  slay  your  lione 
For  bounding  and  curvetting  in  his  course  ?  90fi 

Or  if,  when  ridden  with  a  careless  rein, 
He  break  away,  and  seek  the  distant  plain  ? 
No.    Ub  high  mettle,  ui2<ier  good  control, 
Gives  him  Oljrmpick  speed,  and  shoots  him  to  the  goaL 

Let  Discipline  employ  her  wholesome  arte ;         diC 
Let  magistrates  alert  perform  their  parts. 
Not  skulk  or  put  on  a  prudential  mask, 
As  if  their  duty  were  a  desperate  task ; 
Let  active  Laws  apply  the  needful  curb, 
To  guard  the  Peace,  that  Rfot  would  disturb ;  318 

And  Liberty,  preserved  from  wild  excess,  % 

Shall  raise  no  feuds  for  armies  to  suppress. 
When  Tumult  lately  burst  hb  prison  door, 
And  sot  plebeian  thousands  in  a  roar  \ 
When  he  usurp 'd  Authority's  just  place,  SM 

And  dar'd  to  look  hb  master  in  the  &ee : 
V^hen  the  rude  rabble's  watchword  wae— destroy^ 
And  bbziug  London  seem'd  a  second  Troy ; 
Liberty  blush'd,  and  hung  her  drooping  h«Hul, 
Beheld  their  progress  with  the  deepest  dread ;         328 
Blush'd  that  effects  like  these  she  should  prodciw^ 
Worse  tlaan  the  deeds  of  galley-slavea  broke  kMMt 
She  loses  in  such  storms  her  very  name. 
And  Berce  Licentiouenesa  should  beaz  the  blaoM. 

IncomparaUe  gem  !  tliy  worth  untold ;  330 

Cheap,  tho*  blood-boughty  and  tbrowii  away  wbenaeU  ^ 
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]ffiiiyaofii«irnTUithee,«ndiiofUM<HMid  ^ 

Betray  thee,  wfaUe  profesdng^  to  defend  t 

Prize  it,  ye  miniiters ;  ye%oiuffcli«,  tpere ; 

Te  patriots,  guard  it  with  a  miser^s  care.  39tl 

.^.  Ptttriots,  4dai1  the  few  that  have  been  fiAUid, 
Where  moet  they  flourish/ tipon  English  ground. 
The  cooatiy*!  need  have  scantily  soppHed, 
And  the  last  left  the  scene,  nidien  C^thdm  ^Bed. 

B,  Not  so— the  virtue  8t91  adorns  our  a^,  346 

Though  the  chief  actor  £ed  upon  the  stage. 
In  1dm  Demosthenes  was  heard  again ; 
Liberty  taught  him  her  Athenian  itrtdn : 
She  cloth*d  him  with  authority  and  awe, 
Spoke  from  his  Hps,  and  in  his  looks  gave  law.        S45 
His  speech,  his  ibrm,  his  action,  fVdl  of  grace. 
And  an  Ms  country  beaming  in  his  face. 
He  stood,  as  some  inimitable  hand 
Would  strive  to  make  a  Paul  or  TuBy  stand. 
No  sycophant  or  slave,  that  dar'd  oppose  390 

Her  sacred  cause,  but  trembled  when  he  roie  ; 
And  ev*ry  venal  rtidder  fbr  the  yoke 
Felt  himself  crushed  at  the  fbst  word  he  spoke: 
^ueh  men  are  rais'd  to  station  and  command'. 
When  Providence  means  mercy  to  a  land.  355 

He  speaks,  and  tiiey  i^ypear :  to  him  they  owe 
Skin  to  direct,  and  strength  to  strike  the  blow; 
To  manage  with  address,  to  seize  with  pow*r 
The  crisis  of  a  dark  decisive  hoar. 
So  Gideon  eamM  a  victory  not  his  owii ;  BM 

Subserviency  his  praise,  and  that  alone. 

Poor  Engteid !  thoix  art  a  devoted  deer, 
Beset  with  every  iU  but  that  of  fear. 
Thee  nations  hunt ;  aB  mark  thoe  fbr  a  ptey ; 
They  swarm  around  thee;  and  thou  stand'st'  al  kty  365 
Undaunted  stiU,  thobgh  wearied  and  perplex*d. 
Once  Chatham  sav^  thee ;  but  Who  saves  thee  iMtzt  ^ 
Alas !  the  tide  of  pleasure  siveeps  alon^ 
An,  flkttt  ehould  he  the  boaet  of  British  song. 
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n 

Tis  not  the  wraali^  ihMk  once  s4wn*4  Hqr  tasi^ 

m 

The  prae  of  h^>pior  tkpeg,  will  •wnw  due  atm 

Ptttems  ofev'trf  TV%m,w:ry  fne9> 

CoqImVI  a  God ;  t^y  Wwwl'4  Ufbra  t^y  Ibttgbl, 

And  pms'dlum.ift  tlie  yiolQna*  ho  wtwiyhfc* 

flS 

Now  irtm  the  ^Mi  of  iMiont  di^  briii«r  <Mb 

^heir  sober  iMly  iaiofrity,  aad  woffth  > 

Coara^  onfrae/d  h/ftheM,  affiMMtelbtiikNi^ 

Is  bat  the  fire  wilbNii4he  shsc^osu 

Tne  stream,  thelifsedritbswelKepriiigof  theiiaMW»              || 

Than  Virtue  <piekt«i  wilh  arwannlkdurne 

Tho  powers  that  Sia  has  h)re«fhi  to  a  deefiae. 

Rose  like  a  paper  kite,  and  eheraeU  the  tMna; 

a85 

But  ipeaeiires,  plam'd  and  eaeenled  well. 

Shified  the  wiwi  theft  raised  k,  SMi  ii  61L 

And  Victory  Ironed  eU  he  said* 

B.  And  yet  his  judf^saMt  waeneft^raaa'dambi^ 

2n 

Its  errour,  if  it  enr'd,  wee  nietfely  thie*^  * 

And  a  compleU^  reoov*ry  struck  Um^kMth. 

• 

But  that  effemina&y,  ibtty,  hist. 

aa» 

Will  be  deepie'd  uid  tmnpled  on  atksW 

Is  truth,  if  history  Heslfbe^tnie* 

There  is  a  time  and  Justiee  macks  Iheidate, 

400 

That  ho«r  elapi*d  th'  iaeorabb  lerdi 

Is  punkihVit «Ml  domm eomei thethandeiML 

If  mercy  tAem  put  by  the  ihreafniafr  blew. 

Must  she  perlbrm  the  sans  khHl  ofioe  Meie  # 

401 

May  she  ?  and  if  oftiaded  Uear'n  be  itill 

.Aeeesaible^Md  pff»y'^  preveU^  she  wilL 

Digitized  by 


Google 


M  TABLE  TMUC. 

Tb  ngCi  iMnMVer,  iMotonco  and  ttolib, 

The  tMBpeik  0f  toamltinTjr  joyi^ 

Nor  it  it  yet  dftipondeiiee  end  dfamiafy  -     4fl 

Will  win  her  Tu^  or  engage  hw  gtay ; 

Pray>  oody,  and  the  pe&Henlial  tear; 

Can  call  her  milliig'  4mmy  ttid  fix  her  liere  ' 

Bat  w&eii  a  emnitiy,  (dae  thflt  I  ^oidkdtwUtiB^ 
In  proetitotion  eiaka  the  eeniie  of  rfittnd ;  4tt 

When  inftmooi  YeMtity,  gww^  bold, 
Writes  on  hbboMMii,  1^  ^Hiftf  mOdr 
Whitt  Peijwyy  tharlieaf'M-Myiii^  ¥iei^» 
8eILioathebyt«k,«iMlcttheloi#«iC)Mf4MV     ' 
Stampe  CM^i  onw  iiiikg&'n|iett  a  ll»  jtttti  tUlklft,        ^ 
To  torn  a  penay  in'the  m^.of  fyadi»  ) 
When  AT*nc9Btar?ea,  (and  never  hidee  hitf  free^) 
Two  or  tlHve  inffltomi  efthe  h«RMin  rMee-, 
And  not  a  tongue  ittfilfiM^  hwr,  wiMiM,  df  whteit; 
Though  coQiaienee  wfll  liaiire  twh^|«^  «d#  ttatt  thetl ;' 
When  proftnatiMi  of  the  mend  cattse,  4t6 

In  all  its  parts,  times,  miidstry,  abd  lawi. 
Bespeaks  a  luidy  onise  C^risliaii,  fidTbittd  loiA^ 
In  all,  bat  wars-agailhst  tittt  tide  Efeott ; 
What  fedknTs-Mwet  let  dtieg  of  great  na»in»j  iM 

And  regions  hmg  sinee  deiohit^,  proetsfm. 
Nineyeh,  Babylon,  and  ahdenf  ^Mue, 
Speak  to  the  present  times,  aAd  times  to  eentof 
They  cry  aloud  in  ev^  csreleMi  eat>, 
Stop  while  yon  may ;  sospend  y«ar  mad  eitteer)     43K» 
O  learn  ftam'««r«aanple  and  oor  fide, 
Learn  wisdom  and  repentatiee  on  too  IttMn 

Notonly  Vice  disposes  aad  pvepiyMS 
The  miiid,  that  shunbets  sweaty  in  her  ftnar^ 
TostooptoTyraniy'tfmnEorprdeommaBd)  440 

And  bend  her  poliili'd  neck  beneath  his  hand, 
(A  dire  effbct^  by  one  of  Ilsttre%  hiwe, 
llwcbangeabiy  conneefed  #itb  ks  eauie ;) 
Bat  Frovidenoe  himself  wiB  inMwene, 
To  throw  his  daili  diiphasu^u  o*er  the  seme  441 
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An  an  hb  Inatri— will ;  Mohlbni  of«Mv 

Wl^it  banu  at  homo,  9  tloMAmwfitQmaAff  } 

Nature  is.  amny  ber  riomaBta  at  olrifih 

The  ftoimi  thatomrart  the  jojre  oThfiii 

Are  bnt  Itk  rods  to  ooowrge  m^fudfhmif  4M$ 

And  woate  it  at  iba  biddhif  idkm  hawL 

He  givoothe  wovdy  aad  Maliaj  aeon  aoaaa 

Im all  her  galea,  and  ahakoohor  diataei  ahorta } 

Tm  staadardi  of  all  paliaaa  aae  mSmVd ; 

She  has  one  foe,  and  tint  eoe  lee  the  woiid.  406 

And,  if  he  doom  that  people  inth  &  firowa, 

And  mark  tham  with  aaeal  ef  vmtk  preaa^d  dMPB, 

Obduracy  tahea  plaee ;  eattoneaad  <—gh, 

The  repcobated  race  givmm  jedgmant  piuef ; 

Earth  ahahea  beaealh  ti»m,  end  HeiMr*nra«a  abovof  409 

But  nothing  aaaiea  thorn  ftom  the  jedwae  ibafT  kara. 

To  the  laMifioaa  pipe  and  wawtioai  aeag, 

That  charm  down  fiMT,  they  freliek  it  miMig, 

With  mad  rapidity  and  meoaeottiy 

Down  to  the  gulf,  from  wbieli  ia  ne  letwn.  4€i 

They  tnpt  in  nariea,  aad  theit  mndoa  fin^ 

€hxl*a  enrae  can  caat  away  toft  thoiiaand  aaill 

They  tmat  ia  armiea,  and  their  couragiodtea  ; 

In  wisdom,  wealth,  in  fartaM,miid  in  Umi  , 

But  aH  they  tmat  in,  withera,  aa  it  must,  471 

When  Ho  <^ommaiida,  in  wboni  they  pbceno  teoat. 

Vengeance  at  last  poors  down  npea  their  eoaat  - 

A  long  deqiis'd,  hat-now  Tiatoriooa,  heal ; 

Tyranny  sends  the  chain,  th^  mint  abridge 

The  noble  .awaep  of  aU  their  pririloge  ;  4n 

Gives  liberty  the  last,  tiw  moiial  siioek : 

Slips  *hc  bUto's  oolkir  on,  and  snapatha  leek* 

^.  Such  lofly  strains  embeUiah  what  you  taaefa, 
Mean  yon  to  prophesy,  or  but  to  pceaoh  ? 

B.  1  know  the  mind  that  SbcAm  indeed  the  Bm       4M 
The  muse  imports,,  aad  can  ctommaad  the  lyn, 
Acts  with  a  force  and  kindles  with  a  seal, 
Whate'ei  the  theme,  that  others  aeTorfii^ 
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If  hnmm  frowi  faer  wA  fcttgntioit  Man, 

A  imder  wympaihj  petvidcs  Ui0>  frame  y  4^ 

She  ponra  a  sensibiUtjr  divine 

A1on<^  the  nenres  oreveiy  leelinjif  {am. 

But  ifa  deed  Aflt  tamely  to  be  betco 

Fire  indignation  and  a  sense  of  sconiy 

The  strings  are  swvpt  wkh  ancUa  pow'r  so  loud,     490 

The  storm  of  mosiek  shakes  tii'  artaoiahVi  crowd. 

So,  when  remote  Artnrity  is  bnm^^ 

Beibre  the  keen  inqairy  of  her  tbougkt^ 

A  temble  sagacity  informs 

The  poefs  heart ;  he  looks  to  distant  stoems ;         406 

He  hears  the  Unrnder  tite  the  tempest  k>w*rs ; 

And,  arm'd  with  stsength  surpassing  h«man  powers. 

Seises  events  as  yet  unknown  to  man. 

And  darts  his  soiEd  into  the  dawning  plan. 

Hence  in  a  Roman  nwu^,  the  grao«  .ol  name      .    500 

Of  prophet  and  of  poet  was  the  same ; 

Hence,  British  poets,  too,  the  priesthood  shar^dy 

And  every  halk^d  -dniid  was  a  bard. 

But  no  prophetick  fires  to  me  belong ; 

I  play  with  syllables,  and  sport  in  aaugi  505 

A,  At  Westminster,  where  little  poets  stdv« 
To  set  a  distich  upon  six  and  five. 

Where  Discipline  helps  th'  op*ning.bads  of  sensf. 

And  makes  hb  pupils  proud  with  silver  pence, 

I  Mras  a  poet  too :  bvt  modem  taste  510 

Is  so  re&i'd,  and  delicate,  and  chaste. 

That  verse,  whatever  fire  the  fancy  warms, 

MTithout  a  creamy  smoothness  has  no  charms. 

Thus,  all  success  depending  on  an  ear, 

And  thinking  I  might  purchase  it  too  dear,  515 

If  sentiment  were  sacrific*d  to  sound. 

And  truth  cut  short  to  make  a  period  round, 

I  judged  a  man  of  sense  coUd  scarce  do  worse, 

Than  caper  iif  the  morris^ance  of  verse. 

B.  Thus  reputation  is  a  spur  to  wit,  5^ 
And  some  ints  flag  through  fear^  of  losing  it 
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Ixiye'me  Ihd  line  that  ploughs  its  stately  < 
Like  a  proud  swan,  conquVing  the  stream  hj  Ibfoe ; 
That,  like  some  cotta^  beauty,  strikes  the  hearty 
Quite  unindebted  to  the  tricks  of  art.  695 

When  Labour  and  when  Dulness  chrfv  hi  hand. 
Like  the  two  figures  at  St.  Dunstan^s,  stand, 
Beating  alternately  in  measured  time, 
The  clock-work  tintinabulum  of  rhyme. 
Exact  and  regular  the  sounds  wiH  be ;  530 

But  such  mere  quarter-strokes  are  not  for  me. 

From  him  who  rears  a  poem  lank  and  long. 
To  him  who  strains  his  all  into  a  song  ; 
Perhaps  some  bonny  Caledonian  air, 
All  birks  and  braes,  though  he  was  nerer  there ;      536 
Or,  having  whelp*d  a  prologue  with  great  pafais, 
Feels  himself  spent,  and  fombles  for  his  brains ; 
A  prologue  interdash^d  with  miny  a  stroke— 
An  art  contriv'd  to  advertise  a  Joke, 
So  that  the  jest  is  clearly  to  be  seen,  540 

Not  in  the  words — ^but  in  the  gap  between : 
Manner  is  all  in  all,  whatever  is  writ 
To  substitute  for  genius,  sense,  and  wit. 

•To  dally  much  with  subjects  mean  and  low 
Proves  that  the  mind  is  weak,  or  makes  it  so.  549 

Neglected  talents  rHst«||to  decay,  , 
And  ev'ry  effort  ends  in  pushpin  play. 
The  man  that  means  success  should  soar  above 
A  soldier's  feather,  or  a  lady's  glove  ; 
Else,  summoning  the  muse  to  such  a  theme,  550 

The  fruit  of  all  her  labour  is  whipp*d  cream, 
As  if  an  eagle  flew  aloft,  and  then — 
Stoop *d  from  its  highest  pitch  to  pounce  a  wren 
As  if  the  poet,  purposing  to  wed, 
Should  carve  himself  a  wife  in  gingerbread.  553 

Ages  claps'd  ere  Homer*s  lamp  appear*d. 
And  ages  ere  the  Mantuan  swan  was  heard, 
To  carry  Nature's  lengths  unknown  before, 
To  give  a  Milton  birth,  ask'd  ages  more. 

Vol.  L  3 
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Thm  (Wuus  rope  and  iet  at  oxder'd  timef,  660 

And  «hot  a  day-spring  into  distant  climes, 

EnnobUqg  ev^ry  region  that  he  chose ; 

He  sunk  in  Greece,  in  Italy  he  rose  ; 

And|  tedious  years  of  Gothiok  darkness  pass'd^ 

£merg'd  all  splendour  in  oar  isle  at  lost.  QSSt 

Thus  lovely  halcyons  dive  into  the  main, 

Then  show  far  off  their  shining  plumes  again. 

A,  Is  genius  only  found  in  epick  lays  ? 
Prove  fJiis,  and  forfeit  all  pretence  to  praise. 

Make  their  heroick  pow'rs  your  own  at  once,  570 

Or  candidly  confess  yourself  a  dunce. 

B,  These  were  the  chief:  each  interval  of  night 
Was  graced  with  many  an  undulating  light. 

In  less  illustrious  bards  his  beauty  shone 

A  meteor  or  a  star ;  in  these  the  sun.  575 

The  nightingale  may  claim  the  topmost  bough. 
While  the  poor  grasshopper  must  chirp  below. 
Like  him  unnoticed  I,  and  such  as  I, 
Spread  little  wings,  and  rather  skip  than  fly ; 
Perch'd  on  the  meagre  produce  of  the  land,  580 

An  ell  or  two  of  prospect  we*command ; 
But  never  peep  beyond  the  thorny  liound, 
Or  oaken  fer.ce  that  hems  the  p^ock  round. ' 

In  Sden,  ere  yet  innocence  of  heart 
Had  faded,  poetry  was  not  an  art :  595 

Language  above  all  teaching,  or,  if  taught. 
Only  by  gratitude  and  glowing  thought, 
Elegant  as  simplicity,  and  warm 
As  ecstasy,  unmanacled  by  form, 
Not  prompted,  as  in  our  degcn'rate  days,  GOO 

By  low  ambition  and  the  thirst  of  praise, 
Was  natural  as  is  the  flowing  stream. 
And  yet  magnificent — A  God  the  theme  !     -     . 
That  theme  on  Earth  exhausted,  though  above 
'Tis  found  as  everlasting  as  his  love,  59$ 

Man  lavished  all  his  thoughts  on  human  thJngo — 
The  feaiJ  of  heroes,  and  the  wrath  of  Aiit^s  ; 
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But  stilly  while  Tirtiie  kindtod  ius  Mi^til) 
Tlie  soag  was  moral,  %md  m>  ikr  Was  riglil* 
Twas  thus  titt  Luji«ff  «e4«»'4  the  nuMl  <XM> 

To  joys  Isss  kuMCMM,  as  Ifss  refki'd ; 
Then  Qmms  4aiie*d  a  baeehaiud ;  he  crew«*d 
The  brimmnir  jpeUet,  seis'd  the  thyrsus,  ho«id 
His  drows  with  1^,  nirii*d  into  the  ield 
Ot  wild  iiiia|riiiatioBf  and  there  reerd,  6IS 

The  Yictim  of  his  own  faweirioae  fires, 
And,  dizzy  with  delight,  prafitt'd  the  saeved  wk^B*  - 
Anacreon,  Horace,  pky'd  hi  Greeee  and  Romm   '^ 
This  bedlam  part,  and  ethers  nearer  home^ 
When  Cromwell  fought  for  pew*r,  and  wttle  he  reign'd 
The  proud  proteetor  of  the  power  he  gain'd^  ttl 

Religion  harsh,  inteierant,  austere. 
Parent  of  manners  lihe  herself  severe, 
Drew  a  rough  copy  of  the  Christian  ftee, 
Without  the  smile,  the  sweetness,  or  Uw  giane  ;     ttS 
The  dark  and  sullen  humour  of  the  time 
Judged  ev'ry  efibrt  of  the  muas  a  crime ; 
Verse,  in  the  finest  mould  of  fiiacy  east, 
Was  lumber  in  an  age  so  void  of  taste : 
But  when  the  second  Charles  aasnm'd  the  sw^,      6Q0 
And  arts  reTiv'd  benealh  a  softer  day, 
Then  like  a  bow  long  forced  into  a  ourre. 
The  mind,  released  from  too  constrained  niii^ 
Flew  to  its  first  position  with  a  spring. 
That  made  ihs  vaulted  roofs  of  Pteasore  ring.         0B5 
His  court,  the  dissolute  and  hateful  school 
Of  Wantonness,  where  vice  was  tanght  by  ndi^ 
Swarra'd  with  a  scribhltnig  herd^  as  deep  inlaid 
With  brutal  lust  as  ever  Circe  made. 
From  these  a  long  succession,  in  a  rage  030 

Of  rank  obscenity  debauched  their  age  : 
Nor  ceasM  tiU  ever  anxious  to  redress 
1  he  abuses  of  her  sacred  charge,  the  lyi***^ 
Ti.o  muse  instructed  a  weD-nurtur'd  train 
Of  abler  votaries  to  cleanse  the  stain,  OS 
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And  claim  the  palm  ibr  purity  of  song,. 
That  Lewdness  had  usurped  and  worn  ho  long* 
Then  decent  Pleasantry,  and  sterlingr  Sense, 
That  neither  gave  nor  would  endure  offsnce, . 
Whipp'd  out  (^  sight,  with  satire  just  and  keen^  ,     CIO 
The  puppy  pack,  that  had  defil-d  the  scene. 
'  In  front  of  these  came  Addison.  .  In  him    - 
Humour  in  hoUday  and. sightly  trim, 
Sublimity  and  attick  taste  combined, 
To  polish,  fonish,  and  delight  the  mind.       ,  645 

Then  Pope,  as  harmony,  itself  exact, 
In  verse  well  disdpUn'd,  complete,  compaet^ 
Gave  virtue  and  morality  a  grace, 
That  quite  ec^lipsing  Pleasure's  paiirted  &ee, . 
Levied  a  tax  of  wonder  and  applause,  660 

E'en  on  the  fools  that  trampled  on  their  laim.  - 
But  he,  (his  musical  finesse  was  such. 
So  nice  his  ear,  so  delicate  his  touch,) 
Made  poetry  a  mere  mechanick  art ; 
And  ev'ry  warbler  has  his  tune  by  heart.  655 

Nature  imparting  her  aatirick  gift, 
Her  serious  mirth,  to  Arbuthnot  and  ^wift. 
With  dsoU  sobriety  they  rais'd  a  smile 
At  Folly's  cost,  themselves  unmov'd  the  while. 
That  consteUation  set,  the  wOT'ld  in  vain  660 

Must  hope  to  look  upon  their  like  again. 

A,  Are  we  then  left^ — B.  Not  wholly  in  the  dark ; 
Wit  now  and  then,  struck  smartly,  ^ws  a  spark. 
Sufficient  to  redeem  the  modem  race 
From  total  mght  and  absolute  disgrace.  066 

While  servile  trick  and  imitative  knack 
Confine  the  milUon  in  Kte  beaten  track. 
Perhaps  some^  courser,  who  disdains  the  road, 
Snuifs  up  the  wind,  and  flings  himself  abroad. 

Contemporaries  all  surpassed,  see  one  ;  670 

Short  his  career,  indeed,  but  ably  run  ; 
Churchill,  himself  unconscious  of  his  pow'rs, 
Ka  penury  consumed  bis  id'.e  hours ; 
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And  like  a  seatter'd  seed  at  rendom  sowB, 
Was  left  to  spring  by  rigour  of  his  own.  695 

Lifted  at  lengfth,  by  dignity  of  thoitj^ht 
And  dint  of  genius  to  an  afflnent  lot, 
He  laid  hb  head  in  Lnxnry's  Mft  lap, 
And  tooky  too  often,  there  his  easy  nap. 
If  brightet  besms  than  all  he  threw  not  fbftii^  fBD 

Twas  negligence  in  him,  not  want  <ft  worA. 
Surly,  and  ^lovenfy,  and  bold,  and  coarse. 
Too  proud  for  art,  and  trusting  in  mere  Ibree^ 
Spendthrift  alike  of  money  and  of  wit, 
Always  at  speed,  and  never  drawing  bit,  §91 

He  struck  the  Ijnre  in  su<^  a  careless  mood, 
Ancf  so  disdained  the  rules  he  understood, 
The  laurel  seem'd  to  wait  on  his  command. 
He  snatched  it  rudely  from  the  muses'  hand. 
Nature,  exerting  an  unwearied  pow'r,  €00 

Forms,  opens,  and  gtres  scent  to  ev*ry  (lower ; 
Spreads  the  fresh  verdure  of  the  6eld,  and  leadi 
The  dancing  Naiads  through  the  dewy  meadi. 
She  fills  profuse  ten  thousand  fittle  throali 
With  murick,  modulating  all  their  notee ;  €05 

And  charms  the  woodland  scenes,  and  w9de  vbAbowiI) 
With  artless  airs  and  concerts  of  her  own ; 
But  seldom,  (as  if  fearful  of  expense,) 
Vouchsafbs  to  man  a  poet's  just  pretence— 
Fervency,  fireedom,  fluency  of  thought,  70i 

Harmony,  strength,  words  exquisitely  sought , 
Fancy,  that  from  the  bow  that  spans  the  sky. 
Brings  colours  dipp'd  in  Heafv^n,  that  never  db  f 
A  soul  exalted  above  earth,  a  nnnd 
Skiird  in  the  characters  that  form  nankind;  9(Q 

AnrJ  as  the  sun  in  rising  beauty  dressed, 
Looks  to  tiie  westward  from  the  dappled  east, 
And  marks  whatever  ehmds  may  interpose, 
Ere  yet  his  race  begins,  its  glorious  close ; 
And  eye  like  his  to  catch  tlie  distant  goal ;  /fO 

Or,  ere  the  wheels  of  verse  begin  to  roll, 
3« 
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Like  his  to  slitd  iUiuaiiiatlxiif  rays 

On  ev'ry  scene  and  subject  it  surveys : 

Thus  gT9C%  the  man  asserts  a  poet's  name, 

And  the  world  cheerfully  admits  the  claim.  715^ 

Pity  Religion  has  so  seldom  found 
A  skilful  fpiide  int</poetick  groi^ ! 
The  flow'rs  would  spring  where '^  she  deign'd  to  stray 
And  ey*ry  muse  attend  her  in  her  way. 
Virtue  indeed,  meets  many  a  rhyming  friend,  720 

And  many  a  com^iliment  politely  penn'd  ; 
But,  unattir'd  in  that  becoming  vest    , 
Roligion  weaves  for  her*  and  half  undres8*d. 
Stands  in  the  desert,  shiv'ring  and  forlorn, 
A  wintry  figure,  like  a  withered  thorn.  «725 

The  shelves  are  full,  all  other  themes  are  sped ', 
Hackney'd  and  worn  to  the  last  flimsy  thread, 
gaJare  ha^^ng  since  done  his  best ;  and  curst 
And  loathSBe  ribaldry  has  done^  worst ; 
Fancy  has  sported  all  her  pow'rs  away  730 

In  fadofy  in  trifles,  and  ia  children's  play ;  . 
AnnWni  the  sad  complaint,  and  almost  true, 
Wkate'er  we  write,  we  bring  forth  nothing  new. 
Twere  new  indeed  to  see  a  bard  all  fire, 
Touch'd  with  a  coal  from  Heav'n,  assume  the  lyre,  7lt5 
And  tell  the  world,  still  kindlihg  as  he  sung. 
With  more  than  mortal  musick  on  his  tongue, 
That  He,  who  died  below,  and  reigns  above, 
Inspires  the  song,  and  that  his  name  is  Love. 

For,  after  all,  if  merely  to  beguile,  740 

By  flowing  numbers,  and  a  flow'ry  style, 
The  tedium  that  the  lazy  rich  endiue. 
Which  now  and  then  sweet  peltry  may  cure , 
Or,  if  to  see  the  name  of  idle  self, 
Stamp'd  on  the  well-bound  quarto,  grace  the  shelf,  74$ 
To  float  a  buU>le  on  the  brsath  of  Fame, 
Prompt  his  endeavour  and  engage  his  aim, 
Debas'd  to  servile  purposes  of  pride. 
How  ar  *  tlie  pow'rs  of  genius  misappliod  ! 
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The  gUl  whoee  office  is  the  OiTer*s  praiM,  760 

To  tra*^e  him  in  his  wor d,  his  works,  hit  waji  f 
Then  spread  the  rich  difleoy*r3r,  and  invito 
Mankind  to  share  in  the  dirine  deli^^t, 
Distorted  from  its  use  and  just  design. 
To  make  the  pitiful  possessor  idiine,  7811 

To  purchase  at  the  fool-frequented  iair 
Of  Vaiiitj,  a  wreath  tor  self  to  wear, 
Is  profanation  of  the  hasest  kind—- 
Proof  of  a  trifling  and  a  worthless  mind.  750 

^.  Hail,  Stemhold,  then ;  and,  Hopkins^  hail !— B. 
If  flattVy,  ibilj,  lust,  employ  the  pen ;  [Amen. 

If  acrimony,  slander,  and  abuse, 
Oiye  it  a  charge  to  blacken  and  traduce ; 
Though  Butler^s  wit,  Pope's  numbers,  Prior*s  ease, 
With  all  that  fancy  can  invent  to  please,  769 

Adorn  the  poHsh'd  periods  as  they  fa3{, 
Otie  madrigal  of  theirs  is  worth  ihem  all. 

.^.  Twould  thin  the  raidu  of  the  poetiek  tr&e, 
To  dash  the  pen  through  dl  that  you  proscribe. 

B.  No  matter— we  could  shift  when  they  mm  not ; 
And  should,  no  drubt,  if  they  were  tfl  forgot?         771 
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Si  quid  loquar  attdt«ndiiinv..Ji(rr.  jEi&.  It*  Qd.  S. 

SING,  muse,  (if  such  a  theme,  so  dark,  so  hngf 
May  find  a  muse  to  grace  it  with  a  soug,) 
By  what  unseen  and  unsuspected  arts, 
I'he  serpent  Errour  twines  round  human  hearts  ^ 
Tell  where  she  kirk^,  beneath  what  flow'ry  8hade%     ^ 
That  not  a  ghii]^se  of  genuine  light  pervados^ 
The  pois'noua,  black,  insinuating  worm 
Success^y  conceals  her  loailisome  forro. 
Take,  if  ye  can,  ye  caxeless  and  supijie^ 
Counsel  and  caution  from  a  voice  like  mine !  10 

Truths,  that  the  theorist  could  never  reach, 
And  observation  taught  me,  I  would  teach. 

Not  all,  whose  eloquence  the  fancy  fills. 
Musical  as  the  chime  of  tinkling  rills, 
Weak  to  perform,  tliough  mighty  to  pretend,  15 

Can  trace  her  mazy  windings  to  their  end  ; 
Discern  the  fraud  beneath  the  specious  lure, 
Prevent  tlie  danger,  jot  prescribe  the  cure. 
The  clear  harangue,  and  cold  as  it  is  cleai, 
Falls  soporifick  on  the  listless  ear  ',  ^       2|) 

Like  quicksilver,  the  rhet'rick  they  display 
Shines  as  it  runs,  but  grasped  at  slips  away. 

Pltfc'd  for  his  trial  on  this  bustling  stage, 
From  thoughtless  youth  to  ruminating  age. 
Free  in  his  will  to  choose  or  to  refuse,  2b 

Man  may  improve  the  crisis  or  abuse  ; 
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£lie  on  the  fatalist*s  unrigiiteoufl  plan. 
Say  to  what  bar  amenaUe  were  man  ? 
With  nought  in  charge  he  could  betray  no  tract  i 
And,  if  he  fell,  would  fall  becauae  be  mu«t :  90 

If  Love  reward  him,  or  if  Vengeance  strike, 
His  recompense  is  both  unjust  alike. 
Divine  authority  within  his  breast 
Brings  ey*ry  thought,  word,  action,  to  the  test : 
Warns  him  or  prompts,  approves  him  or  restcains,    35 
As  Reason,  or  as  Pasoon  takes  the  reins. 
Heav'n  from  above,  and  Conscience  from  within^ 
Cries  in  his  startled  ear — ^Abstain  firom  sin ! 
The  world  around  scdicits  his  desire. 
And  kindles  in  his  soul  a  treacherous  fire ;  40 

While,  all  his  purposes  and  steps  to  guard, 
Peace  follows  Virtue  fs  its  sure  reward ; 
And  Pleasure  brings  as  surely  in  her  train 
Remorse,  and  Sorrow,  uid  vindictive  Pain. 

Man,  thus  endu'd  with  an  elective  voice,  45 

Must  be  supplied  with  objects  of  his  choice ; 
Where'er  he  turns,  enjoyment  and  delight. 
Or  present,  or  in  prospect,  meet  his  sight ; 
Those  open  on  tlie  spot  their  honey'd  store : 
These  call  him  loudly  to  pursuit  of  more.  60 

His  unexhausted  mine  the  sordid  vice 
Avarice  i4iows,  and  virtue  b  the  price. 
Here  various  motives  his  ambition  raise — 
Pow'r,  pomp,  and  splendour,  and  the  thirst  of  praise. 
There  Beauty  woos  him  with  expanded  arms  ;  65 

E'en  Bacchanalian  madness  has  its  charms. 

Nor  these  alone  whose  pleasures,  le^  refin'd^ 
l^Iight  well  alarm  the  most  unguarded  mind. 
Seek  to  supplant  his  inexperiene'd  youth. 
Or  leaf  him  devious  *from  the  path  of  tnrth ;  60 

Hourly  allurements.on  his  passions  press, 
Safb  in  themselves,  but  dang'rous  in  th'  excess. 

Hark !  how  it  floats  upon  the  dewy  air  * 
O,  wjiata  dying,  dying  close  was  there ! 
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Tifl  hdrmony  from  yon  sequester'd  bowV,  66 

Sweet  harmony,  that  soothes  the  midnight  houyl 

Longr  ere  the  charioteer  of  day  had  run 

His  morning  eonrsBy  th*  enchantment  was  began 

And  he  shall  gild  yon  mountain's  height  again, 

Ere  yet  the  pleasing  toil  becomes  a  pein.  71 

Is  this  the  rugged  path,  the  sle^  ascent, 

*  rhat  Virtue  points  to  ?  Can  a  life  thus  Mp&at 

]<oad  to  the  bUss  she  premises  the  wise, 

Detach  the  soul  from  earth,  and  speed  her  to  the  sUoa  ' 

Te  devotees  to  your  ador'd  employ,  /  99 

Entliusiasts,  drunk  with  an  unreal  joy, 

Jjove  makes  the  musick  of  the  ble^  abore, 

Heav'n*8  harmony  is  universal  love ; 

And  earthly  sounds,  tho*  swoet  and  well  combtB*df 

And  lenient  as  soft  opiates  to  the  mind,  80 

Leave  Vice  and  FoUy  unsnbdu'd  behind. 

Gray  dawn  i^>pears  ;  the  sportsman  and  his  train. 
Speckle  the  bosom  of  the  distant  plain ; 
.*Tis  he,  the  Nimrod  of  the  neighboring  lairs; 
Save  that  his  scent  is  let»  acute  than  tlieirs,  SB 

For  persevering  chase,  and  lieadlong  leaps. 
True  beagle  as  tho  stanchcst  hound  Ite  keeps. 
Charg'd  with  the  folly  of  his  life's  mad  scene, 
He  takes  offence,  and  wonders  what  you  mean 
Tho  joy  the  danger  and  the  toil  overpays —  9ft 

*Tis  exercise,  and  health,  and  length  of  days. 
Again  impetuous  to  the  field  he  flies  ; 
I^ap3  ev'ry  fence,  but  one,  there  falb  and  dies ; 
Like  a  slain  deer,  the  tumbrel  brings  him  home, 
Unraiss'd  but  by  his  dogs  and  by  his  groom.  dp 

To  clergy,  while  your  orbit  is  your  place, 
I/ights  of  the  world,  and  stars  of  human  race ; 
But  if  eccontrick  ye  forsake  your  spliere, 
Prodigies  ominous,  and  view'd  withjear ; 
The  comet's  baneful  influence  is  a  dream  ;  106 

Tours  real  and  pernicious  in  tli'  extreme. 
What  then  ! — are  appetites  and  lusts  laid  dovmi 
With  the  same  ease  that  man  puts  on  his_gown  ? 
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Win  AT*nco  aad  Omeupl^MenragiTe  plaee, 
Chann*d  by  th*  MMtad*— Tour   ReT^reaoe,  or  Tmir 
.    -        Grace?  106 

No.    But  his  own  engagement  bindi  him  fiuit ; 
Or,  if  it  does  not,  brands  him  to  the  last, 
What  atheists  caU  him — a  dedgning  knaTe, 
A  mere  church-jnggler,  hTpoerite,  and  idave. 
Oh,  hiugh,  or  monm  with  roe  the  mefbl  jest,  110 

A  cassock'd  huntsman,  and  a  fiddling  priest  * 
He  from  Italian  songsters  takes  his  one : 
Set  Paul  to  musiok,  he  shall  quote  him  too. 
He  takes  the  field,  the  master  ofthe  pack 
Cries — ^Well  dene,  saint !  and  claps  hhn  on  the  bnek.  115 
Is  this  the  path  of  sanctity  ?  Is  thk 
To  stand  a  wi^«mark  in  the  road  to  bliss  ? 
Himself  a  wranderer  firom  the  narrow  way, 
His  silly  sheep  what  wonder  if  they  stray  f 
Go,  cast  your  orders  at  your  Btsbop's  ftet,  120 

Send  your  dishonoured  gown  to  Monmooth-stieet ! 
The  sacred  function  in  your  hands  is  mad»^ 
Sad  sacrilege !  no  ftmctimi,  but  a  trade ! 

Occiduus  is  a  pastor  of  renown ; 
When  he  has  pray'd  and  preach'd  the  sabbath  down, 
With  wire  and  catgtit  he  concludes  the  day,  126 

Quavering  and  semiquaT*ring  care  away. 
The  full  concerto  swells  upon  your  ear ; 
All  elbows  shake.    Look  in,  and  yon  would  swear 
The  Babylonian  tyrant  with  a  nod,  190 

Had  summoned  them  to  servo  his  gMen  god. 
So  well  that  thought  th'  employment  serma  to  smt, 
Psalt'ry  and  sackbut,  dulcimer,  and  flute. 
O  fie !  'tis  evangelical  and  pure  : 
Observe  each  fiice,  how  sober  and  diemnre  13fi 

Ecstasy  sets  her  stamp  on  every  mien  ; 
Chins  fall'n  and  not  an  eyeball  to  be  seen. 
Still  I  insist,  though  musick  heretofore 
HaH  cfaarm'd  me  much,  (not  e'n  Occiduus  more,) 
Love,  joy,  and  peace,  make  harmony  more  meet      110 
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For  Sabbath  ey'nings,  and  perhaps  as  swe«t. 

'  Will  not  the  sickliest  sheep  ofeir'ry'flo<^ 

Resort  to  this  example  as  a  rock ; 

There  stand,  and  justify  the  fbul  abuse 

Of  sal)bath  hours  with  phiiisible  excuse  ?  1^ 

Tf  apostolick  gravity  be  fbeo  ' 

To  play  the  fool  on  Sundays,  why  not  w©  f 

If  ho  the  tinkling  harpsiehord  rej^ards 

As  inofien^ive,  what  offence  in  cards  ? 

Strike  up  the  fiddles,  let  us  all  be  gay,  Itjt 

Laymen  have  leave  to  dance,  if  parsons  play. 

Oh  Italy  ! — Thy  sabbiiths  will  be  soon 
Our  sabbaths,  clos'd  with  mumm'ry  and  bu^oon. 
Preaching  and  pranks  will  share  the  motley  scene, 
Ours  parcelled  oUt,  as  thine  have  ever  been,  153 

God's  worship  and  the  mountebank  between^ 
What  says  the  prophet  ?  Let  that  day  be  blest 
With  holiness  and  consecrated  rest. 
Pastime  and  business  both  it  should  exclude, 
And  bar  the  door  the  moment  they  intrude ;  l&i 

Nobly  distinguished  above  all  the  six 
By  deeds,  in  which  the  ^nsarld  must  never  mix. 
Hear  him  again.     He  calls  it  a  delight, 
A  day  of  luxury  observed  aright. 
When  the  glad  soul  is  made  Heav'ns  welcome  guest, 
Sits  banqueting,  and  God  provides  the  feast.  166 

But  triflers  are  engaged  and  cannot  come ; 
Their  answer  to  the  call  is— JVoi  ai  home. 

O  the  dear  pleasures  of  the  velvet  plain, 
"I'he  painted  tablets,  dealt  and  dealt  again !  J  70 

Cards  with  what  rapture,  and  the  polish'd  die, 
The  yawning  chasm  of  indolence  supply  ! 
Then  to  the  dance,  and  make  the  sober  moon 
Witness  of  joys  that  shun  the  sight  of  noon. 
Blame,  cynick,  if  you  can,  quadrille  or  ball,  175 

The  snug  close  party,  or  the  s^^endid  hall, 
Where  night,  down-stooping  from  her  ebon  throne 
Views  oonstellations  brighteif  than  her  own. 
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Tis  innocent,  andiHunnkw»  wA  rofin*d, 

The  balm  of  care,  Elyatiiai  of  U^  Blind.  191 

Innocent !  Oh,  if  Tencrable  TioM 

Slain  at  the  foot  oTpleMiira  be  no  enmfit 

Then,  wifli  his  silver  beard  and  maf  ick  waad, 

Let  Comus  rise  archbishop  of  the  land  ; 

[jei  him  your  rubric  and  year  feasts  prescnbe,        I  tX 

Grand  metropoUtan  of  ail  tbe  tribe. 

Of  manners  roOgb,  and  coarse  athjetick  castf 
Th<f  rank  debauch  suits  Clodio's  filthy  tasto* 
UusiUus,  ex^fuisitely  ionn'd  by  rule, 
Not  of  the  moral,  but  the  dsnring  scho^  190 

Wonders  at  Clodio's  follies,  in  a  tone 
As  tragical,  as  others  at  his  own. 
He  ChJinot  drink  five  bptties,bilk  the  score. 
Then  kill  a  coBstaUo,  and  drink  five  mere  : 
But  he  cam  draw  a  pattern,  make  a  tart,  199 

And  has  the  ladies'  etiquette  by  JinarU 
Go,  fool ;  and,  arm  in  arm  with  Clodio,  pleii4 
Your  cause  beibre  a  bar  you  little  dread: 
But  know,  the  law,  that  bids  the  drunkard  die^ 
Is  far  too  just  to  pass  the  trifler  by.  200 

Both  baby  featured,  and  of  infant  sixe, 
View'd  from  a  distance,  and  with  heedless  eyes 
Folly  and  Innocence  axe  m  alike. 
The  diflTrence,  though  essential,  fails  to  strike^ 
Tot  Folly  ever  has  a  vacant  stare,  S0§ 

A  simp'nng  countenance,  and  a  trlding  air ; 
But  Innocence,  sedate,  serene,  erect. 
Delights .  us,  by  engaglqg  our  respect. 
Man,  Nature's  guest  by  invitation  sweet. 
Receives  from  her  both  <4ppetite  and  treats  2iV 

But  if  he  play  the  glutton,  and  ezceedf 
His  benefactress  blushes  at  the  deed ; 
For  Nature,  nice,  as  lib'ral  to  01q>ense, 
Made  nothing  but  a  brute  the  slave  of  sense. 
Daniel  ate  puke  by  choioco^eiuunplQ  raio  '  2)«h 

Heaven  bltss'd  the  youth,  and  uia«ie  him  iiresh  and  (air. 

Vol..  I.  4 


Digitized  by 


Google 


38  THE  PROaRESd  OF  ERROUlt 

Gorgonios  sits,  abdonunoas  and  wan, 

Like  a  fat  squab  upon  a  Chinese  fan  : 

He  snufs  fiur  off  the  anticipated  joy  ;• 

Turtle  and  ven*son  all  his  thoughts  employ ,  220 

Prepares  for  meals  as  joekies  take  a  sweat, 

Oh.  nauseous  ! — an  emetiek  ibr  a  whet ! 

WDl  Providence  overlook  the  wanted  good  ? 

Temperance  were  no  virtue  if  he  could. 

That  pleasures,  therefore,  or  what  such  we  call,  225 
Are  hurtful,  is  a  truth  con^sss'd  by  all. 
And  some,  that  seem'd  to  threaten  virtue  less, 
Still  hurtful  in  th*  abuse,  or  by  the  excels. 

Is  man  then  only  for  his  torment  plac'd 
The  centre  of  delights  he  may  not  taste  ?  230 

Like  fabled  Tantalus  condemned  to  hear 
The  precious  stream  still  puriing  in  his  ear, 
Lip  deep  in  what  he  longs  for,  and  yet  curs'd 
With  pn^bition,  and  perpetual  thirst  ? 
No,  wrangler,— destitute  of  shame  and  sense,  236 

The  precept,  that  enjoins  him  abstinence. 
Forbids  him  none  but  the  licentious  joy, 
Whose  fruit,  though  fair,  tempts  only  to  destroy. 
Remorse,  the  fatal  egg  by  pleasure  laid 
In  every  bosom  where  her  nest  is  made,  240 

Hatch'd  by  the  beams  of  truth,  denies  him  rest, 
And  proves  a  raging  scorpion  in  his  breast. 
No  pleasure  ?  Are  domestick  comforts  dead  ? 
Are  all  the  nameless  sweets  of  friendship  fled  ?        244 
Has  time  woi^  out,  or  fashion  put  to  shame,        [fame  ? 
rSood  aenso,  good  health,  good  conscience,  and  good 
1.J  these  belong  to  virtue,  and  all  prove, 
Titat  virtue  has  a  title  to  your  love. 
Have  you  no  touch  of  pity,  that  the  poor 
Stand  starv'd  at  your  inhospitable  door  ?  200 

Or  if  yourself,  too  scantily  supplied. 
Need  help,  let  honest  industry  provide, 
llarn,  if  you  want ;  if  you  abound,  impart , 
These  both  are  pleasures  to  the  feeling  heart 
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No  pleasure  ?  Has  some  sickly  easieta  waMe  9f$ 

Sent  us  a  wind  to  par^  us  at  a  blast  ? 
.  Can  British  Paradise  no  scenes  afford 
To  please  her  sated  and  indifierent  lord  ? 
Are  sweet  philosophy's  enjoyments  run 
Quite  to  the  lees  ?  And  has  religion  none  ?  MO 

Brutes  capahle  would  tell  you  *tis  a  lie, 
And  judge  you  from  the  kennel  and  the  sty* 
Delights  like  these,  ye  sensual  and  profane, 
Te  are  bid,  begg'd,  besought  to  entertain ; 
Call'd  to  these  crystal  streams,  do  ye  turn  off  205 

Obscene  to  swill  and  swallow  at  a  trough  ? 
Envy  the  beast  then,  on  whom  Heav'n  bestows 
Tour  ildeasures,  with  no  curses  in  the  close. 

Pleasure  admitted  in  undue  degree 
Enslaves  the  will,  nor  leares  the  judgment  free.  .    fOO 
Tis  not  alone  the  grape's  enticing  juice, 
Unnerves  the  moral  powers,  and  mars  their  use  i 
Ambition,  av'rice,  and  the  lust  of  fame, 
And  woman,  lovely  woman,  does  the  same. 
The  heart  surrendered  to  the  ruling  power  295 

Of  some  Imgovem'd  paqfion  every  hour. 
Finds  by  degrees  the  truths,  that  once  bore  sway. 
And  all  their  deep  impressions,  wear  away ; 
So  coin  grows  Shmoth,  in  traffick  current  passed,  • 

Till  Cassiir's  image  is  effac'd  at  last.  280 

The  breach,  tho'  small  at  first,  soon  openiiig  wid#, 
In  ru8h|s  foUy  with  a  full-moon  tide, 
Then  welcome, errours  of  whatever  siaei 
To  justify  it  by  a  thousand  lies. 
As  creeping  ivy  clings  to  wood  or  stoney  .  985 

And  hides  the  ruin  that  it  feeds  upon ; 
So  sophistry  cleaves  close  to  and  protects  • 

Sin's  rotten  trunk,  concealing  its  dsfijcts. 
Mortals,  whose  pleasures  are  their  only  car0| 
First  wish  to  be  impos'd  on,  and  then  are.  290 

And,  lest  the  fulsome  artifice  should  fail. 
Themselves  will  hide  its  coarseness  with  a  veil* 
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Not  more  inchistrioaB  are  the  just  snd  true, 

To  give  to  Virtue  what  is  Virtue's  due— 

The  praise  of  wisdom;  eomel&ness^  and  worth, 

SK 

And  call  her  charms  to  publiok  notice  forth— 

Than  Vice's  mean  and  di«ngettuou»  race, 

To  hide  the  shocking  features  of  heir  ikce. 

Her  form  math  dre»3  ahd  lotion  they  repw; 

Then  kiss  their  idol,  and  pronouneo  her  fair. 

800 

The  sacred  implement  I  aow  employ 

Might  prove  a  misehief,  or  at  best  a  toy ; 

A  trifle,  if  it  movQ  but  to  unuse  5 

But,  if  to  wrong  the  judgment  and  ttboM^ 

Worse  than  a  poniard  in  the  biUetft  hand, 

W 

It  stabs  at  once  the  morals  of  a  land. 

Ye  writers  of  what  none  with  safety  resdi  > 

fVwting  it  in  the  dance  that  Fancy  leads; 

Ye  novelists,  who  mar  what  ye  would  meiid^ 

■ 

Sniv'ling  and  driv'lmg  folly  without  end  } 

810 

Whose  corresponding  misses  ^11  the  ream 

.    With  sentimental  frippery  and  dream, 

Caught  in  a  delicate  soil  silken  net 

By  some  lewd  earl,  or  rakeheU  baronet ; 

Ye  pimps,  who  under  virtue's  fair  pretence. 

31.5 

Steal  to  the  closet  of  young  innocence, 

•And  teach  her,  unexperienc'd  yet  and  'green, 

To  scribble  as  you  scribbled  at  fifteen ; 

« 

Who,  kindlmg  a  combustion  of  desire. 

With  some  cold  moral  thuik  to  quench  the  fir^  , 

390 

Though  all  your  engineering  proves  in  vain, 

The  dribbling  stream  ne'er  puts  it  out  again. 

0  that  a  verse  had  pow'r,  and  could  command 

Far,  far  away  these  fietdi-^ee  of  the  land ; 

- 

Who  fasten  without  mercy  on  the  <kir, 

385 

And  suck,  and  leave  a  craving  maggot  there ! 

Howe'er  dbguis'd,  th'  inflammatory  tale, 

• 

And  cover'd  with  a  fine-spun  cqMeious  veil ; 

8uch  writers,  and  such  readers,  owe  the  guit 

And  relish  of  their  pleasure  all  to  lust 

830 
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THB  PROGRESS  OIT  BR&OUft  41 

Bat  th*  m«fM,  t^gl*  pinkm'd,  hajt  in  view 
A  quarry  mon  imporUnt  sttU  Uian  you » 
Dowoi,  down  the  wind  tho  swims;  and  sails  awaj» 
Now  stoops  mK>n  ity  and  now  grasps  tke  pre/, 

Petronius !  «U  tho  muses  weep  for  thoo  ',  398 

Bat  er'ry  tear  shall  scald  thy  memory  ; 
The  ^F^ces  too,  while  Virtue  at  tlieir  shrine, 
Lay  Needing  under  that  soft  hand  of  thine. 
Felt  each  a  mortal  stab  in  her  own  brvast, 
Ahhorr'd  the  sacrifice,  end  c«rs*d  the  priest,  310 

Thou  poliah'd  and  high  iinish'd  foe  to  tnUhy 
Grayheard  eormpter  of  our  list*nin|(  yonth, 
ra  purgre  and  akira  away  the  filth  of  vice, 
That  so  refin'd  it  might  the  more  entice, 
Then  pour  it  on  the  morals  of  thy  son  ;  345 

To  taint  his  heart,  was  worthy  of  <A«tM  tmn! 
flow,  while  the  poison  all  high  life  pervades, 
Write,  if  thou  canst,  one  letter  from  the  shadea, 
One,  and  one  only,  charg'd  with  deep  ragret, 
That  thy  worst  part,  tliy  princi|^es,  live  yet ;  360 

One  sad  epistle  thence  may  cure  mnnfcind 
Of  the  plague  spread  by  bundles  left  behind* 
Tis  granted,  and  no  plainer  troth  appears. 
Our  most  important  are  our  earliest  years ; 
The  Mmd,  impressible  and  soft,  with  ease  3&6 

Imbibes  and  copies  what  she  hears  and  sees. 
And  through  life's  kbyrintfa  holds  last  the  ekw, 
That  Education  g^ives  her,  fiUne  or  true. 
Plants  raised  with  tenderness  are  seldom  strong ; 
Man*s  coltish  dispesitioa  asks  the  thong  ',  300 

And,  withset  discipline,  the  &v*fite  ohiid^ 
Like  a  neglected  forester,  runs  wild. 
But  we,  as  if  good  qualities  would  grow 
Spontanoons,  take  but  little  pains  to  sow ; 
We  give  some  Latin,  and  a  smatoh  of  Greek  ;         311 
Teach  him  to  fence,  and  figure  twice  a  week: 
And  having  done,  we  think  the  best  we  ea% 
Praise  his  proficient,  and  dob  him : 
4* 
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4S  THE  PROGRESS  OF  EltHOXJR* 

From  school  t^  Cmni  or  Isis,  ahd  Iheiiee  faoihe ; 
And  thetice  with  all  conveniotit  speed  to  Boinev     370 
With  tO'T'irend  totor  clad  in  habit  lay, 
To  tease  for  cash,  and  qoarrel  with  all  day ; 
With  memorandiim  book  fbr  er'ty  town, 
And  ev'ry  post,  and  whcro  the  chaise  brdkd  down.  ' 
His  stock,  a  few  French  phraseis  got  by  h^ait^  8I^» 

With  much  to  leatn,  bttt  nothing  to  impart : 
The  youth,  obe^ent  to  hid  sire's  oommiixids, 
Sets  off  a  wanderer  into  fbreigfi  land*. 
Surprised  ai  til  thery  m^t,  the  go&lbig  p«ir, 
With  awkward  gait,  stretched  ueek^  myt  silly  wMofj 
Discover  huge  cAthedrafo  buiH  with  vtiwiey  361 

And  steeples  tow'ring  high  mutch  like  otir  oiwn ; 
But  show  peculiar  light  by  many  a  grm 
At  popish  pfaotiees  observ'd  within. 

Ere  long  some  bowing,  smiriLing,  smart  abb6        3ttb 
RemaricA  tWo  loit'rers,  tbAt  ha<re  lost  their  Way ; 
And  being  alwttys  pHm'd  witli  ^oUteBM 
For  men  of  their  af^darance  and  uddreiw^ 
With  much  composiicm  tmttevtcdces  the  tisk, 
To  toll  them  more  l^ftn  tiwy  have  wit  to  oak ;         300 
Points  to  inacf^oas  #b«re80e*er  th«y  tread, 
Such  as,  when  kgibie,  W^e  never  read, 
But,  being  cankered  Wow  and  htJf  worn  ooi, 
Craze  antiqU&rian  bftlnt  with  evrdless  doubt ; 
Some  headldtts  herb,  €»r  tfonits  Gtassar  lAn/sm^  ^&5 

Defective  only  in  his  Roman  nose ; 
Exhibits  elevations,  drawings,  plaiis, 
Models  of  Hereulanean  pots  and  pans ; 
And  sells  them  medikls,  whio&,  if  neither  tmn^ 
Nor  ancient,  Mrill  be  so,  preserve  with  care;  400 

Strange  the  reciud !  fnm  whatever  cause 
His  great  improvement  snd  new  light  he  draws, 
l*he  squire,  once  bashlUl,  is  ^nms&e'd  no  more^ 
But  teems  with  pow'fs  he  never  felt  before : 
Whether  meroas*d  momentum,  and  the  ibree  405 

With  wliich  front  clhne  to  clime  he  sped  liis  course, 
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Ai  axl««  sometimes  kindk  as  they  go,) 

CSutTd  lum,  end  brought  doll  natme  to  a  gknr  ; 

Or  whether  clearer  skios  and  aofter  air, 

That  make  Itahan  floir*rs  so  swecA  aad  frntf  410 

Freshening  his  kzy  spirits  as  he  tan, 

Uttiblded  geniattf  and  spread  Qm  rnvm : 

Returmng  he  pnohdsns  by  maay  a  gnp^f 

By  shrugs  and  etrange  eoiit«rtloasef  Ui  fte«y 

How  much  a  dunce,  that  iMebefnsettt  it  lom^      416 

Excels  a  dunce,  that  has  be«i  kept  «t  honM. 

AccompSaittneBte  have  taheH  virtna'a  fAms^ 
And  wisdom  fidle  before  extevkmr  gvaM: 
We  dight  the  preoioos  kernel  of  thejto^e^ 
And  toil  to  polish  its  ro«gh  eo«t  alone*  4i0 

A  just  deportment,  manners  gwo'd  with  etM| 
Elegant  phraee,  and  %tu*e  fbrA*d  to  f^t^m. 
Are  qualities  that  seem  to  comprehend 
Whatever  parents,  guaipdianii,  eebools^  liit«ii ) 
Hence  an  uttftimisli*d  nd  a  lifettosi  n^od,  42d 

Though  busyy  ^lyng ;  empty J^  though  fisteM  ( 
Hence  all  that  intcribres,  mid  daMs  to  elash 
With  indolenoe  and  Immry^  it  trasli  t 
While  learning,  enoe  the  man's  esclQi«?e  pridoy 
Seems  verging  fast  towards  tlie  A^male  ekle»  499 

Learning  itself,  receiv'd  into  n  mkid 
By  nature  weak,  or  vieioniiy  iiloHtt'd^ 
Senrev  but  to  lead  phtfoiopfaers  ie^hty^ 
Where  children  w<mki  with  eaM  dwe^ftt  the  wftj^. 
And  of  all  arts  sagaeiotts  dup<to  in^Mmt,  430 

To  cheat  themsehree  and  gain  ^kt  wortd%  Msetit, 
The  worst  is-^-Beriptitfe  warp*d  fiwn  its  ihtent 

The  carriage  bowls  alohg,  and  aH  are  pl6tisM 
If  Tom  be  sober,  and  the  wheels  well  grea^d ; 
But  if  the  rogue  have  gene  a  enp  toe  far,  4i^ 

Led  out  his  linchpin  <rt  €argot  his  tar^ 
-  ft  suffers  interruption  and  delays 
And  meets  with  hindrance  in  the  smoofthestwi^ 
When  some  hypothesis  abinrd  and  vain 
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41  THE  PROORX3S  OF  fiRROUR. 

Has  fiird  with  all  its  fumes  a  critiok's  braiii,  i4A 

Tb9  text,  that  sorts  not  with  liis  darling  whim* 

Thou^rh  plain  to  others,  is  obscure  to  him. 

The  will  made  sttfaject  to  a  lawless  force, 

Ail  is  irregular  and  out  of  course ; 

And  judgment  drimk,  a«d  brib'd  to  lose  his  way,      4M 

Winks  hard,  and  talks  of  darkness  at  noonday. 

A  critick  on  the  sacred  book  should  be 
Caodid  and  leam'd,  dispassienate  and  fx9*^ } 
Free  from  the  wayward  bias  bigots  feel, 
Prom  fancy's  influence,  and  intemperaU  «e«l ;         465 
But  above  all,  <or  let  the  wreteli  refrain, 
Nor  touch  the  page  he  cannot  but  pro&ne,) 
Free  from  the  domineering  power  of  lust ; 
A  lewd  interpreter  is  never  just. 

How  shall  1  speak  thee,  or  thy  power  address^     460 
Thou  god  of  our  idolatry,  the  press  ? 
By  tliee,  religion,  liberty,  and  laws. 
Exert  their  inAuence,  and  advance  their  cause  ', 
By  thee  worse  plagues  titan  Pharaoh's  land  befeUy 
Diffused,  make  earth  the.  vestibule  of  Hell ;  4^ 

Thou  fountain,  at  which  drink  the  good  and  wise ; 
Thou  ever-bubbling  spring  of  endless  lies ; 
lake  Eden  s  dread  probationary  tree. 
Knowledge  of  good  and  evil  is  firom  thee. 

No  wild  enthusiast  ever  yet  could  rest,  470 

Till  half  mankind  were  like  himself  possess'd. 
Philosophers,  who  darken  and  put  out 
Gternal  truth  by  everlasting  doubt ', 
Church  quacks,  with  passions  under  no  command^ 
Who  fill  tlie  worM  with  doctrines  contraband,  43(i 

Discoverers  of  tiiey  know  not  what,  confin'd 
Within  no  bounds — the  blind  that  lead  the  blmd ; 
To  streams  of  popular  opinion  drawn. 
Deposit  in  tliose  shallows  all  their  spawn. 
The  wriggling  fry  soon  fill  the  creeks  around,         480 
Pois'ning  the  waters  where  their  swarms  abound 
Scorn'd  by  tlie  nobler  tenants  of  the  flood, 
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Mianowi and  gfaAg%onB  gotge^bm  miirUol— (n—  fi^d. 

The  propa||f«ted  ai^riidi  spread  n»  ftst, 

E*en  Lewenhoeck  Iubm^  would  ituid  a|f hut,        465 

Employ'd  to  ctimhA*  th'  ematmnmB  fom, 

And  own  h»  tniheomp/tOmg  powms  tflMootac. 

In  this  hyptiMe  ?    The  wortd  weU  kaown. 

Tour  sober  tlHmgfats  will  hndly  find  H  om. 

Fresh  eonfidenoe  tiae  i^ieciilatist  takes  400 

From  every  hair^raiA'd  proselyle  he  makis  s 
And  therefore  print*.    Himself  but  half  dendr  d. 
Till  others  hatv  the  soothing  tale  belier'd . 
Hence  comment  after  comment,  spaa  as  fine 
As  bloated  spiders  draw  the  flimsy  Mne.  495 

Hence  the  same  word,  that  bids  oof  lasts  ebey^ 
Is  misapplied  to  sanctify  their  sway. 
If  stubborn  Greek  refuse  to  be  bis  friend, 
Hebrew  or  Syriack  shall  be  foro'd  to  bend. 
If  languages  and  copies  tdl  cry,  No—  flOO 

Somebody  prov'd  it  centuries  ago. 
Like  trout  pivsued,  the  critick  in  despair 
Darts  to  the  mud,  and  finds  his  safV>ty  tiiert. 
Women,  whom  custom  has  forbid  to  fly 
The  scholar's  ]>itch,  (the  scholar  best  knows  why,)  G06 
With  all  the  simple  and  unlettered  poor. 
Admire  his  learning,  and  almost  adore. 
Whoever  errs,  the  priest  can  ne'er  be  wrong. 
With  such  fine  words  familiar  to  his  tongue. 

Ye  ladies!  (for  indifferent  in  your  cause,  610 

I  should  deserve  to  forfeit  all  appkuse,; 
Whatever  shocks  or  givw  the  least  offBCCV 
To  virtue,  delicacy,  truth,  or  sense 
(Try  the  criterion,  'tis  a  faithful  guide,) 
Nor  has,  nor  can  have,  Scripture  cm  its  Mb,  518 

None  but  an  author  knows  an  author's  eafee,  - 
Or  F'ancy 's  ^dness  for  the  <ihM  she  betN. 
Committed  once  into  the  publiok  arms. 
The  baby  seems  trt  smile  witfi  added  charmi. 
Like  somcthinif  precious  ventured  fkt  fW>m  shore,    OM 
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Tu  valiied  for  the  danger's  sake  the  more. 

He  views  it  with  complacency  sopremOy 

Solicits  kind  attention  to  his  dream ; 

And  daily  more  enamaur'd  of  the  cheat 

Kneels,  and  asks  Heav^  to  bless  the  dear  dieetl.     6i6 

So  one,  whose  atory  serves  at  least  to  show 

Men  lov'd  their  own  productions  long  ago^ 

Woo'd  on  unfeeling  statue  for  his  wife, 

Nor  rested  till  the  gods  had  giv'n  it  life. 

If  some  mere  drivUler  suck  the  sugar'd  fib,  590 

One  that  still  needs  his  leading  string  and  bib^ 

And  praise  his  genius,  he  is  soon  repaid 

In  praise  applied  to  the  same  part-^his  head  *  - 

For  'tis  a  rule,  that  holds  for  ever  true, 

Grant  me  discernment,  and  I  grant  it  you.  596 

Patient  of  contradiction  as  a  child, 
Affable,  humble,  diffident,  and  mild ; 
Such  was  Sir  Isaac,  and  such  Boyle  and  Locke  i 
Your  blund'rer  is  as  sturdy  as  a  rock 
The  creature  is  so  sure  to  kick  and  bite,  549  ^ 

A  muleteer's  the  man  to  set  liim  right. 
First  Appetite  enlists  him  Truth's  sworn  foe» 
Then  obstinate  SelPwill  confirms  him  so. 
Tell  him  he  wanders ;  that  his  errour  leads  ^ 
To  fatal  ills ;  that,  tho'  the  path  he  treads  545 

Be  flow'ry,  and  he  see  no  cause  of  fear. 
Death  and  the  pains  of  Hell  attend  huu  there ; 
In  vain  :  tho  slave  of  arrogance  and  pride, 
He  has  no  hearing  on  the  prudent  side. 
Hfs  still-refuted  quirks  J^e  still  repeats  ;  55i 

New-rais'd  objections  with  new  quil>bles  meets ; 
Till,  sinking  in  the  quicksand  lie  defends, 
He  dies  disputing,  and  the  contest  ends — 
But  not  the  miscliiefs ;  they,  still  lefl  behind, 
Like  thistle  seeds,  are  sown  by  every  wind.  565 

Thus  men  go  wrong  wkh  an  ingenious  skill ; 
Bend  the  straight  rule  to  their  own  crooked  will ; 
And  with  a  clear  and  shining  7/unp  supplied, 
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First  put  it  out,  then  take  it  for  a  gmde. 

Halting  on  crutches  of  unequal  siie,  '     660 

One  leg  by  truth  supported,  one  by  lies  ;  / 

They  sidle  to  the  goal  with  awkward  pace, 

Secure  of  nothings— but  to  hwo  the  race. 

Faults  in  tile  ^b  breed  errours  in  the  brahiy 
And  these  reciprocally  those  again.  565 

The  mind  and  condvct  mutually  nnprint 
And  stamp  then  image  in  each  other's  mint , 
Each  sire,  and  dan,  of  an  infomal  race, 
Begetting  and  conceiving  all  that's  base. 

Noixe  sends  his  arrow  to  the  mark  in  view,  57G 

Whose  hand  is  feeble,  or  his  aim  untrue. 
For  tho*,  ere  yet  the  shaft  is  on  the  wing. 
Or  wlien  it  first  forsakes  th*  elastick  struig, 
It  err  but  litUe  from  th'  intended  line, 
It  falls  at  last  far  wide  of  his  design  ;  675 

So  he,  who  seeks  a  manrion  in  the  sky. 
Must  watch  his  purpose  with  a  steadfast  eye  • 
That  prize  belongs  to  none  but  the  sincere, 
The  least  obliquity  is  Bital  here. 

With  caution  taste  the  sweet  Cirooan  cop :  680 

He  that  sips  often  at  last  drinks  it  up. 
Habits  are  soon  assum'd  ;  but  when  we  strive 
To  strip  tliem  off,  'tis  being  ilay'd  alive. 
Caird  to  tho  temple  of  impure  delight. 
He  that  abstains,  and  he  alone,  does  right  566 

If  a  wish  wander  that  way,  call  it  home ; 
He  cannot  long  be  safe  whose  withes  roam. 
But,  if  yon  pass  the  threshold,  you  are  caught ; 
Die  then,  if  pow'r  Almighty  save  you  not. 
There  hardening  by  degrees,  till  double  steePd,         5U0 
Take  leave  of  Nature's  God,  and  God  reveal'd ; 
Then  laugh  at  all  you  trembled  at  before  ;  * 

And,  joining  the  free  thinkers'  brutal  roar, 
Swallow  the  two  grand  nostrums  they  dispense — 
That  Scripture  lies,  and  blasphemy  is  sense.  505 
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If  clemency  revolted  by  «bufle 

JBe  damnable,  then  damn'd  without  oxxsom, 

^me  dream  that  they  can  aUeaee  when  they  wiH, 
Theetorm  of  passion,  and  naj,  "  P^tce^  be  still  ;*' 
But,  '*  Thus  far  and  no  further,"  when  addfeM'd    €00 
To  the  wUd  wave,  or  wilder  human ) 
Implies  authority  that  never  can, 
That  never  ought  to  be  the  lot  of  n 

But,  muse,  forbear ;  long  AighU  forebode  a  ftU ; 
Strike  on  the  doep-tcm'd  chord  the  sum  of  alL  fi05 

Hear  the  just  law— the  judgment  Of  the  akiefl ! 
He  that  hates  tnith  shall  bo  the  dnpa  of  lies : 
And  he  that  wiU  bo  eheated  to  the  laet,    < 
Delusions  strong  as  UcU  shall  bind  him  fast. 
But  if  the  wand'rer  his  mistake  diecem,  GIO 

Judge  his  own  ways  and  sigh  for  a  return, 
Bowildcr'd  once,  muethe  bewail  his.lo«s 
For  ever  and  for  ever  ?    No— the  cross ! 
There,  and  there  only,  (though  the  deist  rave, 
And  atheist,  if  earth  bear  so  base  a  sLave ',)  61ft 

Thero,  and  there  only,  is  the  power  to  save. 
There  no  delusive  hope  invites  despair ; 
No  mockVy  meets  you,  no  deception  there. 
The  spells  and  charm*,  that  blinded  you  befecOi 
All  vanish  there,  and  fascinate  no  more.  609 

T  am  no  preacher,  let  Uus  hUit  suHiee— * 
The  cross  once  seen  is  death  to  ev'ry  vioe ; 
El&o  he  that  hung  there,  sufTor'd  oil  his  paint 
Bled,  groan'd»  and  agoniz'd,  and  died  in  vma. 
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Pensantnr  trutind — Hon.  Lib.  II.  Kpitt  1. 

MAN,  on  the  dubious  waires  of  «rroiir  tow^^y 
Hm  ship  half  founder^,  and  his  coropaas  loat, 
Sees  'far  as  human  opticki  may  command, 
A  sleeping  fog,  and  fjmcies  it  dry  land  ! 
Spreads  all  his  canvass,  ar'ry  sinew  plies;  6 

Pants  forX  ^inis  at  it,  enters  it,  and  dies  i 
Then  farewell  all  self*satisfying  sdieraes, 
His  well-built  systems,  pfailosephick  dreuns 
Deceitful  vieweof  futnre  bliss,  larowell ! 
He  reads  his  sentence  at  the  flames  of  Hell.  10 

Hard  lot  of  man — to  toil  for  the  rer^ard 
Of  Tirtue,  and  yet  lose  it !  Wherefim)  hard  .'— 
He  that  would  win  the  race  must  guide  his  horse 
Obedient  to  the  customs  of  the  course  ; 
Else,  tho*  uneqnall'd  to  the  goal  he  flies,  15 

A  meaner  than  hiaiself  shall  gain  the  prixe. 
Grace  leads  the  right  way ;  if  you  choose  the  wrong. 
Take  it  and  perish ;  but  restrain  your  tongue ; 
Charge  not  with  light  sufficient,  and  lefl  free, 
Tour  wilful  suicide  on  God's  decree.  20 

Oh  how  unlike  the  co^nplex  works  of  man, 
HearVs  easy,  artless,  unencumbcr'd  plan  I 
No  meretricious  graces  to  beguile. 
No  clustering  ornaments  to  clog  the  pile  ; 
From  ostentation  as  from  weakness  free,  ^^ 

It  stands  like  the  cerulean  arcU  we  see, 
Majestick  in  its  own  simplicity. 

Vol.  I.  5 
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Inscribed  above  the  portal,  from  afar 

Conspicuous  as  the  brightness  of  a  stiir, 

Legible  only  by  the  light  the}'  give,  30 

Stand  the  soul-quick 'ning  words — believe  and  live. 

Too  many,  shocked  at  what  should  charm  them  most^ 

Despise  the  plain  direction,  and  are  lost. 

Heav'n  on  such  terms!  (they  cry  with  proud  disdain,) 

Incredible,  impossible,  and  vain !-—  35 

Rebel,  because  'tis  •fewy  to  obey : 

And  scorn,  for  its  own  sake,  the  gracious  way. 

These  are  the  sober,  in  whose  cooler  brains 

Some  thought  of  immortality  remains ; 

The  rest  too  busy  or  too  gay  to  wait  40 

On  the  sad  theme,  their  everlasting  state, 

Sport  for  a  day,  and  perbh  in  a  nigJit, 

The  foam  upon  the  waters  not  so  light. 

|Vho  judg'd  the  phariseo  ?    What  odious  cause 
Expos 'd  him  to  the  vengeance  of  the  laws  ?  4t 

Had  he  seduc*d  a  virgin,  wrong'd  a  friend, 
Or  stabb'd  a  man  to  serve  some  private  end  f 
Was  blasphemy  his  sin  ?  Or  did  he  stray 
From  the  strict  duties  of  the  sacred  day  ? 
Sit  long  and  late  at  the  carousing  board  ?  b^ 

(Such  were  the  sins  with  which  he  charged  his41iord.) 
No— the  man*s  morals  were  exact,  what  then  ? 
'Twos  his  ambition  to  be  seen  of  men  ; 
His  virtues  were  his  pride ;  and  that  one  vice 
Made  all  his  virtues  gewgaws  of  no  price  ;  55 

He  wore  them  as  fine  trappings  for  a  show, 
A  praying,  synagogue-frequenting  beau. 
The  self-applauding  bird,  the  peacock,  see — 
Mark  what  a  sumptuous  pharisee  is  he  ! 
Meridian  sunbeams  tempt  him  to  unfold  €^ 

Hk  radiant  glories,  azure,  green,  and  gold ; 
He  treads  as  if  some  solemn  nmsick  near. 
His  measured  step  wore  governed  by  his  ear  ; 
And  seems  to  say — ^Ye  meaner  fowl,  give  plane, 
\  am  all  splendour,  dignity,  and  grace  !  G5 
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Not  lo  the  plMaaant  on  his  charms  prMoines, 
Thouj^h  he  too  has  a  ^lorj  in  his  plumes, 
He,  christian-ltke,  retreats  with  modest  roion 
To  tiie  close  copse,  or  far  sequester 'd  green, 
And  shines  without  desiring  to  be  seen.  90 

Tlie  plea  of  works,  as  arrogant  and  vain, 
Heav*n  turns  from  with  abhorrence  and  disdain ; 
Not  more  afironted  by  avowed  neglect. 
Than  by  the  mere  dissembler's  feign*d  respect. 
What  is  all  righteousness  that  men  devise  ?  75 

What — but  a  sordid  bargain  for  the  skies  ? 
But  Christ  as  soon  would  abdicate  his  own, 
As  stoop  from  Heav'n  to  sell  the  proud  a  throne- 

His  dwelling  a  recess  in  some  rude  rock, 
Book,  beads,  and  maple  dish,  his  meagre  stock  •         80 
In  shirt  of  hair  and  weeds  of  canvass  dress'd. 
Girt  with  a  bell  rope  that  the  pope  has  bless'd ; 
Adust  with  stripes  told  out  for  ev'ry  crime, 
And  sore  tormented  long  before  his  time ; 
His  pray'r  preferr'd  to  saints  that  cannot  aid ;  85 

His  praise  postponed,  and  never  to  be  paid ; 
See  the  sage  hermit,  by^ankind  admir'd, 
With  all  that  bigotry  adopts  inspired. 
Wearing  out^fe  in  his  religious  whim, 
Till  his  religious  whimsy  wears  out  him.  90 

His  works,  his  abstinence,  his  zeal  allow'd, 
Tou  think  him  humble — God  accounts  him  proud ; 
High  in  demand,  though  lowly  in  pretence, 
Of  all  his  conduct  this  the  genuine  sense-— 
My  penitential  stripes,  my  streaming  blood,  05 

Have  purchased  Heav'n,  and  prov'd  my  title  good. 
Turn  eastward  now,  and  Fancy  sliall  apj^y 
To  your  weak  sight  her  telescopic  k  eye. 
The  bramin  kindles  on  his  own  bare  head 
The  sacred  fire,  self- torturing  his  trade ;  100 

His  Voluntary  pains,  severe  and  long, 
Would  give  a  barbarous  air  to  British  song ; 
No  grand  inquisitor  oould  worse  invent, 
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Than  h«  eontrivieB  to  snii^r)  weE  content. 

Which  is  the  saintlier  worthy  of  the  4wto?  IDS 

Past  all  dispute,  yon  anchorite,  stty  you. 
Your  sentence  and  mine  differ.    WJtat  ■  a  name  ' 
I  say  the  bramin  has  the>  fairer  obum. 
If  sufF'rings,  Seripture  no  where  reoomniend% 
Dev>'4*d  by  self  to  answer  selfish  ends,  .  110 

Give  saintship,  then  all  Europe  must  agree 
Ten  starving  hermits  suffer  less  than  iie. 

The  truth,  is,  (if  the  troth  may  «uiit  3rQur  «ttr 
And  prejudice  have  left  a  passage  dear,) 
Pride  has  attainM  its  most  luxuriant  :growth,  115 

And  poisoned  ev*ry  virtue  in  them  both. 
Pride  may  be  pampered  while  the  ilesh  grows  ieoa; 
Humility  may  clothe  an  English  dean  ; 
That  grace  was  Cowper's^iis,  confessed  by  all-*- 
Though  placed  in  golden  Durham's,  secoaad  stall.       12^ 
Not  all  the  plenty  of  a  bishop  s  board, 
His  palace,  and  his  lacqueys,  and  "  My  lord," 
More  nourish  pride,  that  condescending  vice. 
Than  abstinence,  and  beggary,  and  lice ; 
It  thrives  in  mis'ry,  and  abun(^t  grows ;  126 

In  mis^y  fools  upon  thems^ves  impose. 

But  why  before  us  protestants  produce. 
An  Indian  mystick,  or  a  French  recluse  ?  | 

Their  sin  is  plain ;  but  what  have  we  to  fear. 
Reformed  and  well  instructed ?  Tou sliallhear.        130 

Yon  ancient  prude,  whose  wither'd  &atiirea  sboiw 
She  might  be  young  some  forty  years  ago, 
Her  elbows  pinioned  dose  upon  her  hips, 
Her  head  erect,  her  fan  upon  her  lips. 
Her  eye-brows  arch*d,  her  eyes  both  gone  aalagr   il36 
To  watch  yon  am'rous  couple  in  their  play, 
With  bony 'and  unkerchierd  neck  defies 
The  rude  inclemency  of  wintry  skies. 
And  sails  with  lappet  head  and  mincing  airi, 
Duly  at  clink  of  b^U  to  morning  pray'rs.  140 

To  thrift  and  parsimony  much  inclined. 
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She  jet  tnowir  hsmtf  tiwt  hoy  befafaid ; 
liie  shiv'ruif  orolyn,  bandmif  as  he  foet, 
With  slipshod  heels,  and  dewdrop  at  his  nose ; 
His  pyedeeessor's  eoftt  advwMs'd  to  wear,  145 

Which  future  pages  yet  are  doom'd  to  share, 
Carries  her  Bibie  took'd  beneath  his  arm, 
And  hides  his  hands  te  keep  his  fingrers  warm. 

She  half  an  «ngel  in  her  own  account, 
Doubts  not  hereafter  with  the  samts  to  moimt        IGO 
Though  not  a  grace  appears  on  strictest  search, 
But  that  she  fasts,  and,  tiem,  goes  to  ehnreh. 
Conscious  <^age  she  reeoUecta  her  youth, 
And  tells,  not  always,  with  an  eye  to  truth. 
Who  spann'd  ber  waist,  and  who,  where'er  he  can  e, 
Scrawl'd  upon  glass  Miss  Bridget's  lorely  name ;    156 
Who  stole  her  slipper,  fill'd  it  with  tduy, 
And  drank  the  little  bumper  erVy  day. 
Of  temper  as  envenom *d  as  an  asp. 
Censorious,  and  her  ev'ry  word  a  wasp ;  160 

In  faithful  mem'ry  she  records  the  crimei, 
Or  real  or  fictitious  of  the  times ; 
Laughs  at  the  reputations  she  has  torn. 
And  holds  them  dangling  at  arm*s  length  in  scort. 

Such  are  the  fruits  of  sanctimonious  pride,  165 

Of  malice  led  whHe  flesh  is  mortified  : 
Take,  Madam,  the  reward  of  all  your  pray'rs. 
Where  hermits  and  where  bramins  meet  with  theirs , 
Tourportibn  itfwith  them. — Nay,  never  fVown, 
But  if  you  please,  some  fathoms  lower  down.  176 

Artist,  attend— your  bmriies  and  jrour  paint — 
Prodvoe  them — take  a  chair — now  draw  a  saint. 
Oh  sorrowful  and  sad !  the  streaming  tears 
Channel  her  cheeks — a  Niobe  appears ! 
Is  this  a  saint  f    Throw  tints  and  all  away —  175 

True  Piety  is  cheerful  as  the  day. 
Win  weep  indeed  and  heave  a  pitying  groan 
Tor  others'  woes,  but  smiles  upon  her  own. 

What  purpose  has  the  King  of  saints  in  view^ 
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Why  falls  the  Go«^l  li^  a  gtwkm  4f«iP./  18» 

To  call  up  pleaty  £:0|ii^eitA«!wi|ig0ikrtik, 

Or  curse  the  4e9ect  wit^  s,  ^aftfol^  4eMh  ' 

Is  it  that  Adam's  a^S^iugmi^  he swr'il 

From  servile  iear,  f  r  he  thfs  oiffre  «bs^v!'^^ 

To  loose  the  Hn]ui.ibakt  gaU'4  iwnikifld  li«fci|i>  165 

Or  bind  tliem  faster  qii,  an4«4d,still  jHMf0^ 

The  freebom  Chri«itia«  h«»4[ie4li4lq»to\|HMVi9* 

Or,  if  a  chain,  the  golden  ^ob  of -JkHW ; 

No  fear  attends  to  ivuvofik  ivB:g\omJHg  fifiefl,     - 

What  fear  he  •ieels  i^s  latitude  Jsi^HrMU  190 

Shall  he  for  8iiai^4eUv!r9aee  fireofy  ^roHgl^ 

Recompense  iU  ?    He  tremhlM  M  the  thi^igkt. 

His  mast^I^  intQ)»9t  and ^oajm  fiwabi»^d. 

Prompt  ev'ry  movement  of  his  heart  and  miad  ; 

Thought,  word,  and^deed,  his  liberty  «vineey  10& 

His  freedom  is  the  &eedqia-<^«  parince. 

Man's  obligations  in&iite,  of  coiwse 
His  life  should  provo  that  hef>efoeives  thoir  iQC604 
His  utmost  he  cim  render  is  hvA  smaU-^ 
The  principle  and  motive  aU  in  all.  SOO 

Tou  have  two  seEvants-^^^Tonif  «n  mteS^t  ely  sc^^ue* 
From  top  to  toe  the  Geta  now  hs  vc^de, 
Genteel  in  figure,  eai^  in  addreae^ 
Moves  without  noise,  and  swift  as  An  »)Cy0il^ 
Reports  a  mesaage  with  a  pleasing  gmt^,  ^OS 

Expert  in  all  the  duties  of  his  place  ; 
Say,  on  what  hinge  does  Ids  obedience  movia? 
Has  he  a  world  of  gratitude  and  love  ? 
No,  not  a «parh< — ^*tis  all  mere  shar^er'apity 
He  likes  your  house,  your  housemaid,  uid  yoDr  jmy  ; 
Reduce  hia  wages,  or  get  rid  of  her^  fill 

Tom  quits  you,  with — ^Your  most  obedient,  Sir. 

The  dinner  serv'd,  Charles  takes  his  usual  staod, 
Watches  your  eye,  anticipates  command ; 
Sighs,  if  perhaps  your  appetite  should  fail ;  S15 

And,  if  he  but  suspects  a  frown,  turns  pale ; 
C!ou8uUs.all  day  your  interest  atd  your  ease, 
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Richly  rewardwd  W  ht  ean  but  pkum ; 
And,  proud  to  nute  Ills  ten  attecdnwnt  Iomiwb, 
To  save  yoar  lift,  wooU  nobly  rkk  hii  mna.  ttO 

Now  which  tlviif^higfaMt  in  jroor  Mrkmi  thiwightf 
darles,  withcwit^wAi^wy  ymj^-^mni  m  bo  Mighi; 
On*  act,  Utfit  {»nt  tt  tldHMU  4Mii>i  ftoeceda, 
Excels  ten  tJMfind  mwmmMOf 
Thus  HeaT*n  apprann  ••  Irmmb 
l*hc  work  of  gen'roM  f^ff^md  fiiod  ft«r ; 
But  with  avertMl  ejm  ti|*  <iBiiriiCi»ut  ^nigB 
Soums  the  base  fakiliBy,  tad  I3w  rtw^A  dlM^g. 
Where  dwcUthene  «Mteldew«idBlt  f^-^ld  Cttrk>erlec : 
Ev'n  at  your  side,  S^^  and  bvforo  jMor  tfj^M,  fM 

The  faveoT'd  km-*-tk'  enHuuiasts  ytm  despiit. 
And  pleas*d  at  heart,  beoanae  on  heilf  gmmi 
Sometimes  a  canting  l^'pootile  !•  ibttid, 
Reproach  a  pec^iie  with  a  single  lUl^ 
And  cast  his  filthy  gnnnent  at  them  all*  M5 

Attend  {r^HBi  apt  snnttitada  shall  gbMf 
Whence  spnnga the  nondnot  thnt  Dllbnds yenny. 

See  where  it  smokes  along  tlK  senndhig  ^fltSn^ 
Blown  all  adant,  n^ii^ing,  dashing  tnifi) 
Peal  upon  paal  fndonblhiig  aU  avmnid,  MO 

Shakes  it  again  and  &stor  to  the  gtfsnnd  t 
JElow  flashing  wide,  now  glaneing  aste play, 
Swilt  beyond  thought  tiM  Ugiitnings  dait  awny . 
Ere  yet  it  came  the  traveller  ittg*d  his  eteed| 
And  hurried,  bufciRth  unsneceesfal  speed )  815 

Now  drench 'd  throughout,  and  hopeless  etf'Mi  enso, 
Ho  drops  the  roin,  and  leai^es  him  to  his  pace. 
Suppose,  unlo«k*d  Ibr  in  a  ieene  so  rude, 
Long  hid  by  hitorposing  1^  or  wood. 
Some  nuiaslon,  neat  and  elegantiy  dress^dy  980 

By  some  kind  hoepitablo  heart  poOMSB*d, 
Ofler  him  warmth,  secnrity,  and  rest ; 
Tliink  with  what  pleasure,  safe,  and  at  hat  Oiso 
He  he&rs  the  tempest  howlkig  in  the  trees  ; 
Wliat  glowing  thanks  his  Ups  and  heart  emptoy       MS 
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While  danger  past  i§  turn*d  to  premnl  jojr. 

^  faros  it  with  the  aiBner,  when  he  ftelt 

A  growing  dread  of  vengeanee  at  hit  heels ; 

His  coaeoienee,  like  a  glassy  lake  beforts, 

Losh'd  into  fiMming  waves  begins  to  roar  ;  200 

The  law  grown  danoBous,  thiMgsh.  silent  kM§, 

Arraigns  him^— charges  htm  with  e¥*rjr  wmng— 

Asserts  the  rights  of  hi«  offended  Lord, 

And  death  or  restHntion  is  the  word ; 

The  last  impo6sib|e--4ie  lean  the  first,  2(i5 

And,  having  Well  di^Mrv'd,  expeels  the  worst. 

Then  welcome  reitige,  and  a  peaaefiU  heme } 

Oh  for  a  slifdter  from  tho  wnUh  to  ^ome  I 

Crush  me,  ye  xocke;  ye  faliiiig  metmtsins,  iiide 

Or  bury  me  in  oeeui's  angry  tide —  270 

The  scrutiny  of  theee  aU-seeing  eyes 

I  dare  notr-^nd  yoa  need  aot^  God  replies : 

The  remedy  you  want  I  freely  giro ; 

Tfie  book  shall  teatoh  yoiHHread,  believe,  and  live. 

'Tis  done-^the  raging  storm  is  heard  no  more,         275 

Mercy  receives  him  on  her  peaceful  ahore ; 

And  justice,  guardian  of  the  dread  eommaady 

Deops  the  red  vengeanee  ftom  his  viUing  hand. 

A  soul  redeemed  demands  a  life  Upraise ; 

Hence  the  complexion  of  his  future  days,  260 

Hence  a  demeanour  holy  and  uni^>eek'd, 

And  the  world's  hatred,  as  its  sure  efieot* 

Some  lead  a  life  unblamable  and  just. 
Their  own  dear  virtue  their  unshaken  trust : 
They  never  sin— or  if,  (as  all  ofiSsnd,)      ,   -  28^ 

Some  trivial  slipa  their  daily  walk  attend. 
The  poor  are  near  at  hand,  the  ehaige  is  small, 
A  slight  gratuity  atones  &n  all. 
For  though  the  pope  has  lost  his  int*reat  here. 
And  pardons  are  not  sold  as.  once  they  were,  290 

No  papist-imMre  desirous  to  compound, 
Than  some  grave  sinners  upon  English  ground. 
That  plea,  refuted,  other  quirks  they  seek — 
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Mercy  is  iniiiiitd,  ftnd  man  ii  weak ; 

The  future  shall  obliterate  the  past,  SI95 

And  Heav'n  no  doflbt  shall  bo  their  home  at  fost 

Come  then^-a  still  small  whisper  in  yoor  eaf^-- 
He  has  no  hc^  who  never  had  a  fbar ; 
And  he  that  ne^r  donbt«d  of  his  st«Ce, 
He  may  perpaps— 'perhaps  he  may— -too  laiU.  900 

The  path  to  bliss  abounds-  WHh  many  a  sn«re ; 
Leamingr  is  one,  and  Wit,  however  raire.     ^ 
The  Frenchman,  ftfst  hi  literary  fbme, 
(Muntioii  hbn  If  yoo  please.  VoltaSra  ?-^Th»  MiAe,) 
With  spirit,  genius,  eloquence,  mpp^ed,  866 

Liy'd  long,  wrotom«Kih,  laugfa*d  heartily,  SEnddled  ; 
Tlie  Scripture  wa^  hie  jest  boolt,  whence'  he  drew 
Btm  mots  to  gall  the  Christian  and  tJte  Jew ; 
An  infidel  in  health,  but  what  when  iioic  ? 
Oil — then  a  text  would  touch  him  at  the  ^ioi( :       810 
View  him  at  Paris  in  his  last  oareOr, 
6urrr)unding  throngs  the  demigod  reveire, 
Exalted  on  his  pedestal  of  pride. 
And  fiim'd  with  frankincense  on  ev'ry  side, 
He  begs  their  flattery  with  his  latest  breath,  3iS 

And  smother'd  int  at  last,  is  prA8*d  to  death. 

Yon  cottager,  who  weores  at  her  own  door. 
Pillow  and  bobbins  aU  her  little  store ; 
Content,  though  mean,  and  cheeriUl  if  not  gay 
Shuffling  her  threads  about  the  livelong  dry,  890 

Just  earns  a  scanty  pittance,  and  at  night 
Lies  down  secure,  her  heart  and  pseket  light ; 
She,  for  her  humble  sphere  by  nat  Te  ^, 
Has  littlo  understanding,  and  no  wit. 
Receives  no  praise ;  Irat  though  hor  lot  betmch,      885 
(Toilsome  and  indigent,)  she  rendors  Tnoeh  :- 
Just  knows,  arji  knows  no-imerc,  her  Bible  true  * 
A  truth  Uiebrillisint  Frenehman  never  knew  ; 
And  in  that  dtatfaer-rioads  <witfa  sparkHag  iey«s 
Her  title  to  a  treasure  in'  the  ^kies.  881 

O  happy  peasant !  Oh  unhappy  bard  ! 
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His  the  jjiere  tinsel,  hers  the  rich  reward  ; 

Ho  prais'd  perhaps  for  age?  yet  to  come. 

She  never  heard  of  half  a  mile  from  homo : 

He,  lost  in  errours,  his  vain  heart  prelers,  335 

She,  safe  in  the  simT^ticity  of  hers. 

Not  many  wbe,  rich,  noble,  or  profound 
In  science,  win  one  inch  of  heavenly  ground. 
And  is  it  not  a  mortifying  thought 
Tiie  poor  should  gain  it,  and  the  rich  should  not.     340 
No, — ^the  voluptuaries,  who  ne*er  forget 
One  pleasure  lost,  lose  Heav'n  without  regret  > 
Regret  would  rouse  them,  and  give  birth  to  pfay'r, 
Pray'r  would  add  faith,  and  faith  would  fix  them  there. 

Not  that  the  Former  of  us  all,  in  this,  345 

Or  onght  he  does,  is  governed  by  caprice ; 
The  supposition  is  replete  with  sin. 
And  boars  the  brand  pf  blasphemy  bum'd  in. 
Not  so— -the  silver  trumpet's  heav'nly  call 
Sounds  for  the  poor,  but  sounds  alike  for  all :  350 

Kings  are  invited,  and  would  kings  obey. 
No  slaves  on  earth  more  welcome  were  than  they  ; 
But  royalty,  nobility,  and  state, 
Are  such  a  dead  preponderating  weight, 
That  endless  bliss,  (how  strange  soe'er  it  seem,)      855 
In  counterpoise,  flies  up  and  kicks  the  beam. 
*Tis  open,  and  ye  cannot  enter, — ^why  ? 
Because  ye  will  not,  Conyers  would  reply^ 
And  he  says  much  that  many  may  dispute 
And  cavil  at  with  ease,  but  none  refute.  360 

O  bless*d  effect  of  penury  and  want, 
The  seed  sown  there,  how  vigorous  is  the  plant ! 
No  soil  like  poverty  for  growth  divine. 
As  leanest  land  supplies  the  richest  wine. 
Earth  gives  too  little,  giving  only  bread,  365 

To  nourish  pride,  or  turn  the  weakest  head : 
To  tliem  the  sounding  jargon  of  the  schools 
Seems  what  it  is— -a,  cap  and  bells  for  fools : 
The  light  tliey  walk  by,  kindled  from  above, 
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Shows  tlioin  Oie  H^*orietii  way  to  lifo  and  lore  ; 
They,  strangers  to  tho  controversial  field, 
Where  deists,  always  loiPd,  yet  scorn  to  yield. 
And  nerer  checked  by  what  impedes  the  wise, 
Believe,  rush  forward,  and  possess  tlie  prize.         * 
Envy,  ye  ^reat,  tho  dull  unlettered  small : 
Ye  have  much  causo  for  envy — but  not  all. 
Wo  boast  sorno  rich  ones  whom  the  Gospel  sways, 
And  one  who  wears  a  coronet,  and  prays  ; 
Like  gleanings  of  an  olive  tree  they  show 
Here  and  there  one  upon  the  topmost  bough. 

How  readily  upon  Uie  Gospel  plan, 
That  question  has  its  answer — What  is  man  ? 
Sinful  and  weak,  in  ev'ry  sense  a  wretch  ; 
An  instrument,  whose  chords,  upon  tlie  stretch. 
And  strained  to  the  last  screw  that  he  can  bear, 
Yield  only  discord  in  his  Maker's  ekr  : 
Once  the  bless'd  residence  of  truth  divine, 
Glorious  as  Solyma^s  interiour  shrine, 
Where,  in  his  own  oracular  abode, 
Dwelt  visibly  the  light-creating  God : 
But  made  long  since  like  Babylon  of  old, 
A  den  of  miscliiefs  never  to  be  told  ; 
And  she,  once  mistress  of  the  realms  around. 
Now  scattered  wide,  and  no  where  to  be  found. 
As  soon  shall  rise  and  reascend  the  throne, 
By  native  pow'r  and  energy  her  own. 
As  Nature  at  her  own  peculiar  cost. 
Restore  to  man  the  glories  he  has  lost. 
Go>-bid  the  winter  cease  to  chill  the  year. 
Replace  the  wand'ring  comet  in  his  sphere. 
Then  bogst,  (but  wait  for  that  unhop'd-for  hour,) 
The  self-restoring  arm  of  human  pow'r. 
But  what  is  man  in  his  own  proud  esteem  ? 
Hear  him — himself  the  poet  and  the  theme : 
A  monarch  cloth'd  with  majosty  and  awe. 
His  Mind,  his  kingdom,  and  his  will,  his  law ; 
Grace  in  his  mien,  and  glory  in  his  eyes. 
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Supremo  on  earth,  and  worthy  of  tho  skies, 

Strength  m  his  heart,  dominion  in  his  nod^ 

And  thunderbolts  excepted,  quite  a  god  !  iiO 

So  sings  he^  charm'd  with  his  own  mind  and  fonOy 

The  so%  magnificent — the  theme  a  worm ! 

Himself  so  much  the  source  of  his  delight, 

His  Maker  has  no  beauty  in  his  sight. 

See  where  he  sits,  contemplative  and  fix'd,  415 

Pleasure  and  wonder  in  his  features  mix'd ; 

His  passions  tam'd,  and  all  at  his  control. 

How  perfect  the  composure  of  his  soul  i 

Complacency  has  bicath'd  a  gentle  gale 

O'er  all  his  thoughts,  and  swellM  his  easy  sail :        420 

His  books  well  trimm'd  an4  in  the  gay^sst  style 

Like  regimented  coxcombs  rank  and  file, 

Adorn  his  intellects  as  well  as. shelves, 

And  teach  him  notions  splendid  as  tliemselves : 

The  Bible  only  stands  neglected  there,  425 

Though  that  df  all  most  worthy  of  his  care ; 

And  like  an  infant,  troublesome  awake,. 

Is  IcH  to  bleep  for  peace  and  quiet  sake. 

What  shall  the  man  deserve  of  human  kind, 
Whose  happy  skill  and  industry  combin'd  430 

Shall  prove,  (what  argument  could  never  yet,) 
The  Bible  an  imposture  and  ji  cheat  ? 
The  praises  of  the  Ubertine  profess'd. 
The  worst  of  men,  and  curses  of  the  host. 
Where  should  the  livring,  weeping  o'er  his  woes;     436 
The  dying,  trembling  at  the  awful  close ; 
Where  the  betray'd,  forsaken,  and  oppress'd, 
Tho  thousands  whom  the  world  forbids  to  rest. 
Where  snould  they  find,  (those  comforts  at  an  end 
The  Scripture  yields,)  or  hope  to  find  a  friend  ?  *    440 
Sorrow  might  muse  herself  to  madness  then, 
And  seeking  exile  from  the  signtof  men, 
Bury  herself  in  solitude  profoimd, 
Grov.'  frantick  with  her  pangs,  and  bite  the  grounds 
Thus  often  Unbelief,  grown  sick  of  life,  445 
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Flief  to  the  temptiii^  pool,  or  fdon  kniib. 
The  jury  meet,  the  ^otoneT  it  short, 
And  lunacy  the  verdict  of  the  court ; 
Reverse  the  sentence,  let  the  truth  be  known. 
Bach  lunacy  is  ignorance  alone ;  450 

They  knew  not,  what  some  bi^ops  may  not  know. 
That  Scripture  b  the  oidy  cure  of  wo ; 
That  field  of  promise,  how  it  fiings  abroad 
Its  odour  o'er  the  Chriftian's  thorny  road  ^ 
The  soti ,  repoeibg  on  assured  relief,  455 

Feels  herself  happy  amidst  all  her  grief, 
Forgets  her  labour  as  she  toils  along, 
Weeps  tears  of  joy,  and  bursts  into  a  song. 

But  the  same  word,  that,  like  the  polish'd  share, 
Ploughs  up  the  roots  of  a  believer^s  care,  4(30 

Kills,  too,  the  flow'ry  weeds,  where'er  they  grow, 
That  bind  the  sinner's  Bacchanalian  brow. 
Oh  tliat  unwelcome  voice  of  heavenly  love, 
Sad  messenger  of  mercy  from  above ! 
How  does  it  grate  upon  his  thankless  ear,  465 

Crippling  his  pleasures  with  the  cramp  of  fear ! 
His  will  and  judgment  at  continual  strife. 
That  civil  war  imbitters  all  his  life  : 
In  vain  he  points  his  pow'rs  against  the  skies. 
In  vain  he  closes  or  averts  his  eyes,  470 

Truth  will  intrude — she  bids  him  yet  beware  ; 
And  sliakes  the  sceptick  in  the  scomer's  chair. 

Though  various  foes  against  the  truth  combine. 
Pride  above  all  opposes  her  design  *, 
Pride,  of  a  growth  superiour  to  the  ren,  475 

The  subtlest  serpent  with  the  loftiest  crest. 
Swells  at  the  thought,  and,  kindl'mg  into  rage. 
Would  hiss- the  cherub  Mercy  from  the  stage. 

And  is  the  soul  indeed  so  lost  ? — she  cries, 
Fall'n  from  her  glory,  and  too  weak  to  rise  ?  480 

Torpid  and  dull  beneath  a  frozen  zone, 
Has  she  no  spark  that  may  be  deem'd  her  own  ? 
Grant  her  indebted  to  what  zealots  call 

Vol.  T  n 
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Grace  undeserv'd,  yet  trarely  not  for  all— 

Some  beams  of  rectitude  she  yet  displays,  48B 

Some  love  of  virtue,  and  some  pow*r  to  praise ; 

Can  lift  herself  above  corporeal  things. 

And,  soaring  on  her  own  unborrowed  wings, 

Possess  herself  of  all  that*s  good  or  true, 

Assert  the  skies,  and  vindicate  her  due.  490 

Past  indiscretion  is  a  venial  crime. 

And  if  the  youth,  unmellow'd  yet  by  time. 

Bore  on  his  branch,  luxuriant  then  and  rude, 

Fruits  of  a  blighted  size,  austere  and  crude, 

Maturer  years  shall  happier  stores  produce,  405 

And  meliorate  the  well-concocted  juice. 

Then,  conscious  of  her  meritorious  zeal. 

To  Justice  she  may  make  her  bold  appeal. 

And  leave  to  Mercy,  with  a  tranquil  mind, 

The  wortliless  and  unfruitful  of  mankind.  500 

Hear,  then,  how  Mercy,  slighted  and  defied. 

Retorts  the  affront  against  the  crown  of  Pride. 

Perish  the  virtue  as  it  ought,  abhorr'd. 
And  the  fool  with  it  who  insults  his  Lord. 
The  atonement  a  Redeemer's  love  has  wrought,      505 
Is  not  for  you — the  righteous  need  it  not 
Seest  thou  yon  harlot  wooing  all  she  mecls^ 
The  worn-out  nuisance  of  the  publick  streets. 
Herself  from  morn  to  night,  from  night  to  mora, 
Her  own  abhorrence,  and  as  much  your  scorn !         510 
The  gracious  show*r,  unlimited  and  free. 
Shall  fall  oh  her,  when  Heav'n  denies  it  thee. 
Of  all  that  wisdom  dictates,  this  the  drift, 
That  man  is  dead  in  sin,  and  life  a  gift. 

Is  virtue,  th^,  unless  of  Cliristian  grov/th,  515 

Mere  fallacy,  or  foolishness,  or  both  ? 
Ten  thousand  sages  lost  in  endless  wo. 
For  ignorance  of  what  they  could  not  know  ? 
That  speech  betrays  at  once  a  bigot's  tongue  — 
Charge  not  a  God  with  such  outrageous  wrong.       520 
Truly  not  I — the  oartia!  light  men  hove, 
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My  creed  penmades  me,  well-employ'd,  may  ■ay* ; 
While  he  that  acorns  the  noonday  beam,  penrerae, 
Shall  find  the  bleeatnjf  ummprov'd,  a  curse. 
Let  heathep  worthies,  whose  exalted  mmd  525 

Lefl  sensuality  and  dross  behind. 
Possess  for  me  their  undisputed  lot, 
And  take,  unenvied,  the  reward  they  sought. 
But  still  in  virtue  of  .a  Saviour's  plea, 
Not  blind  by  choice,  but  destined  not  to  see.  530 

Their  fortitude  and  wisdom  were  a  flame 
Celestial,  though  they  knew  Aot  whence  it  came, 
Derived  from  the  same  source  of  light  and  grace, 
That  guides  the  Christian  in  his  swifter  race ; 
Their  judge  was  conscience,  and  her  rule  their  law ; 
That  rule,  pursued  with  reverence  and  with  awe,    596 
Led  them  however  fiilt'ring,  faint,  and  slow, 
From  what  they  knew,  to  what  they  wish'd  to  know. 
But  let  not  him,  that  sliares  a  brighter  day, 
Traduce  tlie  splendour  of  a  noontide  ray,  540 

Prefer  the  twilight  of  a  darker  time , 
And  deem  his  base  stupidity  no  crimo ; 
The  wretch,  who,  slights  the  bounties  of  tho  skies. 
And  sinks,  while  favoured  with  the  means  to  rise, 
Shall  find  them  rated  at  their  full  amount,  545 

The  good  he  scom'd  all  carried  to  account. 

Marshalling  all  his  terrours  as  ho  came, 
Thunder,  and  earthquake,  and  devouring  flame, 
From  Sinai's  top  Jehovah  gave  the  law. 
Life  for  obedience,  death  for  ev'ry  flaw.  550 

When  the  great  sov'ieign  would  his  will  express, 
He  gives  a  perfect  rule  ;  what  can  he  less  ? 
And  guards  it  with  a  sanction  as  severe 
As  vengeance  can  inflict,  or  thinners  fear  ; 
Else  his  own  glorious  rights  he  would  disclaim,        55& 
And  man  might  safely  trifle  with  his  namq. 
He  bids  him  glow  with  unremitting  love 
To  all  on  earth,  and  to  Iiimself  above  ; 
Condemns  th'  injurious  deed,  the  slanderous  tongue, 
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The  thought  that  meditates  a  brother'ii  wrong :       560 

Brings  not  alone  the  more  conspicuous  part. 

His  conduct,  to  the  test,  but  tries  his  heart. 

.  *Hark  !  universal  nature  shook  and  groan'd, 

Twas  the  last  trumpet — see  the  Judge  ontliron'd ! 

Rouse  all  your  courage  at  your  utmost  need,  S66 

Now  summon  evVy  virtue — stand  and  plead. 

What !  silent  ?  is  your  boasting  heard  no  more  ? 

That  self-renouncing  wisdom  leam'd  before, 

Had  shed  immortal  glories  on  your  brow, 

That  all  your  virtues  cannot  purchase  now.  CT) 

All  joy  to  the  believer  !  He  can  i^ak — 
Trembling,  yet  happy;  confident,  3ret  meek. 

Since  the  dear  hour  that  brought  me  to  thy  foot, 
And  cut  up  all  my  follies  by  the  root, 
I  never  trusted  in  an  arm  but  thine,  575 

Nor  hop'd,  but  in  thy  righteousness  divine  : 
My  pray'rs  and  alms,  imperfect  and  deiird, 
Were  but  the  feeble  efforts  of  a  child  ; 
Howo*er  perform'd,  it  was  their  brightest  part 
That  they  proceeded  from  a  grateful  heart ;  580 

Cleansed  in  thine  own  all-purifying  b^d, 
Forgive  their  evil,  and  accept  their  good ; 
I  cast  them  at  thy  feet — my  only  plea 
Is  what  it  was,  dependence  upon  thee  ; 
While  struggling  in  the  vale  of  tears  below,  686 

That  never  fail'd,  nor  shall  it  fail  mo  now. 

AngoUck  gratulations  rend  the  skies. 
Pride  falls  unpitied,  never  more  to  rise, 
Humility  is  crowned,  and  Faith  receiver  the  prits. 
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Tantaiu,  tarn  pattens^  nuUo  eertamine  toUi 
Dona  sifies  t  ViBO. 

WHY  weeps  th^  miue  for  EDgland  ?  What  appears 
bi  England'!  eaae^to  move  the  muse  to  tean  ? 
From  nde  to  side  of  her  delightful  isle 
Is  she  not  eloth'd  with  a  perpetual  smile  ? 
Can  Nature  add  a  charm,  or  Art  confer  ft 

A  new-found  luxury  not  seen  in  her  ? 
Where  under  Heay'n  is  pleasure  more  puz«uod| 
Or  where  does  cold  reflection  loss  intrude  f 
Her  fields  a  rich  expanse  of  wavy  com, 
Pour'd  out  from  Plenty's  overflowing  horn;  10 

Ambrosial  gardens,  in  which  art  supplies 
The  fervour  and  the  force  of  Indian  skies ; 
Her  peaceful  shores,  where  busy  Commerce  waitf 
To  pour  his  golden  tide  through  all  h«r  gates ; 
Whom  fiery  suns,  that  scorch  the  russet  spice  1^ 

Of  eastern  groves,  and  oceans  floor'd  with  ice. 
Forbid  in  vain  to  push  his  daring  way 
T6  darker  climes,  or  climes  of  brighter  day ; 
"Whom  the  winds  waft  where'er  the  billows  rofl, 
From  tlie  world's  girdle  to  the  frozen  pole ;  2U 

The  chariots  bounding  in  her  wheel-worn  streets. 
Hot  vaults  below,  where  ev'ry  vintage  meets ; 
Her  theatres,  her  revels,  and  her  sports ; 
The  scenes  to  which  not  youth  alune  resorts. 
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But  age,  in  spite  of  weakness  and  of  pain,      *  25 

Still  haunts,  in  hope  to  dream  of  youth  ag^ain ; 

All  speak  her  happy :  let  the  muse  look  round 

From  east  to  west,  no  sorrow  can  be  found  ; 

Or  only  what,  in  cottages  confined, 

Sighs  unregarded  to  the  passing  wind.  30 

Then  whoreibre  weep  for  England  ?  ^^^t  appears 

In  England's  case,  to  more  the  muse  to  tears  f 

The  prophet  wept  for  Israel :  wish'd  his  eyes 
Were  fountains  fed  with  aafinite  supplies : 
For  Israel  dwelt  in  robbery  and  wrong ;  35 

There  were  the  scomer*s  and  the  sland'rer*s  tongno'; 
Oaths,  used  as  playthings  or  convenient  tools, 
As  interest  bias'd  knaves,  or  fashion  fools ; 
Adult'ry,  neighing  at  his  neighbour'^  door ; 
Oppression,  laboring  hard  tb  grind  the  poor :  40 

The  partial  balance,  and  deceitful  weight ; 
The  treach'rouB  smile,  a  maak  for  secret  hate ; 
Hypocrisy,  formdity  in  pray'r. 
And  the  dull  service  of  the  lip  were  there* 
Her  won^to,  intdent  and  self-caress'd,  4S 

Bj  Vanity's  onwearied  5nger  dressed. 
Forgot  the  blush,  that  virgm  fears  impart 
To  modest  cheeks,  and  borrow'd  one  fVom  art  i 
Were  just  suc^  trifles,  without  worth  or  «se, 
As  silly  pride  and  idleness  produce :  ^       60 

Curl'd,  scented,  furbel^w*d,  and  flounced  arovnd, 
With  feet  too  delicate  to  touch  the  ground, 
They  stretcfa'd  the  neck,  and  roU'd  thi  wantox  ev«. 
And  si^h'd  for  every  fool  that  flutter 'd  by. 

He  saw  his  people  slaves  to  ev*ry  lust,  66 

Lewd,  avaricious,  arrogant,  unjust : 
He  heard  the  wheels  of  an  avenging  God 
CHroan  heavily  along  the  distant  road ; 
Saw  Babylon  set  wide  her  two-leavM  brase 
T9  let  the  military  deluge  pass ;  60 

Jerusalem  a  prey,  her  glory  soil'd,  - 
Her  princes  captive,  and  her  treasure  spoilM  *, 
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Wept  tilAll  Israel  Heard  his  bitter  cry, 
Stamped  with  his  foot,  and  smote  upon  his  thif  h ; 
But  wept,  and  stamp 'd,  and  smote  his  thig[h  in  ttin,  IS 
Pleasure  is  deaf  when  told  of  futore  pain, 
And  sounds  prophetick  are  too  rough  to  suit  * 

Ears  long  accustomed  to  the  pleasing  lute  t 
Thej  soom*d  hk  inspiration  and  his  theme, 
Pronounc'd  hkm  fhmtick,  and  his  fears  a  dream )        7% 
With  self  indulgence  wing*d  the  fleeting  hours. 
Till  the  foe  found  them,  and  down  fell  their  tow*M 

I  ong  time  A8S3rria  bound  them  in  her  chain. 
Till  penitence  had  purg'd  the  publiok  stahi, 
And  Cyrus,  with  relenting  pity  movM,  7$ 

Returned  them  happy  to  the  land  tliey  loT*d ; 
There,  proof  agaiiftt  prosperity,  a  while 
They  stood  the  test  of  her  ensnaring  smile, 
And  had  the  grace  in  scenes  of  peace  to  sheiw 
The  virtues  tliey  had  learned  ki  scenes  of  wo.  81 

But  man  is  frail,  and  can  but  ill  sustain 
A  long  immuiiity  iVom  grief  and  pain  ; 
And  after  all  the  joys  that  Plenty  leads, 
With  tiptoe  step,Vice  silently  succeeds. 

When  ho  that  rul'd  them  with  a  shej^eird*!  m4     66 
In  form  a  man,  in  dignity  a  God, 
Came,  not  expected  in  that  humble  guise. 
To  Bid  and  search  them  with  unerring  eyes*; 
He  found  concealed  beneath  a  fiiir  cmtsidd, 
The  filth  of  rottenness,  and  worm  of  pride  ;  91 

Their  piety  a  system  of  deceit, 
Scripture  employ 'd  to  sanctify  the  chetA  } 
The  pharisee  the  dupe  of  his  own  art, 
Self  idolis'd,  and  yet  a  knare  at  heart. 

When  nations  are  to  perish  in  their  sing,  9t 

'TIS  in  the  church  tho  leprosy  begrins ; 
The  priest,  whose  office  is  with  leal  sincere 
To  watch  the  fountain  and  preserve  it  clear, 
Care!c88]y  nods  and  sleeps  upon  tho  brink, 
vVhile  ot\iers  poison  what  the  flock  must  drink  ;      Ml 
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Or,  waking  at  the  call  of  lust  alone,  ,        ,  "9 

Infuses  lies  and  errours  of  his  own ; 

His  unsui^ecting  sheep  believe  it  pure ; 

A^d,  tainted  by  the  very  means  of  cure, 

Catch  from  each  other  a  contagious  spot,  IQi 

The  foul  forerunner  of  a  gen'ral  rot. 

Then  Truth  is  hushed,  that  Heresy  may  preach ; 

And  all  is  trash,  that  Reafton  cannot  reach : 

Then  God's  own  image  on  the  soul  impressed 

Becomes  a  mock*ry,  and  a  standing  jest ;  110 

And  Faith,  the  root  whence  only  can  arise 

The  graces  of  a  life  that  wins  the  skies, 

Loses  at  once  all  value  and  esteem, 

Pronounc'd  by  graybeards  a  pernicious  dream : 

Then  Ceremony  leads  her  bigots  forth,  lit 

Prepared  to  fight  for  shadows  of  no  worth  ; 

Wliile  truths,  on  which  eternal  things  dep^id, 

l^nd  not,  o(  hardly  find,  a  single  friend  ; 

As  soldiers  watch  the  signal  of  command. 

They  learn  to  bow,  to  kneel,  to  sit,  to  stand  ;  l%* 

Happy  to  fill  Religion^s  vacant  place 

With  hollow  form',  and  gesture,  and  grimace. 

-  Suoh,  when  the  Teacher  of  his  church  was  there, 

People  and  priest,  the  sons  of  Israel  were ; 

Stiff  in  the  letter,  lax  in  the  design  VA 

And  import,  of  their  oracles  divine  ; 

Their  learning  legendary,  false,  absurd, 

And  yet  exalted  above  God'rf  own  word ; 

They  drew  a  curse  from  an  intended  good, 

Puff'd  up  with  gifts  they  never  understood.  130 

Hd  judg'd  them  with  as  terrible  a  frown. 

As  if  not  love,  but  wrath,  had  brought  hun  down 

Tet  he  was  gentle  as  soft  summer  airs. 

Had  grace  for  others*  sins,  but  none  for  theirs ; 

Through  all  he  spoke  a  noble  plainness  ran—  13B 

Rhet'rick  is  artifice,  the  work  of  man ; 

And  tricks  and  turns,  that  fancy  may  devise. 

Are  fax  too  mean  for  him  that  rules  the  Ekies. 
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Th*  aitomsh'd  vulgar  trembled  while  he  tore 
Tho  mask  fVom  faces  never  seen  before  :  140 

He  stripped  the  impristors  in  the  noonday  son, 
Show'd  that  they  followed  all  they  seem'd  to  ehuii 
Their  prayers  made  publick,  their  excesses  kept 
As  private  as  the  chambers  where  tliey  slept  * 
Tho  temple  and  its  holy  rites  profan'd  145 

By  mumm'ries  he  that  dwelt  in  it  disdained ', 
Uplifted  handS)  that  at  convenient  times 
Could  act  extortion  and  the  worst  of  crimes, 
Wash'd  with  a  neatness  scrupulously  nice, 
And  free  from  ev*ry  taint  but  that  of  vice.  150 

Judgment,  however  tardy,  mends  her  pace 
When  Obstinacy  once  haa  conquered  Grace. 
They  saw  distemper  heard,  and  life  restored,  * 

In  answer  to  the  fiat  of  his  word ; 
Confessed  the  wonder,  and  with  daring  tongue         15S 
Blasphemed  th'  authority  from  which  it  sprung. 
They  knew  by  sure  prognosticks  seen  on  high^ 
The  future  tone  ajid  temper  of  the  sky ; 
But,  grave  dissemblers,  could  not  understand, 
That  Sin  let  loose  speaks  Punishment  at  hand.        IGO 

Ask  now  of  history's  authentick  page, 
And  call  up  evidence  from  every  ago  ; 
Display  with  busy  and  laborious  hand 
Yhe  blessings  of  tho  most  indebted  land ; 
What  nation  will  you  find,  whose  annals  prove        165 
So  rich  an  int'rest  in  almighty  love  ? 
Where  dwell  they  now,  where  dwelt  in  ancient  day, 
A  people  planted,  water'd,  bless'd  as  they  ? 
Lot  Egypt's  plagues  and  Canaan's  woes  pEoclaim 
The  favours  pour'd  upon  the  Jewish  name ;  170 

Their  freedom  purchas'd  for  them  at  tlie  cost 
Of  all  their  hard  depressors  valued  most ; 
Thoir  title  to  a  country  not  their  own. 
Made  sure  by  prodigies  till  then  unknoMm  ;  174 

For  them,  the  states  they  led  made  waste  and  void ; 
For  them,  the  states  to  which  they  went  destroy*d«* 
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A  eload  to  measure  out  their  march  by  day. 

By  night  a  fire  to  cheer  the  gloomy  way : 

That  moving  signal  summoning,  when  best 

Their  host  to  move,  and  when  it  stay'd,  to  rest        180 

For  them  the  rocks  dissolv'd  into  a  flood. 

The  dews  condens'd  into  angeUck  food. 

Their  very  garments  sacred — old,  yet  new, 

And  Time  forbid  to  touch  them  as  he  flew ', 

Streams,  swell'd  above  the  bank,  enjoin'd  to  stand,  185 

While  they  pass'd  through  to  their  appointed  land  ; 

Their  leader  arm'd  with  meekness,  zeal,. and. love, 

And  grac'd  with  clear  credentials  from  above 

Themselves  secur'd  beneath  the  Almighty  wing  ; 

Their  God  their  captain,*  lawgiver,  and  king ;         190 

Qrown'd  with  a  thousand  victories,  and  at  last 

Lords  of  the  conquer'd  soil,  there  rooted  ^t. 

In  peace  possessing  what  they  won  by  war. 

Their  name  far  pubUshod,  and  rever'd  as  far : 

Where  will  you  find  a  race  like  theirs,  endowed       ld5 

With  all  that  man  e'er  wish'd,  or  Heav'n  bestowed  i 

They,  and  they  only,  amongst  all  mankind - 
Receiv'd  the  transcript  of  the  eternal  mind  ; 
Were  trusted  with  his  own  engraven  laws. 
And  constituted  guardians  of  his  cause ;  200 

Theirs  were  the  prophets,  theirs  the  priestly  call, 
And  theirs,  by  birtli,  the  Saviour  of  us  all. 
In  vain  the  nations  that  had  seen  them  rise 
With  fierce  and  envious,  yet  admiring  eyes. 
Had  sought  to  crush  them,  guarded  ss  they  were    205 
By  pow'r  divine,  and  skill  that  could  not  err. 
Had  they  maintained  allegiance  firm  and  sure, 
And  kept  the  faith  immaculate  and  pure. 
Then  the  proud  eagles  of  all-conquering  Rome 
Had  found  one  city  not  to  be  o'ercome ;  21i 

And  the  twelve  standards  of  the  tribes  nnfurl'd^ 
Had  bid  defiance  to  the  warring  world. 

*  Vide  Joshua,  v,  14.  t 
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BtjI  grace  alms'd  brin^  forth  the  foulost  deads, 
As  richett  soil  the  fliost  luxuriant  weeds. 
Cur*d  of  the  golden  cnlyosy  their  fathers'  riii»  S15 

They  set  op  self,  that  idol  god,  within ; 
View*d  a  deliverer  with  disdain  and  hate, 
Who  left  thorn  still  a  tributary  ^state ; 
Seized  fiist  hip  hand,  held  out  to  sot  tliem  firee 
From  a  worse  yoke,  and  nail'd  it  to  the  tree  :  220 

There  was  the  consummation  and  the  crown, 
The  flowV  of  IsraePs  infamy  full  blown  ; 
Thence  date  their  sad  declension  and  their  fall, 
Their  woes  not  yet  repealed,  thence  date  them  all. 

Thus  foil  the  best  instructed  in  hor  day,  235 

And  the  most  farour'd  land,  look  where  we  may. 
Philosophy,  indeed,  on  Grecian  eyes 
Had  pour'd  the  day,  and  cloar'd  the  Roman  skies ; 
In  other  climes  perhaps  creative  Art,- 
With  pow'r  surpassing  thcir«,  perform*d  her  part ;  238 
Might  give  more  lifo  to  marble,  or  might  fill 
The  glowing  tablets  with  a  joster  skill ; 
Might  shine  in  ftble,  and  grace  idle  themes 
With  all  the  embroidery  of  poetick  dreams ; 
*Twas  theirs  alone  to  dive  into  the  plan,  235 

That  Truth  and  Mercy  had  roveal'd  to  man  ; 
And,  while  the  world  bemde,  that  plan  unknown, 
Deified  useless  wood  or  senseless  stone. 
They  breath'd  in  faith  their  well-directed  pray*rs. 
And  the  true  God,  tlio  God  of  truth,  was  theirs.     240 

Their  glory  fadbdj'and  their  race  dispersed. 
The  last  of  nations  now,  though  once  the  first  *, 
They  warn  and  teach  the  proudest,  would  they  Icam 
Keep  wisdom,  or  meet  vengeance  in  your  turn  • 
If  we  escaped  not,  if  Heav'n  spar'd  not  us,  245 

Peel'd,  8catter*d,  and  exterminated  thus ! 
If  Vice  recoiv'd  her  retribution  due, 
When  wo  were  visited,  what  hope  for  you  ? 
When  God  arises  with  ari  awful  frown 
To  punish  lust,  or  plucV:  presumption  down  ;  25(X 
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When  ^fti  perverted,  or  not  duly  prU'd, 

Pleasure  o'ervalued,  and  his  grace  ds^is'd, 

Pjrovoke  the  yengeaace  of  his  righteous  hand ; 

To  pour  down  wrath  upon  a  thankless  land ; 

He  will  be  found  impartially  severe,         .  226 

Too  just  to  wink)  or  speak  the  guilty  cloas 

Oh  Israel,  of  all  nations  most  undone  1 
Thy  diadem  displaced,  thy  sceptre  gone : 
Thy  temple,  once  thy  glory,  fiUl'n  and  raz'd, 
And  thou  a  worshipper  e'en  where  thou  may'st ;      SCO" 
The  sorrioes,  once  only  without  spot, 
Mere  shadows  now,  their  ancient  pomp  forgot ; 
Tliy  Levites,  once  a  consecrated  liost, 
No  longer  Levites,  and  their  lineage  lost, 
And  tho^r.  thyself  o*er  ev'ry  country  sown,  26& 

Witli  ik>a9  vu  earth  that  thou  canst  call  thine  own ; 
Cry  aloud,  thou,  that  sittest  in  the  dust, 
Cfj  to  the  proud,  the  cruel,  and  unjust ; 
Knock  at  the  gates  of  nations,  rouse  their  fears ; 
Say  wrath  is  coming,  and  the  storm  appears,  270 

But  raise  the  sliriUest  cry  in  Britisli  ears. 

What  ails  thee,  restless  as  the  waves  that  roar^ 
And  fling  their  ibam  against  thy  chalky  shore  ; 
Mistress,  at  least  while  Providence  sliall  please . 
And  trident-bearing  queen  of  tlio  wide  sea4— r .  27& 

Why,  having  kept  good  faith,  and  often  shown 
Friendship  and  truth  to  others,  find'st  thou  none7 
Thou  that  hast  set  the  persecuted  free, 
None  interposes  now  to  succour  thee. 
Countriod  indebted  to  thy  pow'r,  that  sliine  280 

With  light  derived  from  thee,  would  smc^tlior  tliine ; 
Thy  very  children  watch  for  thy  disgrace — 
A  lawless  brood,  and  curse  tliee  to  thy  face. 
Thy  rulers  load  thy  credit  year  by  year. 
With  sums  Peruvian  mines  could  never  clear ;        285  ' 
As  if,  like  arches  built  with  skilful  hand. 
The  more  'twere  press'd  the  firmer  it  would  stand. 
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The  crj  in  all  thy  ships  is  still  the  same. 
Speed  us  awaj  tp  battle  ajnd  tu  fame. 
Thy  mariners  explore  the  wild  expanse,  800* 

Impatieiit  to  ^Mcry  the  flags  of  France : 
Dvt,  thQiigh  they  %|it  as  thine  have  erer  foqgfat. 
Return  as^am'd  without  the  wreaths  they  sought. 
Thy  senate  is  a  scene  of  civil  jar. 
Chaos  of  contTarieties  at  war  ;  20& 

Where  sharp  and  solid,  phlegmatick  and  light. 
Discordant  atoms  meet,  ferment,  and  fight ; 
Wliere  Obstinacy  takes  hia  sturdy  stand. 
To  disconcert  what  Policy  has  planned  ; 
Where  Policy  is  busied  all  night  long  SOOi 

In  setting  right  what  Faction  has  set  wroqg ; 
Where  flails  of  oratory  thresh  the  floor, 
That  yields  them  chaff  and  dust,  and  nothing  more. 
Thy  rack'd  inhabitants  repine,  complain, 
Tax'd  till  the  brow  of  Labour  sweats  in  vain ;  dO§ 

War  lays  a  burden  on  the  reeling  state, 
J^  peace  does  nothing  to  relieve  the  weight ; 
Successive  loads  succeeding  broils  impose,  * 
And  si|^iing  millinns  prophesy  the  close. 

Is  adverse  Providence,  when  ponder'd  well,  310 

So  dimly  writ,  or  difficult  to  Spell, 
Thou  canst  not  Tead  with  readiness  and  ease 
Providence  adverse  in  events  like  these  ? 
Know,  then,  that  heavenly  wisdom  on  this  ball 
Creates,  gives  birth  to,  guides,  consummates  all ;    HIS 
That  while  laborious  tmd  quick-thoughted  man 
Snufis  up  the  praise  of  what  he  seems  to  plan, 
He  first  conceives,  then  perfects  his  design. 
As  a  mere  instrument  in  hands  divine  : 
Blind  to  the  working  of  that  secret  pow'r,  3^ 

That  balances  tlie  wings  of  ev'ry  hour, 
The  busy  trifler  dreams  himself  alone, 
Frames  many  a  purpose,  and  God  works  his  own. 
States  thrive  or  wither  as  moons  wax  and  wane, 
E*en  as  liis  will  and  his  decrees  ordain  ;  225. 

Vol.  I.  7 
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Whil©  honour,  virtue,  piety,  bear  sway, 
'^Tliey  flourish ;  and  as  these  decline,  decay : 
fh  just  resentment  of  liis  injured  laws. 
Ho  pours  contempt  on  them,  and  on  their  cause  *• 
Strikes  the  rougrh  thread  of  errour  ri^ht  athwart     396 
The  web  of  ev'ry  scheme  they  have  at  lieart } 
Bids  rottenness  invade  and  brin^  to  dust 
The  pillars  of  support,' in  which  they  trust. 
And  do  his  errand  of  disgrace  and  shame 
On  the  chief  strength  and  glory  of  the  Irame.  335 

None  ever  yet  impeded  what  he  wrought. 
None  bars  him  out  from  his  most  secret  thought ; 
Darkness  itself  before  his  eye  is  light, 
And  Hell's  close  mischief  naked  in  his  sight. 

Stand  now  and  judge  thyself^Hast  thou  incurred 
His  anger,  who  can  waste  tliee  with  a  word  >  341 

Who  poises  and  proportions  sea  and  land. 
Weighing  them  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand  : 
And  in  whose  awfiil  sight  all  nations  seem 
As  grasshoppers,  as  dust,  a  drop,  a  dream  ?  34S 

Hast  thou,  (a  sacrilege  his  soul  abhors,) 
Claim'd  all  the  glory  of  thy  prosperous  wars  ? 
Proud  of  thy  fleets  and  armies,  stol'n  the  gem 
Of  his  just  praise,  to  lavish  it  on  them  ? 
Hast  thou  not  learned,  what  thou  art  oflon  told,        350 
A  truth  still  sacred,  and  believed  of  old. 
That  no  success  depends  on  spears  and  swords 
Unblest,  and' that  the  battle  is  the  Lord's? 
That  courage  is  his  creature,  and  dismay 
The  post  that  at  his  bidding  speeds  away,  355 

Ghastly  in  feature,  and  his  stamm'ring  tongue    . 
With  doleful  rumour  and  sad  presage  hung, 
To  quell  the  valour  of  the  stoutest^heart, 
And  teach  the  combatant  a  "woman's  part  ? 
That  he  bids  thousands  fly  where  none  pursue,         300 
Saves  as  he  will  by  many  or  by  few. 
And  claims  for  ever  as  his  royal  right, 
Th'  event  and  sure  decision  of  the  fiorht  ? 


Digitized  by 


Google 


EXPOSTULATION. 
Hast  thou,  tbo'  suckled  at  fair  Freedom** 


75 


Exported  Slav'ij  to  the  conquered  East  f 

PuU'd  doini  the  tjrraau  India,  sonr'd  with  dready        .^ 

And  rais'd  thyself,  a  greater  in  their  stead  ? 

Gone  thither  arm'd  and  hungry,  returned  fully 

Fed  from  the  richest  veins  of  the  Mogul, 

A  despot  big  with  pow'r  obtained  by  wealthy  390 

And  that  obtain'd  by  rapine  and  by  stealth  / 

With  Asiatick  vices  stor'd  thy  mind. 

But  left  their  virtues  and  thine  own  behind  ? 

And  having  truck'd  thy  soul,  brought  home  th«  Aoy 

To  tempt  the  poor  to  sell  himself  to  thee  ?  985 

Hast  thou  by  statute  shov'd  from  its  desiga 
The  Saviour's  feast,  his  own  bless'd  bread  and  wiilt» 
And  made  the  symbols  of  atoning  grace 
An  office-key,  a^  picklock  to  a  place. 
That  infidels  may  prove  thoir  t^  good  989 

By  an  oath  dipp'd  in  sacramental  blood.  ? 
A  blot,  that  will  be  still  a  blot,  in  spite 
Of  all  that  grave  apologists  may  write ; 
And  though  a  bisliop  toil  to  cleanse  the  staiiiy 
He  wipes  and  scours  the  silver  cup  in  vain.  98S 

And  hast  thou  sworn  oo  ev*ry  slight  pretence, 
Till  perjuries  are  common  as  bad  pence. 
While  thousands,  careless  of  the  damning  sin, 
Kiss  the  book's  outside,  who  ne'er  look'd  withia  ? 

Hast  thou,  when  Heav'n  has  cloth'd  thee  with  dii- 
.  grace,  990 

And  long  provok'd,  repaid  thee  to  thy  fiuse, 
(For  thou  hast  known  eclipses^  and  endur'd, 
DimnesA  and  anguish,  all  thy  beams  obscur'd. 
When  sin  has  shed  dishonour  on  thy  brow ; 
And  never  of  a  sabl^r  hue  than  now,)  905 

Hast  tnou  with  heart  perverse  and  conscience  sear*df 
Despising  all  rebuke,  still  persever'd. 
And  having  chosen  evil,  scom'd  the  voice 
That. cried,  Repent ! — and  gloried  in  thy  choiiem  ' 
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Thy  fkBtinga,  when  calamitj  at  last  400 

Suggests  th*  ez|>edient  of  a  yearly  fast, 

What  mean  they  ?  Canst  thou  dream  there  is  a  pfHW't 

In  lighter  diet  at  a  later  honr. 

To  charm  to  sleep  the  threatening  of  tiie  ^t^m, 

And  hide  past  folly  from  all-seeing  eyea  ?  405 

The  fast  that  wins,  deliverancei  and  wtiOpeaAt 

The  stroke  that  a  vindictive  €rod  intends, 

Is  to  renounce  hypocrisy  ;  to  draw 

Thy  life  upon  the  pattern  of  the  law ; 

To  war  with  pleasure,  idoliz*d  before ;  410 

To  vanquish  lust,  and  wear  its  ycke  no  linore. 

All  fasting  else,  whatever  be  the  pretence, 

Is  Irooing  mercy  by  renew'd  offence. 

Hast  thou  ^/nthin  thoe  sin,  that  in  old  time 
Brought  fire  from  Heav'n,  the  sex-abusing  erkae,    415 
Whose  horrid  perpetmtion  stamps  disgrace, 
Baboons  are  free  fh>m,  upon  human  race  ? 
Think  on  the  frmtful  and  well-water*d  spot 
That  fed  the  flocks  and  herds  of  Wealthy  Lot 
Where  Paradise  seem'd  still  Touchsafd  on  earthy     4W 
Burning  and  scoreh'd  into  perpetual  dearth ; 
Or  in  his  words  who  damn*d  the  base  desire, 
Suffring  the  vengeance  of  eternal  fire ; 
Then  Nature  injured,  scandalized,  defiled, 
Unveil*d  her  blushing  cheek,  look'd  on,  and  smil'd ;  495 
Beheld  with  joy  the  lovely  scone  de&c'd. 
And  prais'd  the  wrath  that  laid  her  beauties  waste. 

For  be  the  thought  from  any  verse  of  mine. 
And  farther  still  the  form*d  and  fix'd  design. 
To  thrust  the  charge  of  deeds,  that  I  detest,  430 

Against  an  imiocent  unconscious  breast ; 
The  man  that  dares  traduce,  became  he  can 
With  safety  to  himself,  is  not  a  man  : 
An  individual  is  a  sacred  mark 

Not  to  be  pierc'd  in  play,  or  in  tlio  dark ;  435 

But  pnbHck  censure  speaks  a  publick  foe, 
Unless  a- zeal  for  virtue  guide  tho  l)low. 
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The  priestly  brotherhood,  devout,  sincerei 
From  mean  self-int'rest  and  ambition  clear, 
Their  hope  in  Heav'n,  servility  their  8Coni»  440 

Prompt  to  persuade,  expostulate,  and  warn, 
Their  wisdom  pure,  and  giv*n  them  from  aboT0y 
Their  usefulness  ensur'd  by  zeal  and  love, 
As  meek  as  the  man  Moses,  and  withal 
As  bold  as,  in  Agrippa's  presence,  Paul,  40 

Should  fly  the  world's  contaminating  tonch, 
Holy  and  unpolluted  ;— -are  thine  such  ? 
Except  a  few  with  Eli's  spirit  bless'd, 
Hoplmi  and  Phineas  may  describe  the  rest. 

Where  shall  &  teacher  look,  in  days  like  these,     450 
For  ears  and  hearts  that  he  can  hope  to  please  ? 
Look  to  the  poor — the  simple  and  the  plain 
Will  hear  perhaps  thy  salutary  strain ; 
Humility  is  gentle,  apt  to  learn. 
Speak  but  the  word,  will  listen  and  return,  456 

Alas,  not  so  !->-the  poorest  of  the  flock 
•Are  proud,  and  set  their  faces  as  a  rock  'f 
Denied  thaUearthly  opulence  they  choose, 
God's  better  gill  they  scofi'at  and  refuse. 
The  rich,  the  produce  of  a  nobler  stem,  400 

Are  more  intelligent  at  least — ^try  thom. 
Oh,  vain  inquiry  I  they,  without  remorse, 
Are  altogether  gone  a  devious  course ; 
Where  beck'ning  Pleasure  leads  them,  wildly  stray. 
Have  burst  the  bands,  and  cast  the  yoke  away.       405 

Now  borne  upon  the  wings  of  truth  sublime^ 
Review  thy  dim  original  and  prime. 
This  island,  spot  of  unreclaira'd  rude  earth. 
The  cradle  that  received  thee  at  thy  birth, 
Was  rock'd  by  many  a  rough  Norwegian  blast,        490 
And  Danish  bowlings  scar'd  thee  as  they  pass*d  ; 
For  thou  wast  born  amid  the  din  of  arms, 
And  suck'd  a  breast  that  panted  with  alarms. 
While  y^t  thcJU  wast  a  grov'ling  puling  chit. 
Thy  hones  not  fashion'd,  and  thy  joints  not  knit,     475 
"7* 
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The  Romui  taught  thy  stubborn  knee  to  bow. 
Though  twice  a  Cdssar  could  not  bend  ihe6  tarn : 
His  victory  was  of  that  orient  light, 
When  the  sun's  diafls  disperse  the  gloom  of  nigbt. 
Thy  language  at  tUs  distant  moment  shows  460 

How  much  the  country  to  the  conqueror  owes ; 
Expressive,  energetick,  and  refm'd, 
It  sparkles  with  the  gems  he  lefl  behiiid  *. 
He  brought  thy  land  a  blessing  when  he  came ; 
He  found  thee  savage,  and  he  left  thee  tame  ;         486 
Taught  thee  to  dothe  thy  pink'd  and  painted  hide, 
And  grace  thy  (igure  with  a  solcBer's  pride  ; 
He  8ow*d  the  seeds  of  order  where  he  went, 
Improved  thee  fkr  beyond  his  own  intent, 
And|  while  he  rul*d  thee  by  the  sword  alono,  490 

Made  thee  at  last  a  warriour  like  his  own. 
Religion,  if  in  heavenly  truths  attir*d, 
Needs  only  to  be  seen  to  be  admir'd ; 
But  thine,  as  dark  as  witch'ries  of  the  night, 
Was  form'd  to  harden  hearts  and  shock  the  sigitt ;  4^ 
Thy  Druids  struck  the  well-hung  harps  th^  boiNi 
With  fingers  deeply  dyed  in  human  gore ; 
And  while  the  victim  slowly  Med  to  deiith. 
Upon  the  rolling  chordd  rung  out  his  dying  breaith. 
Who  brought  the  lamp,  that  witb  awaking  bearoi 
Dispelled  thy  gloom,  and  broke  away  thy  dreims,    Slb\ 
Tradition,  now  decrepit  and  worn  out, 
Babbler  of  ancient  fables,  leaves  a  doubt 
But  stiH  light  reached  thee ;  and  those  ^ods  of  thine, 
Woden  and  Thor,  each  tottering  in  his  shriM,         GCRS 
Fell,  broken  and  defkc*d  at  his  own  doot, 
As  Dogon  in  Philistia  long  before. 
But  Rome  Wift  sorceries  and  magick  wand 
Soon  rois'd  a  cloud,  that  darkened  ev*ry  hmd ; 
And  thine  was  smotherM  in  the  stench  and  fog        BUO 
Of  Tiber's  marshes  and  the  papal  bog. 
Then  priests  with  bulls,  and  briefs,  and  shaven  crowni^ 
And  griping  fets,  and  unrelenting  firowns, 
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Levies  4nd  delegates  with  pow'rs  from  Hdli 
Though  heavenly  in  pretension,  fleecM  thee  well ;  515 
And  to  this  hour,  to  keep  it  fresh  in  mind, 
Some  twigs  of  that  old  scourge  are  led  behind* 
Thj  soldiery,  the  pope's  well-manag*d  pack. 
Were  train'd  beneath  his  lash,  and  knew  the  smack, 
And  when  h^  laid  them  on  the  scent  of  blood,  S90 

Would  hunt  a  Saracen  through  fire  and  flood. 
Lavish  6f  life,  to  win  an  empty  tomb. 
That  proved  a  mint  of  wealth,  a  min^  fo  Rome, 
They  left  their  bones  beneath  unfriendly  skies, 
His  worthless  absolution  oXi  the  prize.  525 

Thou  wast  the  veriest  slave  in  days  of  yore, 
Tfiat  ever  dragg'd  a  chain  or  tugg'd  an  oar ; 
Thy  monarchs  arbitrary,  fierce,  unjust, 
Themselves  the  slaves  of  bigotry  or  lust, 
Disdained  thy  counsels,  only  in  distress  590 

Found  thee  a  goodly  spunge  for  Power  to  pr^M. 
Thy  chiefs,  the  lords  of  many  a  petty  fee, 
Provok'd  and  harassed,  in  return  plaguM  thee  ; 
Call'd  thee  away  from  peaceable  employ, 
Domestick  happiness  and  xural  joy,  535 

To  waste  thy  life  in  arms,  or  lay  it  down 
In  causeless  feuds  and  bickerings  of  their  own. 
Thy  parliaments  adored  on  bended  knees 
The  8ov*reignty  they  Were  convened  to  please ; 
Whate'er  was  ask'd,  too  timid  to  resist,  540 

Complied  with,  and  were  graciously  dismissed ; 
And  if  some  Spartan  soul  a  doubt  cxpress'd, 
And  blushing  at  the  tameness  of  the  resi, 
Dar*d  to  suppose  the  subject  had  a  choibe, 
He  was  a  traitor  by  the  general  voice.  515 

O  slave !  with  powers  thou  didst  hot  dare  exert, 
Verso  cannot  stoop  so  low  as  thy  desert ; 
Tt  shakes  the  sides  of  splenetick  Disdain, 
Thou  stjlf-entitled  ruler  of  the  main, 
To  trace  thee  to  the  date  when  yon  fair  sea,  650 

Tljat  clips  thy  shores,  had  no  such  cliarms  for  thee ; 
*  Which  may  be  found  aU>octor8'  Commoiis. 
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When  other  nations  flew  from  coast  to  coast, 
And  thou  hadst  neitlicr  fleet  nor  flag  to  boast. 

Kneel  now,  and  lay  thy  forehead  in  the  dust ; 
Blush  if  thou  canst ;  not  pctrifled,  thou  must ;         555 
Act  but  an  honest  and  a  faithful  part ; 
Compare  what  then  thou  wast  with  what  thou  ait ; 
And  God's  disposing  providence  confessed, ' 
Obduracy  itself  must  yield  tlie  rest — 
Then  thou  art  bound  to  serve  him»  and  to  prorei      50d 
Hour  after  hour,  thy  gratitude  and  love. 

Has  he  not  hid  tiiee,  and  thy  favoured  land, 
For  ages  safe  beneath' his  shelter in^  hand  : 
Giv'n  thee  his  blessing  on  the  clearest  proof, 
Bid  nations  leagu'd  against  thee  stand  aloof,  .  565 

And  charged  Hostility  and  Hate  to  roar. 
Where  else  they  would,  but  not  upon  tliy  shore  ? 
His  power  secur'd  thee  when  presumptuous  Spain 
Baptiz'd  her  fleet  invincible  in  vain ; 
Her  gloomy  monarch,  doubtful  and  resign'd  570 

To  ev'ry  pang  that  racks  an  anxious  mind, 
Ask'd  of  the  waves  that  broke  upon  his  coast, 
What  tidings  ?  and  the  surge  replied — All  lost ! 
And  when  the  Stuart,  leaning  on  the  Scot, 
Then  too  much  fear'd  and  now  too  much  forgot,      575 
Pierc'd  to  the  very  centre  of  the  realm. 
And  hopM  to  seize  his  abdicated  helm, 
*Twa8  but  to  prove  how  quickly  with  a  frown, 
He  that  had  rais'd  thee  could  have  pluck'd  thee  down. 
Peculiar  is  the  grace  by  thee  possessed,  580 

Thy  foes  implacable,  thy  land  at  rest ; 
Thy  thunders  travel  over  earth  and  seas. 
And  all  at  home  is  pleasure,  wealth,  and  ease. 
*Ti3  thus,  extending  his  tempestuous  arm, 
Thy  Maker  Alls  the  nations  with  alarm,  586 

While  his  own  Heav'n  surveys  the  troubled  seen*, 
And  feels  no  change,  unshaken  and  serene. 
Freedom,  in  other  lands  scarce  known  to  shine, 
Pours  out  a  flood  of  splendour  upon  thine  ; 
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Thou  hast  Bs  bright  aii  intVest  in  her  tayi,  500 

As  ever  Roman  bad  in  Rome's  best  days. 
True  fVeedotn  is  where  lio  restraint  is  known, 
That  Scripture  Justice,  and  good  sense  disown  ; 
Where  onlj  vice  and  injtiry  are  tied, 
And  all  from  ^ore  to  shore  is  free  beside.  G05 

Bach  freedom  is — and  Windsor's  hoary  tow*ri 
Stood  trenARngr  at  the  boldness  of  thy  pow'ri. 
That  won  a  nymph  on  that  immortal  plain^ 
Like  her  the  fabled  Phoebus  woo'd  in  vain  ; 
He  found  the  laurel  only — happier  you,  OOO 

Th'  unfadin^f  laurel  and  the  virgin  too  !* 

Now  think,  (if  pleasure  have  a  thought  to  tpktB  , 
If  God  himself  be  not  beneath  her  care  ; 
If  business,  constant  as  the  wheels  of  time. 
Can  pamse  an  hour  to  read  a  serious  rhyme  ;     *      O06 
If  the  new  mail  thy  merchants  now  receive, 
Or  expectation  of  the  next  give  leave,) 
O  think,  if  cliargeable  with  deep  arrears 
For  such  indulgence  gilding  aQ  thy  years. 
How  much,  tliough  long  neglected,  shining  yet,      610 
The  beams  of  heavenly  truth  have  swcird  the  debt. 
When  persecuting  Teal  made  royal  sport 
With  tortur'd  innocence  in  Mary's  court, 
And  Bonner,  blithe  as  shepherd  at  a  wake, 
Knjoy'd  the  show,  and  danc*d  about  the  stake ;        615 
The  sacred  book,  its  value  understood. 
Received  the  seal  of  martyrdom  in  blood. 
Those  holy  men,  so  full  of  truth  and  grace, 
Seem  to  reflection  of  a  difibront  race  ; 
Meek,  modest,  venerable,  wise,  sincere,  690 

In  such  a  cause  they  coidd  not  dare  to  f^ar  ; 
They  could  not  purchase  earth  with  such  a  pHxe, 
Or  spare  a  life  too  short  to  teach  the  skiOM. 

*  Alluding  to  the  grant  of  M^na  Charta,  which  wtfs  ex- 
torted from  Kiilg  John  by  the  barons  at  Runnymed^  neat 
Windsor. 
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From  them  to  thee  conveyed  along  the  tide. 

Their  streaming  hearts  (M)ur'd  freely,  when  thay  died; 

Thoso  trutlis,  which  neither  use  nor  years  impoiri  G3B 

Invite  thee,  woo  thee,  to  the  bliss  they  share. 

What  dotage  will  not  vanity  maintain  ? 

What  web  too  weak  to  catch  a  modem  brain  ?    * 

The  moles  and  bats  in  full  assembly  find  630 

On  special  search,  the  keen-ey'd  eagle  blind. 

And  did  they  dream,  and  art  thou  wiser  now  ? 

Prove  it — ^if  better,  I  submit  and  bow. 

Wisdom  and  goodness  are  twin-bom,  one  h«ast 

Must  hold  both  sisters,  never  seen  apart.  636 

So  then — as  darkness  overspread  the  deep. 

Ere  Nature  rose  from  her  eternal  sleep, 

And  this  delightful  earth,  and  that  fair  sky, 

Leap'd  jout  of  notliing,  call'd  by  the  Most  HigJi ; 

By  such  a  change  thy  darkness  is  made  light,  640 

Thy  chaos  order,  and  thy  weakness  migh^ ; 

And  He  whose  pow'r  mere  nullity  obeys, 

Who  found  thee  nothmg,  form'd  thee  for  his  praise. 

To  praise  him  is  to  serve  him,  and  fulfil. 

Doing  and  suflTring,  his  unquestion'd  will }  645 

'Tis  to  believe  what  men  inspired  of  old. 

Faithful,  and  faithfully  informed,  unfold ; 

Candid  and  just,  with  no  false  aim  in  view, 

To  take  for  tmth  what  cannot  but  bo  true  ; 

To  learn  in  God's  own  school  the  Christian  part,    660 

And  bind  the  task  assigned  thee  to  thine  heart : 

Happy  the  man  there  seeking  and  there  found, 

Happy  the  nation  where  such  men  abound. 

How  shall  a  verse  impresstlioe  ?  by  what  namo 
Shall  I  adjure  Ihee  not  to  court  thy  shame  ?  655 

By  theirs,  whose  bright  example  unimpeach'd, 
Directs  thee  to  that  eminence  they  reached, 
Heroes  and  wortliies  of  days  past,  thy  sires  ? 
Or  his,  who  touch'd  their  hearts  with  hallow'd  firef  ? 
Their  names,  alas !  in  vain  reproach  un  age,  660 

Whom  all  the  vanities  they  scorn'd  engage ; 
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And  His,  that  lerapli's  trembled  at,  is  hung 
Disgraceful]/  on  ov'ry  trifler's  tongue, 
Or  serves  the  champion  in  forensick  war 
To  flourish  and  parade  with  at  the  bar.  06& 

Pleasure  herself  perhaps  sugrgests  a  plea, 
If  interest  move  thee,  to  persuade  e*en  thee  ; 
By  ev'ry  charm,  that  smiles  upon  hor  face, 
Ry  joys  possessed,  and  joys  still  held  in  chase, 
If  dear  society  bo  worth  a  thought,  C70 

And  if  the  feast  of  freedom  cloy  thee  not. 
Reflect  that  tliese,  and  all  that  seem  thine  own, 
Held  by  the  tenure  of  his  will  alone. 
Like  angels  in  the  service  of  their  Lord, 
Remain  with  thee,  or  leave  thee  at  his  word ,  675 

That  gratitude  and  temperance  in  our  use 
Of  what  he  gives,  unsparing,  and  profuse 
Secure  the  favour, 'and  enhance  the  joy. 
That  thanklesr  waste  and  wild  abuse  destroy. 
But,  above  all,  reflect,  how  cheap  soe'er  689 

Those  rights  that  millions  envy  thee  appear, 
And  though  resolved  to  risk  thom,  and  swim  down 
The  tide  of  pleasure,  heedless  of  his  frown. 
That  blessings  truly  sacred,  and  when  giv'n, 
Mark'd  with  the  signature  and  stamp  of  HeaT*n,    C85 
The  word  of  prophecy,,  those  truths  divine, 
Which  make  that  Heav'n,  if  thou  desire  it,  thine. 
Awful  alternative !  believed,  belov'd, 
(Thy  glory,  and  thy  shame  if  unimproved,) 
Are  never  bng  rouchsafd,  if  push'd  aside  GOO 

With  cold  disgust,  or  philosophick  pride ; 
And  that  judicially  withdrawn,  disgrace, 
IL'Tour,  and  darkness,  occupy  their  place. 
A  world  is  up  in  arms,  and  thou,  a  spot 
Not  quickly  found  if  negligently  sought,  C95 

Thy  sou]  as  ample  as  thy  bounds  are  small, 
Endur'st  the  brunt,  end  dar'st  defy  thom  all 
And  wilt  thou  join  to  this  bold  enterprise, 
A  bolder  still,  a  contest  with  the  skies ' 
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Remember,  if  He  guard  tJiee  and  secure,  700 

Whoe'er  assails  thee,  thy  success  is  sure  ; 
But  if  He  leave  thee,  though  the  skill  and  pow*r 
Of  nations  sworn  to  spoil  thee  and  devour, 
Were  all  collected  in  thy  single  arm, 
And  thou  could'st  laugli  away  the  fear  of  harm,       706 
That  strength  would  fail,  opposed  against  the  push 
And  feeble  onset  of  a  pigmy  rush. 
Say  not,  (and  if  the  thought  of  such  defence 
Should  spring  within  thy  bosom,  drive  it  thence,) 
What  nation  amongst  all  my  foes  is  free  710 

From  crimes  as  base  as  any  charged  on  ir.e  ? 
Their  measure  fill'd,  they  too  shall  pay  the  debt. 
Which  God,  though  long  forborne,  wiU  not  forget. 
But  know  that  wrath  divine,  when  most  severe. 
Makes  justice  still  the  guide  of  his  career,  715 

And  will  not  punish,  in  one  mingled  crowd. 
Them  without  light,  and  thee  without  a  cloud. 
Muse,  hang  this  Uarp  updn  yon  aged  beech. 
Still  murmuring  with  the  solemn  truths  I  teach ; 
And  while  at  intervals  a  cold  blast  sings  720 

Through  the  dry  leaves  and  pants  upon  the  strmgs, 
My  soul  shall  sigh  in  secret,  and  lament 
A  nation  scourg'd,  yet  tardy  to  repent. 
I  know  the  warning  song  is  sung  in  vain ; 
That  few  will  hear,  and  fewer  heed  tlie  strain  ;        725 
But  if  a  sweeter  voice,  and  one  design 'd 
A  blessing  to  my  country  and  mankind, 
{Reclaim  the  wand 'ring  thousands,  and  bring  home 
A  (lock  so  scatter'd  and  so  wont  to  roam. 
Then  place  it  once  again  between  my  knees  ;  730 

The  sound  of  truth  will  then  be  sure  to  please  : 
And  truth  alone,  where'er  my  life  be  cast, 
In  scenes  of  plenty,  or  the  puiing  %i;^ste, 
Shall  be  my  chosen  theme,  my  glory  to  the  last. 
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rttsr,  ei  Mcim  oitea  pandas. 

A'^iKO.  fin.  6. 

ASK  what  is  iMiman  Hfb-^e  i(igfe-fo|»lie8^ 
^H^}^  disappointment  lotr'iifii^  In  hi«  «}«M, 
A  painful  passa^  o>r  a  t^Mltm  Hood ; 
A  vain  pnrstiH  of  iugithw  fldse  ^ood ; 
A  scene  of  fancied  bins  ttai  be&it-Mt  ewe,  ft 

Closing  at  kM  in  daticnesB  tatd  despair. 
The  poor^  inur'd  to  ditidg*ty  and  dkitress, 
Aet  without  aim,  think  little,  and  fi»el  lets, 
And  lib  whftire,  UjA  in  teign'd  Arcadian  scenM, 
Taste  liafpiiiosSy  or  know  what  pleasiire  means.         It 
Riebeii  «re  passed  away  frMn  hind  to  hand, 
As  fbttntie)  vke,  or  ^ly  may  oommand  ;^ 
A^  in  a  dance,  the  pair  that  tldse  the  lead 
Turn  dowiiw«rd,  and  the  lowest  pair  snoeeed^ 
So  shilling  and  so  Tarious  is  the  plan,  0 

By  wlieh  Hoav*n  rules  the  mix'd  aflkirs  of  man ; 
Vicissitude  wheels  round  the  motley  crowd, 
fhe  rich  grAw  poor,  the  poor  become  puise- proud  ; 
Business  is^tabour,  and  man's  weakness  soch^ 
Pleasure  is  labour  too,  ahd  tires  as  much.  5N 

The  very  seiae  of  it  ^egoes  its  iMe, 
Of  rape^fiotl  pail*d,  by  age  obtuse, 
fouth  lost  in  dissipation,  we  deplore, 
Through  life*s  sad  remnant,  what  no  siglui  restore  ; 

Vot.  I.  8 


Digitized  by 


Google 


86  HOPE. 

Our  years  a  fruitless  race  without  a  prize,  85 

Too  many,  yet  too  few  to  make  us  wise. 

Dan^riing  his  cano  about,  and  taking  snuff, 
Lothario  cries,  What  philosophick  stiifF— 
O  querulous  aiid  weak  ! — ^whose  useless  brain 
Once  thought  of  nothing,  and  now  thinks  in  vain;    30 
Whose  eye  reverted  weeps  o^r  aU  the  past, 
Whose  prospect  shows  thee  a  disheartening  waste : 
Would  age  in  thee  resign  his  wintry  reign, 
And  youth  invigorate  thaifhune  again. 
Renew 'd  desire  would  grof  e  with  other  speech  35 

Joys  always  priz'd,  when  placM  within  our  reach. 

For,  lift  thy  palsied  head,  shake  off  the  gloom 
That  overhangs  the  borders  of  thy  tomb. 
See  Nature  gay  as  when  tHae  first  begaji,. 
With  smiles  aUvring  her  admirer  man ;  4ft 

She  spreads  the  morning  over  eastern  hills. 
Earth  glitters  with  the  drops  the  night  distils ; 
The  sun,  obedient  at  lier  call,  appears, 
To  fling  his  glories  o'er  tbe  robe  Ae  wears ; 
Banks  cloth'd  with  -floWrs,  groves  fiU'd  with  sprightly 
mmnds,  45 

The  yellow  tilths  green  meads,  roeks^  lisiog  gpovaddy 
Streams  edg'd  with  osiers,  fattening  ev>y  fiold,   ^ 
Where'er  they  flow,  now  seen,  asnd  now  <fenoea]*d  ;, 
From  the  blue  rim,  where  skies  and  mountains  meeti 
Down  to  the  very  turf  beneath  thy  feet,  50 

Ten  thousand  charms,  that  oiiVy  fools  ddspisdy 
Or  Pride  can  look  at  with  indiff'rent  eyes, 
AH  speak  one  language,  all  with  otie  sweet  Voiee 
Cry  to  her  universal  realm.  Rejoice  ! 
Man  feels  the  spur  of  pateions  and  desires ;  59 

And  she  gives  largely  oftore  than  he  requiries  $ 
Not  that  his  hours  devoted  all  to  Care, 
Hollow-ey'd  Abstuieiice,  and  lean  E^spair, 
The  wretch  may  piney  while  to  his  smeU,  taste^  «giit» 
She  holds  a  paradise  of  lich  delight ;  69 
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But  ^ntly  to  rebnln  his  swkward  latr, 

To  prove  tli&t  what  she  fives,  she  j^ves  ihir  stt> 

To  banish  hesitation,  and  proolaim 

His  happiness,  her  dear,  Iter  onlj  aim. 

Tis  grave  philosopbj's  slMOtdest  dream^  •  GSf 

That  Heaven's  anteiktioiis  are  not  what  they  gewu 

That  lonly  shadows  are  dispensed  below, 

And  earth  has  no  reality  bat  wo. 

Thus  things  tierrestrial  wear  a  different  h«e| 
As  youth  or  age  persuades ;  and  neither  tnM^  10 

So  Flora's  wventh  through  polour'd  crystal  wmn. 
The  rose  or  lily  appears  blue  or  green. 
But  still  th*  isaputed  tints  are  those  alone 
The  medium  r^nresents^  and  not  their  own* 

To  rise  at  nooBy  sit  slipshod  and  »iidress*d,  W 

To  read  the  news  or  fiddle  as  seems  best, 
Till  half  the  world  eenies  rattling  at  im  door, 
To  fill  the  duU  vaeuityr  till  four  ; 
And,  just  when  ev'aing  turns  the  bhiS'  vaalt  gray^ 
To  spend  two  hours  in  dressing  for  the  day :  80 

To  make  the  Sun  a  bauble  without  use. 
Save  for  the  fruits  his  heav'nly  beams  pvodnce: 
Quite  to  forget,  or  deem  it  worth  no  thought, 
Who  bids  him  shine,  or  if  he  shine  or  not ; 
Through  mere  necessity  to  close  his  eyes  85 

Just  when  the  larks  and  when  the  shepheids  riM  ^ 
la  such  a  life,  so  tndioasly  the  same, 
So  void  of  all  utility  or  aim, 
That  poor  Jon^vU,  with  ahnost  ew'rj  breati^ 
Sighn  for  bis  exit,  vulgarly  eall'd  deaths  00 

For  he,  with  all  his  foUies,  has  a  mind 
Mot  ye'c  so  blank,  or  fashiunsUy  bhnd, 
But  now  and  then  perhaps  a  ftebKi  ray 
Of  distant  wisdom  shoots  across  his  way ; 
By  which  he  reads,  thft  hfi}  wkho-jt  a  plan,  80 

As  useless  as  the  moment  it  began, 
Serves  merely  as  a  soil  for  discontent 
To  thrive  in  ;  an  incumbrance  ere  hslf  spent. 
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O  weariness  beyond  what  funet  i^^l. 

That  trMd  Om  otneuit  of  tbe  cistom  wbfitl^  ICA 

A  dull  rotation,  never  atastaj, 

Yesterday's  face  twin  image  txfto^y ; 

While  conversation,  an  exhaiMked  stock, 

6rowai}roiW«y.B8  the  tikkmg  flrf  a  olotji. 

N6  need  he  criee,  of  gravity  stvA^d  oat  '  KB 

With  academick  dignity  4ew«mit 

To  read  w»Q  loGfeures^  vuuty  the  toact ; 

Proclaim  the  reaaedy,  ye  learned,  neaet ; 

For  tmth  lei^Avident,  with  pi^ii^  iflnpnu^d^ 

Is  vanity  surpassiiig  all  tiie  root.'  IM 

That  remedy,  not  hic^in  dee^^  profemd, 
Tet  seldom  aought  where  ob^  Us  be  fimnd, 
While  passion  turns  atide  from  its  due  eoopn 
Th'  inquirer's  aim,  tbat  remedy  is  hope. 
Life  is  his  gilt,  firtmi  whom  whale'er  life  noedi^        115 
With  ev'ry  good  and  perfi^et  gift  preoeeds ; 
Bestow^  on  man,  Uke  all  that  we  partake, 
lUsyally ,  freely,  for  his  bounty's  sake ; 
Transient  indeed,  as  is  the  Aseting  hom% 
And  yet  the  seed  of  an  Immortal  flow*r ;  19(^ 

Design'd  in  honour  of  his  endless  love^ 
To  fill  vrith  fragenoe  liis  abode  above ; 
No  trifle,  howsoever  short  it  seem, 
Andiiowsodw  shadowy,  no  dream ; 
Its  value  what  no  thought  oan  aaoertai%  £0k 

Nur  all  an  angeVs  eloquence  explain. 
Men  deal  with  h&  bb  ehildren  with  thou*  play^ 
Who  first  misuse,  then  oast  thehr  tojrs  away  y 
Live  to  no  sober  purpose,  and  o^mtend  * 

That  their  Creator  had  no  serious  end.  13(1 

When  God  and  man  stand  opposite  in  view, 
Man*8  disappointment  must  of  course  ensue. 
Hie  just  (Creator  condescends  tq  write. 
In  beams  of  inextinguishable  light, 
His  names  of  wisdom,  goodness,  pow*r,  and  love,      ISf 
On  all  that  blooms  beknv,  or  shiiies  above  ; 


-*L.tlpPJ^II 


Digitized  by 


Google 


HOPE.  'm 

To  catch  the  wand*ring  notice  of  aMmkuid, 
And  te&^h  the  world,  if  not  penreraelj  Llindi 
His  gracious  attribntes,  and  prove  the  ehare 
His  offspring  bold  in  his  paternal  otfe.     *  145 

If,  led  fVom  earthly  things  to  things  divin*. 
His  creature  thwart  not  his  august  design, 
Then  praise  is  heard  instead  of  reasoning  ptido^ 
And  captious  cavil  and  eomplaint  subside.    ■ 
Nature  employ'd  in  her  a&otted  plaee,  145 

Is  handmaid  to  the  purposes  of  Grace ; 
By  good  TouchsaPd  makes  Inown  soperiour  gotd. 
And  bliss  not  seen  by  blessings  underaleod : 
That  bliss,  revealed  in  Scriptnre,  with  a  glow 
Bright  as  the  corenant- ensuring  bow,  160 

Fires  all  liis  feelings  with  a  noble  seora 
Of  sensual  evil,  and  thus  hope  w  hem. 
Hope^ts  the  stamp  of  vanity  on  all 
That  men  have^eem'd  substantia]  since  the  fiiU ; 
Yet  has  the  wondrcms  virtue  to  educe  155 

From  emptiness  itself  a  real  use ; 
And  while  she  takes,  as  at  a  fiither^s  hand,  ' 
What  health  and  sober  appetke  demand, 
From  &ding  good  derives,  with  ohemick  art. 
That  lasting  happiness,  a  thankAd  heart.  KSO 

Hope  with  upUfied  loot,  set  free  from  earth, 
Pants  for  the  place  of  her  ethereal  birth, 
On  steady  wings  sails  thioogh  the  immense  abyWy 
Plucks  amaranthine  joys  from  bowers  of  bliss, 
And  crowns  the  soul,  while  yet  a  raoomer  here       16S 
With  wreaths  like  those  triumphant  spirits  weai. 
Hope,  as  an  anchor  firm  and  sure,  holds  iut 
^he  Christian  vessel,^  and  defies  the  blast* 
Hope  !  nothing  else  can  noururfi  and  secure 
His  new-born  virtues,  and  preserve  him  pure.  17B 

Hope !  let  the  wretch,  once  ooascipos  ef  the  joy, 
Whum  now  despairing  agonies  destroy. 
Speak,  for  lie  can,  and  none  so  well  as  he, 
Wiiat  treostiros  centre,  what  ^ielights  ia  thea 
8* 
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Had  he  tho  gems,  tha  vpices,  «nd  tind  Ismd,  17^ 

That  boasts  the  tiieftmire,:all  at  his  commaod ; 
I'he  fragrant  gf evie,  th'  iBestuuable  mme,         * 
Were  li^ht,  when  weigh'd  a^jraipst  ime  smile  of  thine. 

Though  c]^flp>*d  ftnfd  ^atUed  in  his  curse's  arins. 
He  shines  with  all  a  eherub's  ^tless  chamuu  ISO 

Man  is  tha  genuine  o&piring  ofrGYolt, 
Stubborn  i^d  stuidy  as  «  wild  a^s'  colt ; 
His  passions,  like  tho  wat'ry  stores  that  sleeip 
Beneath  the  smiling  surface  of  th<e  deej). 
Wait  but  the  lashes  of  a  wintry  storm,  185 

To  frown,  and  roair,  and  ahak»  his  feeble  form. 
From  infancy  through  childhood's  giddy  Vfut^^ 
SVoward  at  school,  and  fretful  in  his  pla^. 
The  puny  tyrant  burns  to  subjugate 
The  free  republick  of  the  wh4pgf|r  state.  190 

If  one,  his  equal  in  athletiok  fcaroe. 
Or,  more  prQwkiQg  9tm,  of  nobler  name^ 
Dare  step  across  bis  arbitrary  views. 
An  Iliad,  only  not  in  verse,  ensues ; 
The  little  Greeks  look  trembliug  a.t  the  ^calc^,        Id^ 
Till  the  best  tongue^  <Mr  heaviest  J^nd  prevails. 

Now  see  him  launch'd  is^o  the  world  at  large  ', 
F  priest,  supine^  dffoaiog  o'«r  his  cha];gi^, 
Their  fleece  his  pillow,  and  his  weekly  draw^ 
Though  short,  too  long,  the  price  he  ,pi^s  for  alL    iSOO 
If  lawyer,  loud  whatever  cause  he  plead,  ^ 
But  proudest  of  the  worst,  if  that  succeed* 
Ferhnps  A  grave  physician,  gathering  fees, 
Punctually  paid  ftur  lengthening  out  disease; 
No  Cottony  whose  humanity  sheds  rays  205 

That  make  superiour  skill  his  second  praise.  ^ 

If  arms  engage  him,  he  devotes  to  sport 
His  date  of  life,  so  likely  to  be  short ; 
A  soldier  may  be  any  thing,  if  brave. 
So  may  a  tf  adosman,  if  not  quite  a  knave.  210 

Such  stuiT  the  world  is  made  of:  and  mankind 
To  passion,  interest,  pleasure,  whim,  resigned, 
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fiitiit  on,  as  if  eteh  fiare  his  own  p^^pe, 
Porgivene&s,  and  tlie  prhrilege  of  hope. 
But  Ck>n8ci6Bcey  in  togie  aw^,  silent  hoar,  216 

When  eaptivBtia|r  Uutfi  Jiave  lost  their  pow'r, 
Perhaps  when  ikkness,  or  somo  fearful  dreamy 
Reminds  him  of  religion,  hated  theme  ! 
Starts  from  (he  down,  en  which  she  lately  slept. 
And  tells  of  laws  4^ipis*d,  A^  lent  not  kept :  390 

Shows  with  -a.  pointing  finger,  bat  no  noise, 
A  pale  procession  of  past  i»nfal  iofM, 
AH  witnesses  of  blessings  IbiiUj  scom'd, 
And  life  abns'di  and  not  to  be  subom'd. 
Mark  these,  she  says  ;  Uiese  svDnmon'd  fimm  afiir,  Q8S 
Begin  their  nveh  to  meet  thee  at  the  bar ; 
There  find  a  ju^e'inezcMbly  jost. 
And  perish  there,  as  all  presumption  most. 

Peace  be  to  those,  (siu>h  peace  as  «artb  on  gi^o^) 
Who  lire  in  pleasure,  dead  e'en  while  they  Ivre  j     2$^ 
Bom,  capable,  indeed,  ef  hea^'nly  touth  ; 
But  down  to  latest  age,  ftom  eaiiiest  youth, 
Their  mind  a  wildsnieis  threogk  want  of  care. 
The  plough  of  wisdom  nerer  ent'ring  there. 
Peace,  (if  insensibility  may  elaira  236 

A  right  to  the  meek  honouxs  of  ^lernasM^ 
To  men  of  pedigree,  tfanr  noble  face. 
Emulous  always  of  the  nearest  pWee 
To  any  throne,  except  the  thfone  of <€kt»ce. 
Let  cottacrers  and. unenlightened  swaiiis  240 

Ro vera  the  laws  they  dfeam*d  that  Heay'n  ordm*/ 
Resort  on  Smidays  to  the  house  o£  pray'r, 
And  ask,  and  fancy  ^ey  find  blessings  thofe. 
.  Themselves,  perhaps,  when  weary  they  retceat 
T*  enjoy  cool  nature  in  a  country  seat,  24$ 

T*  exchange  the  centre  c^a  thousand  trades, 
For  clumps,  and  lawns,  and  temples,  and  eascadet, 
May  now  and  then  thefr  vehrot  cushions  take , 
And  seem  to  pray,  fer  good  example  sidra; 
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Jndgingf  m  charity,  no  doubt,  the  town  250 

Pious  enough,  and  having  need  of  none. 
Kind  souls !  to-tear.h  their  tenantry  to  prise 
What  they  themselves,  without  remorse  despise : 
Nor  hope  have  they,  nor  fear  of  aught  to  come, 
As  well  for  them  had  prophecy  been  dumb ;  fi5S 

They  could  have  held  the  conduct  they  pursue. 
Had  Paul  of  Tarsus  livM  and  died  a  Jew ; 
And  truth,  proposM  to  reas'ners'wise  as  they. 
Is  a  pearl  cast — completely  cast  away. 
They  die— Death  lends  them,  pleased,  and  o  ia 

sport,  960 

All  the  grim  honours  of  his  ghastly  omirt. 
Far  other  paintings  grace  the  ehaniber  new. 
Where  late  we  saw  the  mimick  landscape  glow : 
The  busy  heralds  rang  the  sable  scene 
With  mournful  scutcheons,  and  dim  lamps  1 
Proclaim  their  titles  to  the  crowd  around, 
But  they  that  wore  them  move  not  at  the  soond; 
The  coronet  plac*d  higfhly  at  their  head. 
Adds  nothing  now  to  the  degraded  dead  ; 
And  e'en  the  star,  that  glitters  on  the  Iner, 
Can  only  say — ^Nobility  lies  here. 
Peace  to  all  8neh-**twere  pity  to  offend, 
By  useless  censure,  whom  we  cannot  mend ; 
Life  without  hope  can  close  but  in  despair, 
'Twas  there  we  found  them,  and  must  le«fe  tlMin 

there.  875 

As  when  two  pilgrims  in  a  forest  stray, 
Both  may  be  lost,  yet  each  in  his  own  ws^  ; 
So  fares  it  with  the  multitudes  begml'd 
In  vain  Opinion's  waste  and  dangerous  wild ; 
Ten  thousand  rove  the  brakes  and  thorns  among,    980 
Some  eastward,  and  some  westward,  and  aU  wrsbf^. 
But  here,  alas !  the  fhtal  diiTrence  lies. 
Each  man*s  belief  is  right  in  his  own  eyes ; 
And  he  that  blames  what  they  have  bliniHy  choee, 
Incurs  resentment  for  the  love  he  shows.  985 
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8ay,  boUiHiW  witlun  wkf>^  i^vine*  iUl 
Tbe  cedar  sAd  Uie  Ii)»m|»  on  the  yrall, 
Of  all  that  ddoktke  lanos,  ti)9  fields,  the  bow'rs  , 
What  parts  the  kindred  trihee  of  weeded  and  flowers  ? 
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Sweet  scent,  or  lovelj  ibrm,  or  hoth  opmbin^dy 

Distinguish  ey'ry  cnUi^atod  kind ; 

Tim  want.«^  WsiUi  4eool«e  a  mmm  hir«e4* 

And  Chloe  froip  bof  gmrland.pic^  t|ie  weed. 

Thus  hopes  of  ev'fy  eQrt»  jwtnilyyer  m<^ 

Esteem  them,  sow  thenai,  <e«r  them,  and  prpU^^ 

If  wild  in  nature,  and  not  diriy  ibmid* 

CkHhsemane  1  in  thjr  dour  iMUowd gfOQn4> 

That  cannot  JMar  lbs  hboe  of  6ci^uffe  tt^» 

Nor  cheer  the  spirit,,  nor  refiwab  the  sight. 

Nor  animate  thO'SQiil ioChftstiwa demlsi 

(Oh  esat  themieem.thaei)  am  veedsy  lucrmt  wMdi> 

ICthelreA*Siboi|se,,tiM  <»nli»  of  wx  wa/f^ 
Diverging  eash  firom  flAoh,  like.M)tt«i  xi^)M» 
Himself  as  hflumtifiilag  April  ca«n% 
Lord  paramount  of  the  «un>  widxAg  fiwuh 
Would  give  relief  of  bed  and  bofUd  toDojM^ 
But  guests  that  aattghtit  in  th*  appointed  (hm; 
And  thejr  might  enter  at  bin  open  decv, 
E*en  till  his  spaeaoHs  ball  woukl  bold  no  OMIA* 
He  sent  a  servant  forth,  bgr  ev'ry  road. 
To  sound  his  hotn,  and  pQUkb  it  ahnad. 
That  all  might  mark    fcnight,  maaial,  bight  Aod  hm$ 
An  ordinance  it  jpsoeern'd  thein  mneh  ftrknow. 
If  after  all  some  beadatrong  bard^  loot 
Would  disobey,  tbough  aanto  be  abatonl. 
Could  he  with  jvason  aiionur  at  his  cnse, 
Himself  sole  author  of  liis  own.dirgtace  i 
No  !  the  decree  was  just  and  wHbout  fiav ; 
And  lie  that  mado.  had  xi|^t  io  raake  the  kw ; 
His  sovereign  power^and  pkasure  nnrestrain'd. 
The  wrong  was  his  who  wrot^Cully  eompkun^ 

ICat  half  maakwd  matntains  a  cbucUab  siisle 
With  Him,  the  Donor  of  eternal  Ufe, 


29.1 


300 


m 


310 


»5 


m 


Digitized  by. 


Google 


04  HOPK. 

Because  ihie  deed,  by  whioh  his  love  ceafimM 

The  largress  h?  bestows,  prescribes  the  terns.  SK5 

Compliance  with  his  will  your  lot  ensures, 

Accept  it  only,  and- the  boon  is  yours. 

And  sure  it  is  as  kind  to  smile  and  give, 

As  with  a  irown  to  say,  Do  tliis,  and  hte, 

Ijovo  is  not  pedler's  trump*ry,  bought  a«l  sold  *       Stt 

He  will  grire  freely,  or  he  wiU  witlihold| 

His  soul  abhors  a  mercenary  thought, 

And  him  as  deeply  who  abhors  it  not ; 

He  stipulates,  indeed,  but  merely  thb, 

That  man  will  freely  take  an  unbought  bliflf»  336 

Will  trust  \mn  for  a  fru^ful  genVoM  put. 

Nor  set  a  priee  upon  a  willing  heart. 

Of  all  the  wL/8  that  seem  to  promise  £tir, 

To  place  you  where  his  saints  his  presence  8haie» 

This  only  can ;  fi>r  this  plain  cause,  eiqtress'd  '       dIO 

In  terms  as  plain— Himself  has  shut  the  rest. 

But  oh  the  strife,  the  biek'ring,  and  debate^ 

The  tidings  of  unpnrdias'd  Heaven  create  1 

The  flirted  fan,  the  bridle,  aad  the  toss, 

All  speakers,  yet  all  language  at  a  loss^  dlft 

From  stucco'd  walls  smart  arguments  reboond ; 

And  beaux,  adepts  in  ey*ry  thing  profiMsnd, 

Die  of  disdain,  or  whistle  oiTthe  sound. 

SucI}  is  the  clamour  of  rooks,  daws,  and  kitee, 

Th*  explosion  of  the  levelled  tube  excites,  3S0 

Where  mould'ring  abbey  walls  o'erhang  the  gkde. 

And  oaks  coeval  spread  a  mournful  shade, 

The  screaming  ns^ons,  hov*ring  in  mid  air, 

Loudly  resent  the  stranger's  freedom  there. 

And  seem  to  warn  him  never  to  repeat  ZSS 

His  bold  intrusion  on  their  dark  retreat. 

Adieu,  Vinosa  cries,  ere  yet  he  sips 
The  purple  bumper  trembling  at  his  lipe«-> 
Adieu  to  all  morality !  if  Grace 
Blake  works  a  vain  ingredient  m  the  ease.  360 
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The  ChriflUaii  hcpo  w— Wmiterv  4r»w  Ui»  ootk-i* 
[f  h  mistake  not— >BIooklieB4  •  wkii  a  fork  I 
Without  j^ood  work*,  whatMrer  looia  bmijf  boMty 
Mere  folly  and  d6lijnoi>«-Sir»  jFour  toaei. 
My  firm  por»uaaiep  i»,  at  toast  ■omatimti  3Gi^ 

That  Heay'n  will  weig^  man's  virtues  and  ilia  iriif 
WMi  nice  aiteatkmt  >n  a  rig^itaoMa  scele^ 
And  save  er  damn  as  thase  or  those  provaiL 
I  plant  myfoot  upon  this  ground  of  trust* 
And  silence  ev'ry  fear  with*-«*God  is  ju«t.  37t^ 

But  if,  perchance^'on  some  duU,  driBiding  day« 
A  tliought  jntrudef  liwt  says,  or  seems  to  say, 
If  thus  th'  importoHt  oanse  ia  to  be  Ui«d, 
Suppose  the  beam  should  dip  om  the  wrong  side ', 
I  soon  recover  from  these  nsedlssB  frights,  37& 

And  God  is  mereifiit  -eeta  all  to  cighta. 
ThtM  between  jnstioey  as  my  priAa  anpfport^ 
And  mercy,  fled  to  as  the  lent  resort, 
I  glide  and  steal  along  with  Heav'n  in  view, 
And*-pardon  me,  tlie  bottle  standa  with  jren*  381^ 

I  never  will  believe,  thn  eeionel  arias^ 
yhm  sanguinary  sehemee  that  some  deWsa, 
Who  make  the  good  Creator  on  their  plm, 
A  being  of  less  equity  than  man. 
If  appetite,  or  what  divines  call  kuit,  385 

Which  men  eomply  with,  p'en  beeanse  they  m«et, 
Bepunish'd  with  perdition,  who  is  pure? 
Thon  theirs,  no  dnnbt,  aa  well  aa  minap  ia  Aura. 
If  sentence  of  eternal  pain  belong 
To  ev'ry  sudden  slip  and  transient  wroi^  31N^ 

Then  Heav'n  enjoins  the  fallible  and  frail 
A*  hopeless  task,  and  damns  them  if  they  fsH* 
My  creed,  (whatever  some  ereed-makera  mMn 
By  Athanasian  nonsense,  or  X^ieene,) 
My  creed  is,  he  is  safe,  that  does  hiabest,  3911 

And  death's  a  doom  suffioient  £ot  the  rest 

'  Right,  says  an  ensign ;  and  for  anght  I  pte 
four  faith  and  mine  substantially  agree ; 
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Tho  be«t  ©f  «rVf  itfiM'ii  pcHbnwmce  here 

U  to  dibf  har^re  the  dnties  of  bk  sphere;  I 

A  )au76f  *fi  deaUtl|f»  Kliottld  ^  juit  an  J  ffiiry 

Honesty  sliines  wHii  ^htat  eidVsntiige  there. 

Aulingr  and  pmft  sit  ItWll  «^ii » |iriest, 

A  d»deilt  esetioii  ttod  leher^e  At'  len^: 

A  soldier's  best  is  eo«r«^  Ui  the  Held;  W^i 

With  nothing  here  that  want*  to^  be  cbhceal^.  • 

Mnrvly  doportmetit,  ^lant,  eas^r,  gAf  *, 

A  hand  as  liberal  as  the  Kglitof  day.  ^ 

The  soldier  thus  endowed  whdneiref  ^hrft^, 

Nor  closete  up  his  thoughts)  #hMe'^r  lie  thinks,     41ff 

Who  scorns  to  do  an  injury^  by  irttftaJth. 

Must  go  to  Heav*nf— and^  1  m\k^  dirfnk  ftis  health.     "    "' 

Sir  Smug,  he  eries,  {Saf  Id^iM»st  at  the  beaVd,  ' 

Just  made  fifth  efaajilai A  bl^  h^  ptttron  k^. 

His  shoulders  tvittiessfaig  by  itaahy  a  shfu^'       '^      41& 

How  much  his  feelnigiPSuH^^d-,  sflrt  SfrB^u^J' 

Tour  office  k  to  Wiimoir  (il*&  fl^ltt  frUe  ; 

Odtne,  Prophet,  ^iftk,  «M#:teM  U»,  Whsit  tlMt  ytm  f 

Sighin«r  and  sMiIiilg  ^  he' iy^  His  glass, 
Which  they  thaifr  Wbd  pWftWrteirt  tirely  pais,  48Gf 

Fallible  man^  the  cht&eh^ri0d  ybuth  replies. 
Is  still  found  fallible,  hoWeVe^  wise  ; 
And  diflTring  judgrae^ifts  serve  but  to  deelirts', 
That  trtflh  Kes  sOBie#here,  If  we  knew  but  #lt«re. 
Of  all  it  ever  WM  my  lot  to  i«ad,  42^ 

Of  criticks  now  alive^  or  long  siheedeadj 
The  book  of  all  the  wdrMthat  charm  d  me  ntotft 
Was — ^well-a-day-^-the  title  page  wns  lost ; 
The  writer  well  remarks,  a  heart  t!*it  kitolrs' 
To  take  with  gratitude  what  HeiiV^n  bestows,        43# 
With  pmdMee  alwttys  ready  at  our  caU, 
To  guide  our  use  of  il,  is*  all  in  all. 
Cbubtless  it  is'—To  whtoh,  of  my  own  store, 
I  superadd  a  ftw  eSseMials  more  ; 
But  these,  excuse  tiM  liberty  I  tste,  435 

I  ware  just  now,  for  conversation's  sake.-*- 
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Bpoke  liiw  atn  «r*el»y  ihmf  td)  wBokAtn, 

And  add  Right  lUv'raid  loSinof  *s  Iimwiv*!^  WMMb 

And  yet  onr  iM  m  p^*n  m»  tn  a-luid,     • 
Where  bon^  svts  «re  never  «t  e  etend ;  44i 

Where  Science  fuints  Imt  teleeoepiok  ey«, 
Familiar  with  the  wonder*  of  tlM  iky  ; 
Where  bold  inqarf,  diinnf  eni  of  ei^ht, 
Brhigs  many  a  pew^oM  peurl  of  tmtb'ta  liffal } 
Where  naaght  efaito  the  penevering-  yiert>  446 

That  fashion,  taste,  or  lusmryy  'soggeet. 

But  above  ally  in  iwr  ewv  hght  array>ly 
See  Mercy's  graad  apeealypee  displayed  * 
The  saered  book  no  linges  soffers  wrong. 
Bound  in  the  fetters  of  an  wdmown  tongue ;  46i 

But  speaks  with  plainness,  art  ooiitd  never  tttemdf 
What  simplest  minds  ean  soenost  eomprefaend. 
God  gives  the  word,  the  preeehete  tkreng  eevund) 
lA^  from  Ids  hpe^  and  spread  the  gloiioua  somd ; 
That  sound  bespeaks  Sahratkm  on  hot  way^  46A 

The  trampei  of  a  hlb-restoring  day  ; 
Tis  heard  where  fingland's  eastern  gk»ry  shmee^ 
And  in  the  gul&  of  her  Cemobian  nanee^ 
And  sliU  it  spreads.    See  Germany  send  fortk 
Het  sons*  to  pour  it  on  the  farthest  north :  460 

Fir'd  with  a  seal  peculiar,  dkey  defy 
The  rage  and  rqienr  of  a  polar  sky, 
And  plant  successlully  sweet  Sharon**  veee 
On  icy  plains,  and  in  eternal  snows. 

O  bless'd  within  th'  enclosure  of  your  tocks^        469 
Nor  herds  have  ye  to  boast,  nor  bleioing  flooke ; 
»  No  fertilizuig  streams  year  fields  divide. 
That  show  reversed  the  vUkw  on  their  side  ; 
No  groves  have  ye ;  no  obestfbi  setnd  of  bud, 
Or  voice  of  turtle  in  your  land  is  hoard  (  475 

Nor  grateful  egkntinB  regales  the  smell 
Of  those  that  walk  at  ev'nittg  wkere  ye  dweB  $ 

*  The  Moravian  Misfkiiiaries  in  CheenlRad.    See  JCranis* 

Vol.  I.  9 
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But  winter,  arm'd  with  tertour*  her*  wdoMfWii, 

Sits  tbiolate  on  his  nnabftken  throne  ; 

Vi\pm  up  his  stores  amidst  the  frocen  waste,  478 

And  bids  the  mountains  ]io  has  built  stand  fast  s 

Beckons  the  legions  of  his  stoms  avi^ 

From  happier  scenes,  to  make  your  land  a  pve/  ; 

Proclaims  the  soil  a  conquest  he  has  wwt, 

And  scorns  to  share  it  with  the  distant  Sun.  481 

*-Yet  truth  is  jours,  remote,  unenvied  isie  ! 

And  Peace,  the  genuine  offspring  of  her  smile ; 

The  pride  of  lecter'd  Ignoranee  that  binds 

In  chains  of  errourour  accompl»h*d  minds, 

That  decks  with  all  the  splendour  of  the  true,         48S 

A  false  religion  is  imknown  to  you. 

Nature,  indeed,  voucksafes  for  our  delight 

The  sweet  vicissitudes  of  day  and  night : 

Soft  airs  and  genial  moisture  feed  and  dieer 

Field,  fruity  uid  flow V,  and  ey'ry  creature  here ;      490 

But  brighter  beams  than  liis  who  fires  the  skie% 

Hare  xis'n  at  length  on  your  admiring  eyes, 

That  shoot  into  your  darkest  cares  the  day. 

From  which  our  nicer  opticks  turn  away. 

Here  nee  the  eneouragemont  Grace  gires  to  vlec. 
The  dire  effect  of  mercy  without  price !  496 

What  wero  they  ?  what  some  fools  are  made  by  art^ 
They  were  by  nature,  atheists  head  and  heart. 
The  rross  id«)latry  hUnd  heathens  teach. 
Was  too  refin*d  for  them,  beyond  their  reach.  50D 

Not  e'en  the  glorious  Sun,  ihongh  mon  revere 
The  monarch  most,  that  seldom  will  appear. 
And  tho'  his  beams,  that  quicken  where  they  shine,       ^ 
May  claim  some  right  to  be  esteemM  divine, 
Not  e*en  the  Sun,  desirable  as  rare,  Ti^^S 

Could  bend  one  knee,  engage  one  votary  there  ; 
They  were,  what  base  Credulity  believes 
True  Christians  are,  dissemblers,  drunkards,  thieves  t 
The  full-gorg*d  savage,  at  his  nauseous  feast 
Sp«nt  half  the  darkness,  and  snored  out  the  rest,     510 


Digitized  by 


Google 


HOPE.  it 

Wm  on*,  whom  JosUce,  on  aa  •qinl  plm 
Denouncing  death  upon  the  nne  of  man» 
Might  ahnoet  haTe  uMlg*d  with  an  eae^te. 
Chargeable  oaly  with  a  h«maa  ahape* 

What  are  they  now  ?— Moimtttj  may  apare  51$ 

Her  grave  eonocon,  Jier  kind  aospioioaa  ther» : 
The  wretch,  who  once  aai^  w^dfy,  danc'd,  and  latafh*d, 
And  ■ack*d  in  dix^  madneaa  with  his  drangfaA^ 
Haa  wept  a  ailent  flood,  rerera'd  hie  waya, 
la  aober,  meek,  benevolent,  and  praya,  CQ0 

Feeda  aparingly,  eommnnicatea  hta  stote, 
Abhora  the  crafl  he  boaaled  ef  belbre, 
And  he  that  atole  has  leam*d  to  steal  no  mora. 
Well  spake  the  propbetr— Let  the  desert  aing, 
Where  sprang  the  thorn,  the  sptry  fir  shall  sptingy  6fB 
And  where  muaghtly  and  rank  thistlea  grew. 
Shall  grow  the  myrtle  and  luxuriant  jrew. 

Go  now,  and  with  important  tone  demand 
On  what  fimndation  rirtne  is  to  stand, 
If  self-exalting  claims  be  tum'd  adnfl,  63D 

And  grace  be  grace  indeed,  and  lile  a  gift  } 
The  poor  reclaimed  inhabitant,  Ins  ejFCS 
Glist'ning  tA  once  with  pity  and  sorprise, 
Amaz'd  that  shadows  should  obscure  the  nght 
Of  one,  whose  bhrth  was  in  a  land  of  light,  535 

Shall  answer,  Hope,  sweet  Hope,  has  set  me  free, 
And  mode  all  pleasures  else  mere  dross  to  me^ 

These  amidst  scenes  as  waste  as  if  denied 
The  common  care  tliat  waits  on  all  beside^ 
Wild  as  if  Nature  tliere,  ymd  of  all  good,  540 

«  Play *d  only  gambols  in  a  frantick  mood 
(Tct  charge  not  heavenly  skiU  with  having  plana  d 
A  play  thing  world,  unworthy  of  bis  hand ;) 
Can  see  his  love,  though  beeret  evil  lurks 
In  all  we  touch,  stamp'd  plainly  on  his  worka }         548 
Deem  life  a  blessing  with  its  mun'roiis  woe% 
Nor  spuvn  away  a  gift  a  God  bestows. 
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Hard  itSt  iiuieed  o^  areti^  9ea6  to  rmiBti 

Is  hope  ezotick  ?  growm  it  nat  »t  home  ' 

Yes,  but  an  objoet,  bright  «m  ori^a  mQX^f  10 

May  press  the  eye  too  ekwely  to  be  bprii9  ; 

A  distant  rirtiie  wo  esn  «il  eoufeaft 

It  hurts  our  pride,  and  moiret  ow  eQTj  Imh 

Lieuconomus,  ^teneat^  weU^sonndinfr  ^i^teliy 
I  Blur  a  name,  a  poet  must  not  (^h^O  §K 

Stood  pilloried  on  Infiimj^  high  stag e| 
And  bore  the  pelting  scorn  of  ^aif  an  1^9  z 
The  very  butt  of  Slander,  and  tiiQ  blot 
For  ey*ry  dart  that  Malice  evtr  ehpL 
The  man  diat  mention'd  him  at  onea  dMOMia'4       It69 
All  mercy  ftom  his  lip%  and  sneer'd  and  hi98*4  S 
His  crinms  were  such  as  Sodom  never  bnew^ 
And  Perjury  stood  up  to  swear  ail  true ; 
His  aim  was  mischief,  and  his  leal  pretenee, 
His  speech  rebellion  agaraat  eommen  sense ;  fi65 

A  knave,  when  tried  on  honesty's  ]^n  rule ; 
And  when  by  that  of  reason,  a  mere  fi>ol ; 
The  World's  best  comfort  was,  liis  deom  was  paee  f]  1 
Die  when  ho  might,  he  muet  be  damn'd  at  laeL 

Now,  Truth,  perlbrm  thine  office  ;  wail  a^de      57D 
The  curtaiB  drawn  by  Prejudice  and  Pride, 
Reveal,  (the  man  is  dead)  to  wond'ring  eyes. 
This  more  than  monstet  in  his  proper  guiee^ 
He  lov'd  the  world  that  hated  him  ;  the  tear 
That  dropp'd  upon  his  Bible  was  eincef  e :  475 

Assaird  by  scandal  and  the  tongue  of  strike^ 
His  only  answer  wM  a  blameless  liie  ; 
And  he  that  forg'd,  and  he  that  threw  the  dart, 
Had  each  a  bpother's  mtVest  in  fats  heart. 
Paul's  love  of  Christ,  and  steadiness  uubrib'd,  480 

Were  copied  eloee  in  him,  and  well  tranpcrib'd. 
Be  follow'd  Panl ;  his  aeal  a  Hindrad  flome^ 
His  apostolick  charity  the  same. 
I^ike  him,  crossed  cheerfully  tempestiione  seae^ 
Forsaking  country,  kindred,  friends,  and  ease  ;        585 
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Like  him  he  laboured,  and  like  Mm  eentost 

To  bear  it,  suffered  ahame  where'er  he  went. 

Blush  Calomnj  \  and  write  upon  his  tomb, 

If  honest  Enio^eai  spare  thee  roomi 

Thy  deep  repentance  of  thy  thoasaad  lies,  500 

Which,  aim'd  at  hhn,  have  piere'd  th'  ofl^nded  akkt ! 

And  say,  Blot  out  my  sb,  eoi^bss*d,  deplor'd. 

Against  thine  image,  in  thy  saint,  O  Lord ' 

No  blinder  Mgot,  I  maintain  it  still, 
Than  he  who  most  hare  pleasure,  come  what  wifl  : 
He  kughs,  whatever  weapon  Truth  may  drmw,       5M 
And  deems  her  shai^  artillery  mere  straw* 
Scripture  indeed  is  plain  -,  but  God  and  he 
On  Scripture  ground  are  sure  to  disagree ; 
Some  wiser  rale  must  teach  Mm  how  to  !!▼«,  iOO 

Than  this  his  Maker  has  seen  fit  to  giro ; 
Supple  and  flexfl>1e  as  Indian  cane. 
To  take  the  bend  his  appetites  ordain ;     /•  * 
Contriv'd  to  suit  frail  Nature's  crazy  case, 
And  reconcile  his  lust  with  saying  graee.  605 

By  thu,  with  nice  precision  of  design. 
He  draws  upon  life's  map  a  zigzag  line. 
That  shows  how  far  'tis  sal^  to  fdlow  sin, 
And  whore  his  danger  and  God's  wrath  beg^ 
By  tills  he  forms,  as  pleas'd  he  sports  id6ng,  610 

His  woll-pob'd  estimate  of  right  and  wrong ; 
And  finds  the  modish  manners  of  the  day, 
Though  loose,  as  harmless  as  an  infant's  play. 

Build  by  whaterer  plan  Caprice  decrees. 
With  what  materials,  on  what  ground  you  please ;  615 
Tour  hope  shall  stand  m^lam'd,  perfartps  admir'd, 
If  m)t  that  hope  the  Scripture  has  requir'd. 
The  strange  conceits,  vain  projects,  and  wild  di^ams, 
With  which  hypocrisy  for  ever  teems, 
(Though  other  fbllies  strike  the  publick  eye,  690 

And  raise  a  laugh,)  pass  unmolested  by  ; 
But  if,  unblamaMe  in  word  or  thought, 
A  man  arise,  a  jnan  whom  God  has  tauirht 
9- 
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With  all  El^}«;|i^4«^^y  of  l<H>o, 

And  all  the  i»v«  9f  the  Moved  Jolvi, 

GS» 

To  storm  the  ti/M^Ut  rM^y  build  in  4Ujr, 

To  sweep  aw*y  all  r^llj^tf  eni!W» 

And  placff,  iiM<<w>d  of  quirlw  tJi0«Mvfv  d^mt 

Lama  sabaHkam  hfifkv^  tkmt  9y«a ; 

m 

To  prove,  thai  wiM^ut  Christ  lOI  gun  is  lo9!h 

• 

All  hope  despair,  thiat  ftaads  nofc  on  his  oroaf  } 

Except  tho  ^w  his  God  niay  havo  tni{Nre9»'d, 

A  tenfold  ffBftiy  fei90»  ap  th»  rart. 

Throughout  fapOuiid,  the  Christiaii  kind  aJt  l0a4>                  1 1 

fi36 

That  folly  end#  where  genuine  hope  begins, 

And  he  that  find*  k»  Hea? 'n  must  lose  hi#  s^ 

Nature  opposes  with  her  utmost  force 

This  riving  stroke,  this  ultimate  divorof)  7 

im 

And,  whil^religion  seems  to  be  her  view^ 

Hates  with  a  do9p  sineerity  the  true  ; 

«l 

FM'this,  of  all  tjiiat  evor  inflwmc'd  man, 

Since  Abel  worshipped,  or  tho  world  bega^ 

This  only  spares  no  lust,  admil»  no  plea, 

m 

But  makes  hiip,  if  at  all,  completidy  iireo  ; 

Sounds  forth  the  signal,  as  she  mounts  hor  cm^ 

(H,  im  eternal,  uqi^versal  war  ; 

Rejects  all  treaty,  penetrates  all  wiles. 

m 

Scorns  with  the  same  indiiTrence  firowos  and  «milofi ; 

Drives  through  the  reabns  of  Sin,  whore  Riot  reels, 

And  grinds  his  crown  beneath  her  burning  wheels 

1 

Htnce  idl  that  is  in  man,  pride,  passion,  act^ 

Pow'rs  of  the  mind,  and  feeUngs  of  the  heart, 

Insensible  of  Truth's  aUnighty  charms. 

«» 

Starts  at  her  first  approach,  and  sounds  to  armt ! 

While  Bigotry,  with  wellrdlssembled  fears, 

like  eyes  shut'  fast,  his  fingers  in  his  ears. 

Mighty  to  parry  and  push  by  God's  word 

Witli  senseless  noise,  his  argument  the  sword. 

GfiQ 
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Pretends  a  zmJ  $»  s«(Uiae«8«A4  fnot. 
And  spitu  abhorf  onot  in  U«  Chriitiaa's  iac«« 

Parent  cf  Ho^  iwvoital  Tmth  J  make  knmm 
Thy  deathleflif  99iwU»  fwd  Iritunftlia  aU  itoa  vw** 
The  silent  proj^ss  of  thy  pow'r  is  sodi,  H^ 

Thy  me^m  f»  (b#bl»,  and  dsq^'d  ik>  mnoJiy 
That  few  believe  the  wenders  thou  hMi  wtmi^        t 
And  nope  oa»  teaeh  then,  )^  whom  ihe«hMt  tasfht. 
O  see  me  sworn  to  serve  th#e,  and  ooq^mand 
A  painter's  skiii  i^to  a  p«et*s  ha|Kl>  610 

That  while  I  trembling  Ura^je  a  work  diTWt 
Fancy  piay  sland  aloof  irom  the  dea^s>^ 
A«d  li^ht,  a»d  shade,  and  ev'ry  stroke  be  thMie. 

If  ever  thon  hast  ielt  another's  pain : 
If  ever  whan  ^e  si^p b'd,  has^  sigh'd  9f  ^  f  ^^ 

If  ever  on  thy  ey^M^  stood  the  tear 
That  pity  hod  enfender*d,  drop  one  heft. 
This  man  wiw  happy    hsri  the  Woxld's  good  wm^ 
And  with  it  ev>y  joy  it  can  aJ9»tMrd ; 
Friendship  and  love  seem'd  tenderly  at  ftrifet  OpO 

Which  most  should  sweeten  his  untrouhUd  UA I 
Politely  learned,  ^nA  oi^  gentio  moe, 
Good  breeding  and  good  sense  gaveraU  a  giii90» 
And  whether  at  the  toilette  of  the  iair 
Ho  laughed  and  trifled,  made  him  weloome  l}|0|«  }  66£$ 
Or  if  in  masculine  debate  he  shar'd, 
Ensured  hioi  nuito  attention  and  regard. 
Alas,  how  changed !  f^ressive  of  his  mindi 
His  eyes  afe  sunk,  arms  folded,  head  reclined ; 
Those  awful  syllables,  Hell,  death*  and  fin,  90 

Though  whisper'd  plainly,  tell  what  worl^  mHiim  # 
That  Conscience  thera  performs  her  propea  part* 
And  writes  a  doomsday  sentence  on  his  heart ; 
Forsaking,  and  forsaken  of  all  friends, 
He  now  perceives  where  earthly  pleasufe  ftndi       i0S 
Hard  task  !  for  one  who  lately  ko^w  no  oata, 
koA  hsjrdur  ftiU  as  kam'd  beneath  dwpiir 
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His  hours  no  lon^r  pass  iiiimark*d  tunff 

A  dark  importance  saddens  ev'ry  day ; 

He  hears  the  notice  of  the  clodiL  perplez'd,  700 

And  cries,  Perhaps  eternity  strikes  next ; 

8^eet  musick  is  no  longer  musick  her*, 

And  laughter  sounds  like  madness  in  his  ear ; 

>  His  grief  the  world  of  all  her  pow*r  dsarms, 
Wine  has  no  taste,  and  beauty  has  no  charmi ;        70{> 
God's  holy  word,  once  triyial  in  his  Tiew, 
Now  by  the  yoice  of  his  experience  true, 
Seems,  as  it  is,  the  fountain  whence  a]<me 

.  Most  spring  that  hope  he  pants  to  make  his  own 
Now  let  the  bright  reyerise  be  known  abroad ;      710 
Say  man's  a  worm,  and  pow'r  belongs  to  God. 

As  when  a  felon,  whom  his  country's  laws 
Have  justly  doom'd  for  some  atrocious  cause, 
Expects  in  darkness  and  heart  chilling  fears, 
The  shameful  close  of  all  his  mispent  years ;  715 

If  chance,  on  heayy  pinions  slowly  borne, 
A  tempest  usher  in  the  dreaded  mom, 
Upon  his  dimgeon  walls  the  lightnings  play. 
The  thunder  ^ems  to  summon  him  away. 
The  warder  at  the  door  his  key  applies,  7^ 

Shoots  back  theliolt,  and  all  his  courage  dies 
If  then,  just  then,  all  thoughts  of  mercy  lost, 
When  hope,  long  Hng'ring,  at  last  yields  the  gkosi, 
The  sound  of  pardon  pierce  his  startled  ear, 
He  drops  at  once  his  fetters  and  his  fear ;  73S 

A  transpOTt  glows  in  all  he  looks  and  speaks, 
And  the  first  thankfiil  tears  bedew  his  cheeks. 
Joy,  far  superiour  joy,  that  nrach  outweighs 
The  cmnfott  of  a  few  poor  added  days, 
Invaded,  possesses,  and  o'erwhehns  the  soul  790 

Of  him,  whom  Hope  has  with  a  touch  made  whole. 
*Tis  Hesy-n,  all  Heavln  descending  on  the  wings 
Of  the  gkd  legions  of  the  King  of  kings ; 
*^  n^ore— \is  God  diffused  through  ev'ry  part, 
Tis  Grod  himself  t^i^mphant  in  his  heart  736 
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O  welcome  now  the  San*B  once  h&ted  light 
His  noonday  beams  were  never  half  so  bright. 
Not  kindred  minds  alone  are  call'd  t*  employ 
Their  hourt,  their  days,  in  Iist*ning  to  his  joy ; 
Unconscious  natare  all  that  he  surreys,  740 

Rocks,  groves,  and  streams,  must   join  him   ia   hit 
prais«.  ^ 

These  are  thy  glorious  works,  eternal  Truth, 
The  scoff  of  wither 'd  age  and,  beardless  youth ; 
These  move  the  censure  and  illib*ral  grin 
Of  fools  that  hate  thee  and  delight  in  sin :  745 

But  these   shall   last  when  night  has  quench'd  tbs 

pole, 
And  Heav*n  is  all  departed  as  a  icidU. 
And  whMi,  WB  Justice  has  long  mee  de«eeed. 
This  earth  shall  blaze,  and  a  new  world  succeed, 
Then  these  thy  glorious  works^  and  they  who  shiTO 
That  hope,  which  can  alone  exclude  despair,  751 

Sliall  live  exempt  from,  weakness  and  cfecay, 
The  brightest  wonders  of  aa  endkos  day^ 

Happy  the  bard,  (if  that  &ir  name  beloa^ 
To  him  that  blends  no  faUe  with  his  so^g^)  985 

Whose  lines  uniting^  by  an  honest  art, 
The  faithful  monitor's,  and  poet's  part, 
Seek  to  delight,  that  they  may  mend  mimkiad| 
And  while  they  captivate,  inlbrm  the  mind : 
StiU  happier,  if  be  .till  a  thankful  soU,  M> 

And  fruit  rewmed  Ins  hoiioiffa£le  toil : 
But  happier  hx,  who  comfort  those  tfaatwnt 
To  hear  plain  trath  at  Jodah's  hallov'd  gala : 
riieir  langaage  simple,  as  their  maaaers  laaek ; 
No  shining  ornaments  have  they  te  seek ;  9§i 

Kor  labour  they,  aor  time,  nor  tidenis  wairiia^ 
In  sorting  flbw'rs  to  suit  a  iickie  taste ; 
But  while' they  speak  the  wisdom  of  the  ddt% 
Which  art  can  only  darken  and  disguise, 
Th'  abundant  harvest,  recompense  divine,  999 

Repays  tkeii  Work-^the  glexaing  only  naoa. 
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Qw>  nUiil  majus  melixuve  Unit 
Fata  donavere,  bonique  divi; 
Nee  dabmUf  quamvis  redeant  in  amwm 
Tempera  prUcum, 

iloR.  lib.  iv.  OcLl 


FAIREST  and  foremost  of  the  train,  that  wait 
On  man's  most  dignified  and  happiest  state, 
Whether  we  name  thee  Charity  or  Love, 
C^iof  grace  below,  and  all  in  all  above. 
Prosper,  (I  press  thee  with  a  powerful  plea,)  5 

A  task  I  venture  on,  impelled  by  thee : 
O  never  seen  but  in  thy  bless'd  effects, 
Or  felt  but  in  the  8oul,th!it  Heav'n  selects ; 
Who  seeks  to  praise  thee,  and  to  make  thee  known 
To  other  hearts,  must  have  thee  in  his  own.  10 

Come,  prompt  me  with  benevolent  desires, 
Teach  me  to  kiiidle  at  thy  gentle  fires. 
And  thongh  disgraced  and  slighted,  to  redeem 
A  poet's  name,  by  making  thee  the  theme. 

God,  woridng  ever  on  a  social  plan,  lb 

By  various  ties  attaches  man  to  man : 
He  made  at  first,  though  free  and  unconfin'd. 
One  man  the  common  fiither  of  the  kind ; 
That  ev'ry  tribe,*  though  plac'd  as  he  sees  beft. 
Where  seai  or  deserts  part  them  from  the  rest,         XI 
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DifTrin^  in  language,  manners,  or  in  fiieei 
Might  feel  themselYeg  allied  to  all  the  laoe. 
'When  Cook— lamented,  and  with  tears  as  jvst 
As  ever  mingled  with  heroick  dust, 
Steer'd  Britain's  oak  into  a  world  miknown,  85 

And  in  his  country's  glory  sought  his  own, 
Wherever  he  fotmd  man,  to  natnre  tnio, 
The  rights  of  man  were  sacred  in  his  view ', 
He  soothM  with  gifts,  and  greeted  with  a  smile. 
The  simple  native  of  the  new4bund  isle  ;  90 

He  8pani*d  the  wretch  that  slighted  or  withstood 
The  tender  argument  of  kindred  blood, 
Nor  would  endure  that  any  should  control 
His  freeborn  brethren  of  the  southern  pole. 

But  though  some  nobler  minds  a  law  respeet,        85 
That  none  shall  with  impunity  neglect, 
In  baser  souls  unnumber'd  evila  meet. 
To  thwart  its  influence  and  its  end  defeat. 
While  Cook  is  Ibv^d  for  savage  lives  hd  sav*d. 
See  Cortex  odious  for  a  world  enslav'd !  40 

Where  wast  thou  then,  sweet  Charity  !  where  then 
Thou  tutelary  friend  of  helpless  men  ; 
Wast  thou  in  monkish  cells  and  nunn'ries  fonadf 
Or  building  hospitals  on  English  ground  ? 
No. — ^Mammon  makes  the  world  his  legatee  45 

Through  fear,  not  love  :  and  Heav'n  aUiors  the  fte  • 
Wherever  found,  (and  all  men  need  thy  care,) 
Nor  age  nor  infancy  could  find  thee  there. 
The  hand  that  slew  till  it  could  slay  no  more. 
Was  glued  to  the  sword  hilt  with  Indian  gore.  00 

Their  prince,  as  justly  seated  on  Ids  Uirone, 
As  vain  imperial  Philip  on  his  own, 
Trick 'd  out  of  all  his  royalty  by  art, 
That  stripped  him  bare,  and  broke  his  honest  heart, 
Died  by  the  sentence  of  a  shaven  priest,  55 

For  scorning  what  they  taught  him  to  detest. 
How  dark  the  veil  that  intercepts  the  blaze 
Of  Heav'n's  mysterious  purposes  and  ways  • 
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God  stood  not,  iftoogh  he  seemed  to  stead,  aloof; 
And  at  this  hour  the  conqu'roT  icels  the  pit»of ;  6^ 

The  wretftk  he  Won  dnrtr  dovm  ha  uistaiit  omm^ 
The  fretting  plague  is  hi  the  publiok  pursa, 
The  cankered  spoil  corrodes  the  pining  8tat«, 
Stary'd  bj  thst  indolence  their  mines  create. 

O  could  their  ancient  Ineas  rise  again,  06 

How  would  they  take  up  Isreer*  taunting  strain ! 
Art  thott  too  fiLU'n,  Iberia  ?  Do  we-see 
The  robber  and  the  murderer  w6ak  as  we  ? 
Thou,  tkttt  hast  wasted  earth,  and  dar*d  despise 
Alike  the  wrath  and  mercy  of  the  skies,  70 

Thy  pomp  is  in  the  grave,  t)^  giofj  hud 
Low  in  the  pits  thiiye  avarice  has  mode. 
We  comto  with  joy  from  our  eternal  rest, 
To  see  th'  oppressor  in  his  turn  oppressed. 
Art  thou  the  god,  the  thunder  of  wbqee  hand  75 

Roird  over  aH  our  desolated  land. 
Shook  principalities  and  kingdoms  down, 
And  made  the  momitatnS  tremUe  at  his  frown  i 
The  strord  shall  light  upon  thy  boasted  pow'rsy 
And  waste  them,  as  thy  sword  had  wtf^ted  ours*        88 
Tis  thus  Onmipotcnee  his  law  fulfils, 
And  Vengeance  executes  what  Justice  wMku 

Again— the  bai^d  of  commerce  was  destga'd 
T'  associate  aH  the  branches  of  mankind  ', 
And  if  a  boundle^  plenty  be  the  robe,  85 

Trade  is  the  golden  girdle  of  the  globe. 
Wise  to  promote  whatever  end  he  meanSf 
God  opens  fruitful  nature's  various  scenes  . 
Each  climate  needs  what  othejr  climes  produce, 
And  offers  something  to  tbe  gen'ral  use ;  90 

No  land  but  listens  to  the  common  call. 
And  in  return  receives  supply  from  all.  , 

This  genial  intercourse,  and  mutual  aid. 
Cheers  what  were  else  a  universal  shade, 
Calls  nature  from  her  ivy-mantled  den,  .  96 

And  softens  human  rock-work  into  men« 
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Ingenioiis  Art,  with  her  expieamre  iaoe« 
Steps  forth  t«  faghion  and*  refine  the  jica  ; 
Not  oi^jT  fiUf  oeceaaitj's  demand;. 
But  overcharges  her  capaciona  hand :  100 

Capriciocui  taate  itself  can  crave  no  more 
Than  she  supplies  irom  her  nhonnding  ftos*  • 
She  strikes  out  all  that  luxury  oaa  ask, 
And  gains  new  vigour  at  her  eiMlless  ta«k. 
Her*s  is  the  spacious  arch;  the  shapely  ^ire,  lOjS 

The  painter's  pencil,  and  the  poet's  lyre ; 
From  her  the  canvass  borrows  light  and  sJuuIqi 
And  verse,  more  lasting,  hues  that  never  Me. 
She  guides  tKe  finger  o'er  the  dancing  keys> 
Gives  difficulty  «U  the  grace  of  ease,  110 

And  pours  a  torrent  of  sweet  notes  around. 
Fast  as  the  thirsting  -eai  can  drink  the  sound.     ^ 

These  are  the  gifls  of  Art,  and  Art  thrives  popt 
Where  Commerce  has  earich'd  the  buiy  coast. 
He  catches  all  improvements  in  his-flight,  116 

Spreads  foreign  wonders  in  his  country's  sigl^. 
Imports  what  others  have  invented  well, 
And  stirs  his  own  to  match  them,  or  excel. 
Tis  thus  reciproQatmg>  each  with  eaeli, 
Alternately  Uie  natioas  learn  and  teach;  130 

While  Providence  enjoins  to  ev'ry  soul 
A  union  with  the  vast  terraqiieous  whole. 

Heav'n  speed  the  canvass,  gallantly  unfurl'd 
To  furnish  and  accommodate  a  world. 
To  give  the  pole  the  produce  -of  the  sun,  125 

And  knit  th'  unsocial  climates  into  one. — 
Soft  airs  and  gentle  heavings  of  the  wave 
Impel  the  fleet,  whose  errand  is  to  save,  ^ 

To  succour  wasted  regions,  and  replace  y ' 

The  smile  of  Opulence  in  Sorrow's  face.—  ..130 

Let  nothing  adverse,  nothing  un&resoen. 
Impede  the  bark,  that  piouglis  the  deep  serene. 
Charg'd  with  a  freight,  transcending  in  its  worth 
The  gems  of  India,  Nature's  rarest  birtli. 
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That  flios,  like  €kbriel  on  his  Lord's  commands,     195 

A  herald  of  God's  love  to  pagan  lands. 

But  ah  !  what  wish  can  prosper,  .or  what  pray 'r, 

For  merchants  rich  in  cargoes  of  despair, 

Who  drive  a  loathsome  traffick,  gauge,  and  span. 

And  buy  the  muscles  and  the  bones  of  man  ?  14C 

The  tender  ties  of  father,  husband,  friend, 

AH  bonds  of  nature  in  that  moment  end  ; 

And  each  endures,  while  yet  he  draws  his  breath, 

A  stroke  as  fatal  as  the  scythe  of  death. 

The  sable  warriour,  frantick  with  regret  145 

Of  her  he  loves,  and  never  can  forget, 

Loses  in  tears  the  far-receding  shore, 

But  not  the  thought,  that  they  must  meet  no  more ', 

Deprived  of  her  and  freedom  at  a  blow, 

What  lias  Ira  left,  that  he  can  yet  forego  ?  150 

Yes,  to  deep  sadness  sullenly  resign'd, 

He  feels  his  body's  bondage  in  his  mind ;  ^ 

Puts  off  his  gen'rous  nature  ;  and,  to  suit 

His  manners  with  his  fate,  puts  on  the  brute. 

O  most  degrading  of  all  ills,  that  wait  155 

On  man,  a  mourner  in  his  best  estate  ! 
All  other  sorrows  Virtue  may  endure, 
And  find  submission  more  than  half  a  ciure , 
Grief  is  itself  a  med'ciuQ,  and  bestow'd 
T'  improve  the  fortitude  that  bears  the  load,  Kk^ 

To  teach  the  wand'rer,  as  his  woes  increase. 
The  path  of  Wisdom,  all  whose  paths  are  peace  ; 
Bnt  slav'ry ! — Virtue  dreads  it  as  her  grave : 
Patience  itself  is  meanness  in  a  slave  ; 
Or  if  the  will  and  sov'reignty  of  God  1G5 

Rid  suffer  it  awhile,  and  kiss  the  rod, 
Wait  for  the  dawning  of  a  brighter  day. 
And  snap  the  chain  the  moment  when  yoti  may. 
Nature  imprints  upon  whatever  we  see. 
That  has  a  heart  and  Hfe  in  it,  Be  fVee :  170 

The  beasts  are  charterM — neither  age  nor  force 
Can  quell  the  love  of  freedom  in  a  horse  * 
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fie  breaks  tho  cord,  that  held  hun  at  the  rack ; 
And  conscious  of  an  unencumbered  back, 
Snuils  up  the  inonung  air,  forgets  the  rein ;  ITS 

Loose  fly  his  forelock  and  his  ample  mane ; 
ResponsiTe  to  tho  distant  neigh  he  neighs ; 
Nor  stops  tilly  oveiloaping  all  delays. 
He  finds  the  pasture  where  his  fellows  graze. 

Canst  thou,  and  honoured  with  a  Christian  name,    , 
Buy  what  is  woman  bom,  and  feel  no  shame  ',         181 
Trade  in  the  blood  of  innocence,  and  plead 
£iq>edlence  as  a  warrant  for  the  deed  ? 
So  may  the  wolf,  whom  famine  has  made  bold 
To  quit  the  forest  and  inyade  the  fold :  1B5 

So  may  tho  ruffian,  who  with  ghostly  glide, 
Dagger  m  hand,  steals  close  to  your  bedside  > 
Not  he,  but  his  emergence,  forc'd  the  door. 
He  found  it  inconvenient  to  be  poor. 
Has  God  the^  giv'n  its  sweetness  to  the  cane,         190 
Unless  his  laws  be  trampled  on — ^in  vain  ? 
Built  a  orayo  world,  which  cannot  yet  subsist. 
Unless  his  right  to  rule  it  be  dismissed  ? 
Impudent  blasphemy  !  So  Folly  pleads> 
And  Ay'rice  being  judge,  with  ease  succeeds.  195 

But  grant  the  plea,  and  let  it  stand  for  justy* 
That  man  makes  man  his  prey,  because  he  mutt ; 
Still  there  is  room  for  pity  to  abate 
And  sooth  the  sorrows  of  so  sad  a  state. 
A  Briton  knows,  or  if  he  knows  it  not,  900 

The  scripture  plac'd  within  his  reach,  he  ought, 
Thac  souls  have  no  discriminating  hue, 
Alike  important  in  their  Maker's  view ; 
That  none  are  firee  from  blemish  since  the  fall, 
And  Loye  divine  has  paid  one  price  fot  all.  905 

The  wretch  that  works  and  weeps  without  relief^ 
Has  one  that  notices  his  silent  grief. 
He^  from  whose  hands  alono  all  pow'r  proceeds. 
Ranks  its  abuse  among  the  foulest  deeds. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ua  cHARtrt. 

ConBiderff  n!l  injustice  with  a  fVown  ',  9H 

Cut  marks  the  man,  that  treads  his  felloMr  ddWit 

Bogone — the  whip  and  bell  in  that  hard  hnnd< 

Are  hateful  ensigns  of  usnrp'd  command. 

Not  Mexico  could  purchase  kings  a  clahn 

To  scourge  him,  weariness  his  only  bltoie  215 

Remember,  H(!iair*n  has  an  avenging  rod ; 

To  smite  the  poor  is  treason  against  God. 

Trouble  is  grudgingly ,  and  hardly  brook'd, 

While  life's  sublimeet  joys  are  oyerlook'd  : 

We  wander  o'er  a  sun-burnt  thirsty  soil,  895 

Murmuring  and  weary  of  our  doily  toil, 

JWget  t'  enjoy  the  palm-tree's  oflfer'd  sfalule. 

Or  taste  the  fountain  in  the  neigMMmring  glade : 

Else  who  would  lose  that  had  the  pow'r  to  impfovo  . 

The  occasion  of  transmuting  fear  to  love  ?  2S5 

0  'tis  a  godlike  privildge  to  save. 
And  he  tlmt  scorns  it  is  himself  a  slave. 
Inform  his  mind ;  one  flash  of  heavenly  dtty 
Would  heal  his  h^art,  and  melt  his  chains  oMvay . 

<'  Beauty  for  ashes"  is  a  gift  indeed,  296 

And  slaves,  by  truth  enlarged,  are  doubly  freed 

Hien  would  he  etty,  submissive  at  thy  ^iet, 

While  gratitude  and  love  made  service  sweet, 

My  dear  deliv'rer  out  of  hopeless  night, 

.Whose  bounty  bought  me  but  to  give  me  light,        2^ 

1  was  a  bondman  on  my  native  plain, 

Sni  forg'd,  and  Ignorance  made  fast  the  chain , 

Thy  lips  have  shed  instruetion  as  the  dew, 

Taught  me  what  path  to  shun,  and  what  pursue  *, 

Farewell  my  former  joys  !  I  sigh  no  more  840 

For  Africa's  once  lov'd,  benighted  shore ; 

Serving  a  benefkctor  I  am  free  ; 

At  my  best  home,  if  not  ezil'd  from  thee. 

Some  men  make  gain  a  fbuntain,  whence  proceeds 

A  stream  of  lib'ral  and  heroick  deeds ;  215 

The  swell  of  pity,  not  to  be  confined 

Within  the  scanty  limits  of  the  mind, 
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Disclaiiis  the  bank,  and  throws  the  golden  8Uidf» 

A  rich  deposit  on  the  bord'ring  lands : 

These  hare  an  ear  for  his  paternal  call,  250 

Who  makes  some  rich  for  the  supply  of  all ; 

God's  gifl  with  pleasure  in  his  praise  employ ; 

And  Thornton  is  familiar  with  the  joy. 

O  could  I  worship  aught  beneath  the  skies, 
That  earth  has  seen,  or  fancy  can  devise,  255 

Thine  altar,  sacred  Liberty,  should  stand, 
Built  by  no  mercenary  vulgar  hand, 
With  fragrant  turf,  and  flow'rs  as  wild  and  fair 
As  ever  dress'd  a  bank,  or  scented  summer  air. 
Duly  as  ever  on  the  mountain's  height  260 

The  peep  of  morning  shed  a  dawning  light ; 
Again  when  Ev'ning  in  her  sober  vest 
Drew  the  gray  curtain  of  the  fading  west, 
My  soul  should  yield  thee  willing  thanks  and  praise, 
For  the  chief  blessings  of  my  fairest  days :  265 

But  that  were  sacrilege— praise  is  not  thine, 
But  his  who  gave  thee,  and  preserves  thee  mine  - 
Else  I  would  say,  and  as  I  spake  bid  fly 
A  captive  bird  into  the  boundless  sky, 
This  triple  realm  adores  thee— thou  art  come  270 

From  Sparta  hither,  and  art  here*  at  home. 
We  feel  thy  force  still  active,  at  this  hour 
Enjoy  immunity  from  priestly  pow'r. 
While  Conscience,  happier  than  in  ancient  years, 
Owns  no  superiour  but  the  God  she  fears.  275 

Propitious  spirit  1  yet  expunge  a  wrong 
Thy  rights  have  suflbr'd  and  our  land,  too  long. 
Teach  mercy  to  ten  thousand  hearts,  that  share 
The  fears  and  hopes  of  a  commercial  care. 
Prisons  expect  the  wicked,  and  were  built  2b0 

To  bind  the  lawless,  and  to  punish  guilt ; 
But  shipwreck,  earthquake,  battle,  fire,  and  flood. 
Are  mighty  mischiefs,  not  to  be  withstood  ; 
And  honest  Merit  stands  on  slipp'ry  ground 
Where  covert  grille  and  artifice  abound  285 
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Let  just  Restraint,  for  publick  peace  design^, 
Chain  up  the  wolves  and  tigers  of  mankind  ; 
The  foe  of  virtue  has  no  claim  to  thoe, 
But  let  insolvent  Innocence  go  free. 

Patron  of  else  the  most  despisM  of  men,  6WI 

Accept  the  tribute  of  a  stranger's  pen  ; 
Verse,  like  the  laurel,  its  immortal  meed, 
.  Should  be  the  guerdon  of  a  noble  deed  ; 
I  may  alarm  thee,  bpt  I  ffear  the  shame, 
(Charity  chosen  as  my  theme  and  aim,)  2J(3 

I  must  incur,  forgetting  Howard's  name. 
Bless'd  with  all  wealth  can  give  thee,  to  resign 
Joys  doubly  sweet  to  feelings  quick  as  thine, 
To  quit  the  bliss  thy  rural  scenes  bestow. 
To  seek  a  nobler  amidst  scenes  of  wo,  300 

To  traverse  seas,  range  kingdoms,  and  bring;  home, 
Not  the  proud  monuments  of  Greece  or  Rome, 
But  knowledge  such  as  only  dungeons  teach, 
And  only  sympathy  like  thine  could  reach  ; 
That  grief,  sequester'd  from  the  publick  stage,        3S0i5 
Might  smooth  her  feathers,  and  enjoy  her  cage ; 
Speaks  a  divine  ambition,  and  a  zeal, 
I'he  boldest  patriot  might  be  proud  to  feell 
O  that  the  voice  of  clamour  and  debate. 
That  pleads  for  peace  till  it  disturbs  the  state,         SfO 
Were  hush'd  in  favour  of  thy  gcn'rous  plea, 
The  poor  thy  clients,  and  Heav*n's  smile  thy  feo  f 
Philosophy,  that  does  not  dream  or  stray. 
Walks  arm  in  arm  with  Nature  all  his  way  : 
Compasses  earth,  dives  into  it,  ascends  S1& 

Whatever  step  Inquiry  recommends, 
Sees  planetary  wonders  smoothly  roll 
Round  other  systems  under  her  control. 
Drinks  wisdom  at  the  milky  stream  of  light 
That  cheers  the  silent  journey  of  the  night,  •  320 

And  brings  at  his  return  a  bosom  charg'd 
With  rich  instruction,  and  a  soul  enlarg'd 


Digitized  by 


Google 


CHARITY.  1» 

The  treaaiir^d  sweets  of  thn  capaciont  plan, 
That  Heav'n  spreads  wide  before  the  Yiew  of  maii, 
All  prompt  his  pleas'd  pursuit,  and  to  pursue  335 

Still  prompt  him  with  a  pleasure  always  new ; 
He  too  has  a  comiectingr  pow*r,  and  dniw 
Man  to  the  centre  of  the  common  cause. 
Aiding  a  dubious  and  deftciont  sight 
With  a  new  medium  and  a  purer  light.  330 

All  truth  is  precious,  if  not  all  divine ; 
A«d  what  dilates  the  pow'rs  nnist  needs  refine. 
He  reads  the  skies,  and,  watching  ey'rj  ohtmge. 
Provides  the  Acuities  an  ample  range  ', 
And  wins  mai^nd,  as  his  attempts  prevail,  335 

A  prouder  station  on  the  gen'ral  scale. 
But  Reason  still,  m^ss  divinely  taught, 
Whate'er  she  learns,  learns  nothing  as  she  onghl , 
The  lamp  of  revelaticm  only  shows, 
What  human  wisdom  cannot  but  oppose,  340 

That  man,  in  nature's  richest  mantle  dad, 
And  graced,  with  all  philosophy  can  add, 
Though  fair  without,  and  luminous  within* 
Is  still  the  progeny  and  heir  of  sin. 
Thus  taught,  down  falls  the  plumage  of  his  pridai^   346 
He  feels  his  need  (^  an  unerring  guide, 
And  knows  that  falling  he  shall  rise  no  more. 
Unless  the  pow'r  that  bade  him  stand,  restovet. 
This  is  indeed  philosophy ;  this  known 
Makes  wisdom,  worthy  of  the  m^ne,  his  own ;         360 
And  without  this,  whatever  he  discuss, 
Whether  the  space  between  the  stars  and  us, 
Whether  he  measure  earth,  compute  the  sea. 
Weigh  sunbeams,  carve  a  fly,  or  split  a  flea ; 
The  solemn  triiler  with  his  boasted  skill  35S 

Toils  much,  and  is  a  sdemn  thriller  still : 
^ind  was  he  born,  and  his  misguided  eyes 
Grown  dim  in  trifling  studies,  blind  he  dies. 
Self-knowledge  iru.iy  learned,  of  course  implies 
The  rich  possession  of  a  noMer  prize  :  ^00 
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For  self  to  seU*  oad  God  to  man  (eveai'd^ 

(Two  themes  to  Nature's  eye  for  ever  seal'd,) 

Are  taught  by  rays,  tliat  fly  with  equal  pace 

Ffom  the  same  centre  of  enlight'ning  gr»ce. 

Here  stay  thy  foot,  liow  copious,  and  how  cleary      36& 

Th'  o'erflowing  well  of  Charity  springs  here ! 

Hark  !  'tis  the  musick  of  a  thousand  rills, 

8ome  through  the  groves,  some  down  the  slicing  hiUs, 

Winding  a  secret  or  an  open  course, 

And  all  supphed  from  an  eternal  source.  370 

The  ties  of  nature  do  but  feebly  bind, 

And  Commerce  partially  reclaims  mankind ; 

Philosophy,  without  his  heavenly  guide. 

May  blow  up  self-conceit,  and  nourish  pride. 

But,  while  liis  province  is  the  reas'ning  part,  375 

Has  still  a  veil  of  midnight  on  his  heart ; 

Tis  truth  divine,  exhibited  on  earth. 

Gives  Charity  her  being  and  her  birth. 

Suppose,  (when  thought  is  warm  and  fancy  fiavr^^ 
What  will  not  argument  sometimes  suppoao  ?)         380 
An  isle  possess'd  by  creatures  of  our  kind. 
Endued  with  reason,  yet  by  nature  blind. 
Let  supposition  lend  her  aid  once  more, 
And  land  some  grave  optician  on  the  shore  : 
He  claps  his  lens,  if  haply  they  may  see,  385 

Close  to  the  part  where  vision  ought  to  be ; 
•But  finds,  that  though  his  tubes  assist  the  sight, 
They  cannot  give  it,  or.make  darkness  light. 
He  reads  wise  lectures,  and  describes  aloud 
A  sense  they  know  not,  to  the  wond'ring  crowd      390 
He  talks  of  light,  and  the  prismatick  hues, 
As  men  of  depth  in  erudition  use  ; 
But  all  he  gains  for  his  harangue  is — ^Well^-^ 
What  monstrous  lies  some  travellers  will  tell  t 

The  soul,  whose  sight  all-quick  ning  grace  renews, 
Takes  tlio  resemblance  of  the  good  she  views,  306  - 

Ai  diamonds  etripp'd  of  their  opaque  disguisey 
Heflect  the  noonday  glory  of  tlie  skios. 
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6ho  speaks  of  hfan^  her  author,  ^ardian,  fhend. 

Whose  love  knew  no  boginnm^,  knows  no  end,        406 

In  language  warm  as  all  that  lovo  inspires. 

And  in  tho  glow  of  her  intense  desires, 

Pants  to  eoraxaunicate  her  noble  fires. 

She  sees  a  world  stark  blind  to  what  employs 

Her  eager  thought,  and  feeds  her  flowing  joys ;       405 

Though  wisdom  hail  them,  heedless  of  her  call, 

l^es  to  save  some,  and  fbels  a  pang  for  all : 

Herself  as  weak  as  her  support  is  strong, 

She  feels  that  frailty  sho  denied  so  long ; 

And,  from  a  knowledge  of  her  own  disease,  410 

.Lieams  to  compassionate  the  sick  she  sees. 

Here  see,  aeqmtted  of  all  vain  pretence, 

The  reign  of  genuine  Charity  commence. 

Though  scorn  repay  her  s3rmpathetick  tears. 

She  still  is  kind  and  still  she  persereres ;  416 

The  truth  she  loves  a  sightless  world  blaspheme, 

'Tis  childish  dotage,  a  delirious  dream. 

The  danger  they  discern  not,  they  deny ; 

Laugh  at  their  only  remedy,  and  die. 

But  still  a  soul  thus  tonch'd  can  never  cease,  480 

Whoever  threatens  war,  to  speak  of  peace. 

Pore  in  her  aim,  and  in  her  temper  mild, 

Her  wisdom  seems  the  weakness  of  a  child : 

She  makes  excuses  where  she  might  condemn, 

Revil'd  by  those  that  hate  her,  prays  fbr  them ;       42$ 

Suspicion  lurks  not  in  her  artless  breast. 

The  worst  suggested,  she  believes  the  best  *, 

Not  soon  provok'd,  however  stung  and  teiiz*d, 

And,  if  perhaps  made  angry,  soon  appeas'd  ; 

She  rather  waves  than  will  dispute  her  righti  486 

And  injur'd,  makes  forgiveness  her  delight. 

Such  was  the  portrait  an  apostle  drew. 
The  bright  original  was  one  he  knew  ; 
Heav'n  held  his  hand,  thojikeness  must  be  true'. 

When  one,  that  holds  communion  with  the  skies^. 
Has  fill'd  his  urn  where  these  pure  waters  rise,        ^t- 
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And  once  more  mingles  with  us  meaner  thingiy  _^ 

*Ti8  e'en  as  if  an  angel  shook  his  wings ; 

Immortal  fragrance  fills  the  circuit  wide, 

That  tells  us  whence  his  treasures  are  suptplied.      440 

So  when  a  ship,  well  freighted  with  the  stores 

The  Sun  matures  on  India's  spicy  shores, 

Has  dropp'd  her  anchor,  and  her  canvass  furl'dy 

In  some  safe  haven  of  our  western  world, 

'Twere  vain  inquiry  to  what  port  she  went,  445 

The  gale  inforipn  us,  laden  with  the  scent. 

Some  seek,  when  queasy  conscience  has  its  ^pialnif, 
To  lull  the  painful  malady  with  alms  5 
But  charity  not  feign 'd,  intends  alone 
Another's  good — theirs'  centres  in  their  own ;  450 

And  too  short-liv'd  to  reach  the  realms  of  peacO} 
Must  cease  for  ever  when  the  poor  shall  cease. 
Flavia,  most  tender  of  her  own  good  name, 
Is  rather  careless  of  her  sister's  fame : 
Her  superfluity  the  poor  supplies,  455 

But,  if  she  touch  a  character,  it  dies.      * 
The  seeming  virtue  Weigh'd  against  the  vice, 
She  deems  all  safe,  for  she  lias  paid  the  pjice, : 
No  charity  but  alms  ought  values  the. 
Except  in  porcelain  oi>  her  mantle-tree.  4G0 

How  many  deeds,  with  which  the  world  has  rung, 
From  Pride,  bi  league  with  Ignorance,  have  sprung  ! 
But  God  o'errules  all  human  follies  still, 
And  bends  the  tough  materials  to  his  will. 
A  conflagration  or  a  wintry  flood,'  405 

Has  lefl  some  hundreds  without  home  or  food ; 
Extravagance  and  Av'rico  shall  subscribe. 
While  fame  and  self-complacence  are  the  brilw.    • 
The  brief  proclaimed,  it  visits  ev'ry  pew. 
But-first  the  squire's  a  compliment  but  due ;  470 

With  slow  deliberation  he  unties 
His  glitt'ring  purse,  that  envy  of  all  eyes. 
And,  while  the  clerk  just  puzzles  out  the  paahn, 
Slides  guinea  behind  guinea  m  his  palm ; 
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Till  finding,  what  he  might  have  found  before, 
A  smaller  piece  araidfit  the  precious  store, 
Pinch*d  close  between  his  finger  and  his  thiunb, 
He  half  exhibits  and  then  drops  the  sum. 
Gold  to  be  sure  ! — ^Throughout  the  town  'tis  told 
How  the  good  squire  gives  never  less  tlian  gold. 
From  motives  such  as  his,  though  not  the  best, 
Springs  in  due  time  supply  for  the  distressed  ; 
Not  less  eflfbctual  than  what  love  bestows, 
Except  that  office  clips  it  as  it  goes. 

But  lest  I  seem  to  sin  against  a  friend, 
And  wound  the  grace  I  mean  to  recommend, 
(Though  vice  derided  with  a  just  design 
Implies  no  trespass  against  love  divine,) 
Once  more  I  would  adopt  the  graver  style, 
A  teacher  should  be  sparing  of  his  smile, 
Unless  a  love  of  virtue  light  the  flame, 
Sature  is,  more  than  those  he  brands,  to  blame ; 
He  hides  behind  a  maoristerial  air 
His  own  offences,  and  strips  others'  bare  : 
Affects  indeed  a  most  humane  concern, 
That  men,  if  gently  tutor '<i,  will  not  learn ; 
The  mulish  Folly,  not  to  be  reclaim'd 
By  softer  methods,  must  be  made  asham'd  ; 
But,  (I  might  instance  in  St.  Patrick's  dean,) 
Too  often  rails  to  gratify  his  spleen. 
Most  sat'rists  are  indeed  a  publick  scourge  : 
Their  mildest  physick  is  a  farrier's  purge  ; 
Their  acid  temper  turns,  as  soon  as  stirr'd. 
The  milk  of  their  good  purpose  all  to  curd. 
Their  zeal  begotten,  as  their  works  rcliearse. 
By  lean  despair  upon  an  empty  purse, 
The  wild  assassins  start  into  the  street, 
Prepar'd  to  poniard  whomsoc'er  they  meet.  * 
No  skill  in  swordmanship,  however  jtiKt, 
Can  be  secure  against  a  madman's  thrust : 
And  even  Virtue,  so  unfairly  match'd,  • 

Although  immortal,  may  be  prick'd  or  scratchM 
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When  Scandal  has  new-minted  an  old  lie, 
Or  taz*d  invention  for  a  fresh  supply, 
'Tis  call'd  a  satire,  and  the  world  appears  SitB 

Gathering  around  it  with  erected  ears : 
A  thoui&nd  names  are  toss*d  into  the  crowd ; 
Some  whispered  soflly,  and  some  twang'd  aloud; 
Just  as  the  sapience  of  an  author's  brain 
Suggests  it  safe  or  dangerous  to  bo  plain —  -590 

Sti:ange  ?  how  the  frequent  interjected  daaii 
Quickens  a  market,  and  helps  off  the  trash ; 
Th'  important  letters  that  include  the  rest, 
Serve  ad  a  key  to  those  that  are  suppressed ; 
Conjecture  gripes  the  victims  in  his  paw,  6(35 

The  world  is  charm'd,  and  Scrib  escapes  tiie  law. 
So,  when  the  cold  damp  shades  of  night  prevail^ 
Worms  may  be  caught  by  either  head  or  tail ; 
Forcibly  drawn  from  many  a  close  recess, 
They  meet  with  little  pity,  no  redress  ;  590 

Plung*d  in  the  stream,  they  lodge  vapan  the  mud} 
?ood  fof  the  famish 'd  rovers  of  the  flood. 
All  zeal  for  a  reform,  that  gives  ofienoe 
To  peace  and  charity,  is  me^e  pretence  ; 
A  bold  remark,  but  wliich  if  well  applied,  SS^ 

Would  humble  many  a  towering  poet*8  pride. 
Perhaps  the  man  was  in  a  sportive  fit, 
And  had  no  other  play  place  for  his  wit  ; 
Perhaps  enchanted  with  the  love  of  &me. 
He  sought  the  jewel  in  his  neighbour's  f  liamo ;        540 
Perhaps — whatever  end  he  might  pursue. 
The  cause  of  virtue  could  not  bo  his  view. 
At  ev'ry  stroke  wit  flashes  in  our  eyes ; 
^he  turns  are  quick,  the  polish'd  points  surprise, 
But  shine  with  cruel  and  tremendous  charms,  i%4fi 

That,  while  they  please,  possess  us  with  alarms ; 
So  have  I  seen,  (and  hastened  to  the  siglit 
On  all  the  wings  of  holiday  delight,) 
Where  stands  that  monument  of  ancient  pow*r, 
Nam'd  with  emphatick  dignity,  the  Tow'r,  550 
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6iw%  iMlberUy  ■words,  and  (uatolS)  gTMl  tmd  MtMp 
fa  itarry  forms  di^ws'd  apoo  the  waU ', 
We  wonder,  as  we  gsamg  stand  below, 
That  brass  and  steel  should  make  so  fine  a  show  ) 
Bat  though  we  praise  th*  exact  designer's  skill,       669 
Account  them  implements  of  mischief  still. 

If  o  works  shaU  find  acceptance  in  thai  dajr, 
When  all  disguises  shi^  he  rent  awaj. 
That  square  mot  truly  with  the  Scripture  pUn, 
Nor  spring  from  love  to  God,  or  love  to  man.  660 

As  he  ordains  things  sordid  in  their  birth 
To  be  resoly'd  into  their  parent  earth ; 
And  Ukh^  the  soul  shall  seek  superiour  orbs, 
Whate'er  this  world  prodttces  it  absorbs ; 
So  self  starts  nothing,  but  what  tends  apace  666 

Home  to  the  goal,  where  it  began  the  race. 
8ttth  as  our  motive  is,  our  aim  must  be  ; 
If  thi4  be  sonrile,  that  can  ne'er  be  free : 
If  self  employ  us,  whatsoe'er  is  wrooghtf 
We  gWify  that  self,  not  him  we  ought;  690 

Such  viitves  had  need  prove  their  own  reward^ 
The  judge  of  all  men  owes  them  no  regard. 
True  Charity,  a  pknt  divinely  nurs'd, 
Fed  by  tiie  Icrre  &om  which  it  roio  at  first, 
Thrives  against  hope,  and  in  the  rudest  scene,         571 
Storms  but  enliven  its  nnfkding  green  « 
£^b*rant  is  the  shadow  k  Applies, 
Its  fruit  on  earth,  its  growth  above  the  skies. 
To  look  at  him  who  fbrm'd  us  and  redeem'd, 
So  glorious  noTir,  though  once  so  disestoem'd,         680 
To  see  a  God  stretch  tbrth  his  human  hand, 
T*  uphold  the  bowuMeas  scenes  of  his  command } 
To  recollect  that  in  a  form  like  ours. 
He  bruis'd  beneath  hia  feet  th'  Hifemal  pow'rs, 
Captivity  led  captive,  rose  to  claim  681 

The  wreath  ho  won  so  dearly  in  our  name  ; 
That,  thron'd  above  all  height,  ho  condescends 
To  call  the  few  that  trust  in  him  his  friends  ; 
Vol.  I.  11 
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That  m  the  heav'n  of  heay  Vis,  that  spieake^tiiM     ^ 

Too  scanty  for  th*  exertion  of  his  beams,  680 

And  shines  as  if  impatient  to  bestow 

Life  and  a  kingdom  upon  worms  below ; 

That  sight  imparts  a  never-dying  flame. 

Though  feeble  in  degree,  in  kind  the  sama^ 

Like  him  the  soul  thus  kindled  fVom  aJi>OTO  6d5 

Spreads  wide  her  arms  of  uniyersal  lore : 

And,  stiU  enlarg'd  as  she  receives  the  grace, 

Includes  creation  in  her  close  embrace. 

Behold  a  christian ! — and  without  the  fires 

The  founder  of  that  name  alone  inspires,  OOt 

Though  all  accomplishment,  all  knowledge  meet 

To  make  the  shining  prodigy  complete, 

Whoever  boasts  that  name — ^behold  a  cheat ! 

Were  love,  in  these  the  world's  last  doting  yean 

As  frequent  as  the  want  of  it  appears,  605 

The  churches  warm*d,  they  would  no  longer  hold 

Such  frozen  figures,  stiff  as  they  are  cold ;  - 

Relenting  forms  would  lose  their  pow*r,  or  oeate  ; 

And  e'en  the  dipp'd  and  sprinkled  live  in  peaiee : 

Each  heart  would  quit  its  priscm  in  the  breast,        610 

And  flow  in  free  communion  with  the  rest 

The  statesman,  skill'd  in  projects  dark  aiill  deep, 

Might  bum  his  useless  Machiavel,  and  sleep  ; 

His  budget  often  fill'd,  yet  alwa3r8  poor. 

Might  swing  at  ease  behind  his  study  door,  615 

No  longer  prey  upon  our  .annual  rents. 

Or  scare  the  nation  with  its  big  contents . 

Disbanded  legions  freely  might  depart. 

And  slaying  man  would  cease  to  be  an  art. 

No  learned  disputants  would  take  the  field,  690 

Sure  not  to  conquer,  and  sure  not  to  yield ; 

Both  sides  decoiv'd,  if  rightly  understood, 

Pelting  each  otiier  for  the  publick  good. 

Did  charity  prevail,  the  press  would  prove 

K  vehicle  of  virtue,  truth,  and  love  ;  695 
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And  I  mlghl  spare  myself  the  pains  to  show 

What  few  can  learn,  and  all  suppose  they  know. 

Thus  have  1  sought  to  grace  a  serious  lay 

With  many  a  wild,  indeed,  but  flow'ry  spray, 

In  hopes  to  gain  what  else  I  must  have  lost,         630 

Th'  attention  pleasure  has  so  much  Engross 'd. 

But  if  unhappily  deeeiv'd  1  dream, 

And  prove  too  weak  for  so  di^ne  a  theme, 

Let  Charity  forgive  me  a  mistake. 

That  zeal,  not  vanity,  has  chane*d  to  make,  631 

And  spare  the  poet  for  his  subject's  stke. 
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JVow  neqtte  me  tantum  vententis  sibiluf  austri, 
Nee  percussajucanitfiuctu  tarn  litontf  rue  fum 
Saxosas  inter  itcurrcmtjlumina  vallee, 

ViRG.Ecl.5. 

THOUGH  nature  weigh  our  talents,  and  difp^OM 
To  eT*ry  man  his  modicum  of  sense,  * 

And  Conversation  in  its  better  part 
May  be  esteem'd  a  gift,  and  not  an  art, 
Fet  much  depends,  as  in  the  tiller's  toil,  5 

On  culture  and  the  sowing  of  the  soil. 
Words  loam'd  by  rote  a  parrot  may  rehearse, 
But  talking  is  not  always  to  converse ; 
Not  more  distinct  from  harmony  divine, 
The  constant  creaking  of  a  country  sign.  10 

As  Alphabets  in  ivory  employ, 
Hour  after  hour,  the  yet  unlettered  boy, 
Sorting  and  puzzling  with  a  deal  of  glee 
Those  seeds  of  science,  callod  his  A  B  0 ; 
So  language  in  the  mouths  of  the  adult,  1& 

Witness  its  insignificant  result. 
Too  often  proves  an  implement  of  play, 
A  toy  to  sport  with,  and  pass  time  away. 
Collect  at  evening  what  the  day  brought  forth, 
Compres*!  the  sum  into  its  solid  worth,  20 
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And  if  it  wei|rh  the  importance  of  a  fly, 

The  Bcalos  are  false,  or  algebra  a  lie, 

Sacred  interpreter  of  human  thought, 

How  few  respect  or  use  thee  as  they  ought !  * 

But  all  shall  give  account  of  ev*ry  wrong,  9S 

Who  (dare  dishonour  or  defile  the  tongue ; 

Who  prostitute  it  in  the  cause  of  yice. 

Or  sell  their  glory  at  the  maricet  price ; 

Who  vote  fi>r  hire,  or  point  it  with  lampoon, 

The  dear-bought  placeman,  and  the  cheap  buflR>on.   90 

There  is  a  prurience  in  the  speech  of  some, 
Wrath  stays  him,  or  else  God  would  strike  them  dumb 
His  wise  forbearance  has  their  end  in  view. 
They  fill  their  measure,  and  receive  their  duo. 
The  heathen  lawgivers  of  ancient  days,  ^ 

Names  almost  worthy  of  a  Christian's  praise. 
Would  drive  them  forth  from  the  resort  of  men, 
And  shut  up  ev'ry  satyr  in  his  den. 
O  come  not  ye  near  innocence  amd  truth. 
Ye  worms  that  eat  into  the  bud  of  youth  ;  40 

Infectious  as  impure,  your  blighting  powY 
Taints  in  its  rudiments  the  promised  flow'r ; 
Its  odour  perish*d,  and  its  charming  hue, 
Thenceforth  His  hateful,  for  it  smells  of  you. 
Not  e'en  the  vigorous  and  headlong  rage  45 

Of  adolescence,  or  a  firmer  age, 
Affords  a  plea  allowable  or  just, 
For  making  speech  the  pamperer  of  lust ; 
But  when  the  breath  of  age  commits  the  fault, 
*Ti8  nauseous  as  the  vapour  of  a  vault.  50 

So  wuher'd  stumps  disgrace  the  sylvan  scene. 
No  longer  fruitful,  and  no  longer  green } 
The  sapless  wood,  divested  of  the  bark, 
Grows  fungous,  and  takes  fire  at  every  spark. 

Oaths  terminate,  as  Paul  observes,  all  strife^    55 
Some  men  have  surely  then  a  peaceful  life : 
Whatever  subject  occupy  discourse, 
The  feats  of  Vestris,  or  the  naval  force, 
11  • 
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Asseveration  blustering  inrjour  face 

Makes  contradiction  such  a  hopeless  case :  GO 

In  ev'ry  tale  they  tell^  or  fiUse,  or  true. 

Well  Imown,  or  such  as  no  man  ever  knew> 

They  fix  attention,  heedless  of  your  pain, 

With  oaths  like  rivets  fbrc'd  into  the  brain ; 

And  e'en  when  sober  truth  prevails  throughouty      '  Gt^ 

They  swear  it,  till  affirmance  breeds  a  d<Niht. 

A  Persian,  humble  servant  of  the  sun, 

Wbo,  though  devout,  yet  higotry  had  none^ 

Hearing  a  lawyer,  gjrave  ip  his  address, 

With  a^urations  ev'ry  word  Impress,  79 

Supposed  the  man  a  bishop,  or  at  least, 

God's  name  so  much  upon  his  lips,  a  priest ! 

Bow'd  at  the  close  with  all  his  graceful  airs. 

And  begg'd  an  int'rest  in  his  frequent  pray'rs. 

Go  quit  the  rank  to  which  ye  stood  preierr'd,        75 
Henceforth  associate  in  one  common  herd  ; 
Religion,  virtue,  reason,  common  sense, 
Pronounce  your  human  form  a  &lse  pretence ; 
A  mere  disguise,  in  which  a  devil  lurks. 
Who  yet  betrays  his  secret  by  his  wor|3.  80 

Te  pow'rs  who  rule  the  tongue^  if  .such  tb«re  are. 
And  make  cplloquial  hiqipiness  your  care, 
Preserve  me  from  the  thing  I  dread  jood  hai^, 
A  duel  in  the  form  of  a  debate, 

The  clash  of  arguments  and  jar  of  words,  85 

Worse  than  the  mortal  brunt  of  rival  swords, 
Decide  no  question  with  their  tedious  length, 
(For  opposition  gives  opinion  strength) 
Divert  the  champions  prodigal  of  breath,  #    ' ' 

And  put  the  peaceably  dispos'd  to  death.  ^ 

0  thwart  me  not,  Sir  Soph,  at  ev'ry  turn, 
Nor  carp  at  ev'ry  flaw  you  may  discern  ; 
Though  syllogisms  hang  not  On  my  tongue, 

1  am  not  surely  always  in  the  wrong : 

Tis  hard  if  all  is  false  that  I  advance,  96 

A  fool  must  uo\r  and  then  be  right  by  chance. 
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Not  ml]  that  freedom  of  dinent  1  blune ; 

No— there  I  grant  the  privilege  I  claim. 

A  disputable  point,  is  no  man's  ground ; 

Roto  where  you  please,  'tis  common  all  around.      IQO 

Discourse  may  want  an  animated — No, 

To  brush  the  surfiice,  and  to  make  it  flow ; 

But  still  remember,  if  you  mean  to  please, 

To  press  your  point  with  modesty  and  ease. 

The  mark  at  which  my  juster  aim  I  take^  1Q5 

Is  contradiotioa  for  its  own  dear  sake. 

Set  your  opinion  at  whatever  pitch, 

Knots  and  impediments  make  something  hitch  , 

Adopt  his  own,  tis  equally  in  vain, 

Your  thread  of  argtmient  is  snapp'd  again  ;  110 

The  wrangler,  rather  than  accord  with  you, 

Will  judge  himself  deceiv'd,  and  prove  it  top* 

Vociferated  logick  kills  mo  quite, 

A  noisy  man  is  always  in  the  right — 

I  twirl  my  thumbs,  £dl  back  into  my  chaifj  .115 

Fix  on  the  wainscoat  a  distressful  stare, 

And  when  I  hope  his  blunders  are  all  out, 

Reply  discreetly — To  be  sure — no  doubt ! 

Dubious  is  such  a  scrupulous  good  man — 

Tes — ^you  may  catch  him  tripping,  if  y<Mi  can.         120 

He  would  not  with  a  peremptory  tcme, 

Assert  the  nose  upon  his  face  his  own  ; 

With  hesitation  admirably  slow, 

He  humbly  hopes^^resumes — ^it  may  bo  80» 

His  evidence,  if  he  were  caJl'd  by  law  125 

To  swear  to  some  enormity  he  saw, 

Fo^want  of  prominence  and  just  reUei^         ' 

Would  hang  an  honest  man,  and  save  a  thief» 

Through  constant  dread  of  giving  truth  offenc6y 

He  ties  up  all  his  hearers  in  suspense  ',  131 

Knows  what  he  knows,  as  if  he  knew  it  not ', 

What  be  remembers,  seems  to  have  forgot : 

His  sole  opinion,  whatsoe'er  befall, 

Centering  at  last  in  having  none  at  all 
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Yet,  though  ho  tease  and  balk  your  lisfning"  c'hr,      136 
He  makes  one  useful  point  exceeding  clear ; 
Howe'er  ingenious  on  his  darling  theme 
A  sceptick  in  philosophy  may  seem, 
Reduc'd  to  practice,  his  beloved  rule 
Would  only  prove  him  a  consunmiate  fool :  140 

Useless  in  him  elike  both  brain  and  speech, 
Fate  having  plac'd  all  truth  above  his  reach, 
Plis  ambiguities  his  total  sum, 
He  might  as  well  be  blind,  and  deaf,  and  dtimb. 
Wliere  men  of  judgment  creep  and  feel  their  way,  146 
The  positive  pronounce  without  dismay  ; 
Their  want  of  light  and  intellect  supplied 
By  sparks  absurdity  strikes  out  of  pride. 
Without  the  means  of  knowing  right  from  wrong, 
They  always  are  decisive,  clear,  and  strong ;  150 

Where  others  toil  with  philosophick  force. 
Their  nimble  nonsense  takes  a  shorter  course ;  . 
Flings  at  your  head  conviction  in  the  lump. 
And  gains  remote  conclusions  at  a  jump : 
Their  own  defect  invisible  to  them,  155 

Seen  in  another,  they  at  once  condemn ; 
And,  though  self-idolized  in  ev'ry  case. 
Hate  their  own  likeness  in  a  brother's  face. 
The  cause  is  plain, 'and  not  to  be  denied. 
The  proud  are  alwajrs  most  provok'd  by  pride,         160 
Few  competitions  but  engender  spite  ; 
And  those  the  most,  where  neither  has  a  right. 
Tlie  point  of  honour  has  been  deem'd  of  use, 
To  teach  good  manners  and  to  curb  abuse  ; 
Admit  it  true,  the  consequence  is  clear,  W6 

Our  polisIiHi  manners  are  a  mabk  we  wear. 
And,  at  the  bottom  barb'rous  still  and  rude. 
We  are  restrain'd,  indeed,  but  not  subdu*d. 
The  very  remedy,  however  sure, 
Springs  from  the  mischief  it  intends  to  cure,  170 

And  savage  in  its  principle  appears, 
Tried  as  it  ijliculd  be.  by  the  fruit  it  bears 
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Tis  hard,  indeed  if  notliiug  will  defend 
Mankind  from  quarxels  but  their  fatal  end  ; 
That  now  and  then  a  horo  must  decease,  ITS 

That  the  surviyinjr  world  ma^  live  in  peace 
Perhaps  at  last  close  scrutiny  may  show 
The  practice  dastardly,  and  mean,  and  low  ; 
That  men  engage  in  it  compelTd  by  fcrcCy 
And  fear,  not  courage,  is  its  proper  source,  180 

The  fear  of  tyrant  custom^  and  the  fear 
Last  fops  should  censure  us,  and  fools  ahonld  sneer. 
At  least  to  trample  on  our  Maker's  laws, 
And  hazard  life  for  any  or  no  cause, 
To  rush  into  a  fix'd  eternal  state  185 

Out  of  the  very  ilames  of  rage  and  hate, 
Of  send  anotlier  shiv'ring  to  tl)©  bax 
With  all  the  guilt  of  such  unnatural  war, 
Whatever  Use  may  urge,  or  Honour  plead, 
On  Reason*s  verdict  is  a  madman's  deed.  )U0 

Am  I  to  set  my  life  upon  a  throw, 
Because  a  bear  is  rude,  and  surly  ?    No — 
A  moral,  sensible,  a^d  welUbred  man 
Win  not  affront  nie  ;  ^^nd  no  other  can. 
Were  I  empower'd  to  regulate  the  lists,  IDp 

They  ^ould  encounter  with  well-loaded  fists  ! 
A  Trojan  combat  would  be  something  r.,ew, 
Let  Dares  beat  Entcllu^  black  ana  biuo  ; 
Then  each  might  show,  to  his  a(«mu'ing  fVicnds 
In  honourable  bumps  his  rich  amends,  V!CH) 

And  carry  in  contusions  of  his  skull, 
A  satisfactory  receipt  in  full 

A  story,  in  which  native  humour  reigns, 
Is  often  useful,  always  entertains : 
A  graver  fact,  enlisted  on  your  side,  205 

May  furnish  illustration,  well  applied ; 
Buisedentary  weavers  of  long  talcs 
Give  me  the  fidgets,  and  my  patience^  faiLf , 
Tis  the  most  asinine  employ  on  earth, 
To  hev  them  tell  of  parentage  and  birth,  210 
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And  ^cho  conversations,  dull  and  drj, 
Embellished  with — He  said,  and  So  said  L 
At  ev'ry  interview  their  route  the  same, 
The  repetition  makes  attention  lame  : 
We  bustle  up  with  unsuccessful  speed,  S15 

And  in  the  oddest  part  cry — DroU  indeed 
Tho  path  of  narrative  with  care  pursue. 
Still  making  probability  your  clew ; 
On  all  the  vestiges  of  truth  attend,  / 

And  let  them  guide  you  to  a  decent  end.  •  220 

Of  all  ambitions  man  may  entertain, 
The  worst,  that  can  invade  a  sickly  brain, 
Is  that,  which  angles  hourly  for  surprise, 
And  baits  its  hook  with  prodigies  and  lies. 
Credulous  infancy,  or  age  as  weak,  225 

Are  fittest  auditors  for  such  to  seek. 
Who  to  please  others  will  themselves  disgrace, 
_  Yet  please  not,  but  af&ont  you  to  your  face. 
A  great  retailer  of  this  curious  ware 
Having  unloaded  and  made  many  stare,  230 

Can  this  be  true  ? — an  arch  observer  cries. 
Yes,  (rather  mov'd)  I  saw  it  with  these  eyes ; 
Sir !  I  believe  it  on  that  ground  alone ; 
I  could  not,  had  I  seen  it  with  my  own. 

A  tale  should  be  judicious,  clear,  succinct ;  235 

The  language  plain,  and  incidents  well  linked , 
Tell  not  as  new  what  ev'ry  body  knows. 
And,  new  pr  old,  still  hasten  to  a  close  ; 
There,  cent'ring  in  a  focus  round  and  neat, 
Let  all  your  rays  of  information  meet.  240 

What  neither  yields  us  profit  nor  delight 
Is  like  a  nurse's  lullaby  at  night ; 
Guy,  Earl  of  Warwick  and  fair  Eleanor, 
Or  giant-killing  Jack,  would  please  me  more. 

The  pipe,  with  solemn  interposing  puff,  245 

Makes  half  a  sentence  at  a  time  enough ; 
The  dozing  sages  drop  the  drowsy  strain, 
Then  pause,  and  pufi"— and  speak,  and  pause  again. 
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Such  often,  like  the  tube  they  so  admire^ 
Important  iriflers !  have  more  smoke  than  fire.       250 
Pernicious  weed  !  wliose  scent  the  fair  annoys  ; 
UnlKendly  to  society's  chief  joys, 
Thy  worst  effect  is  banishing  for  hours 
The  atXf  whose  presence  civilizes  ours : 
Thou  art  indeed  the  drug  a  gard*ner  wants,  255 

To  poison  vermin  that  infbst  his  plants  ; 
But  are  we  so  to  wit  and  beauty  blind, 
As  to  despiso  the  glory  of  our  kind, 
And  show  the  softest  minds  and  fairest  fotam 
As  little  mercy,  as  ho  grubs  and  worms  ?  260 

They  dare  not  wait  the  riotous  abuse, ' 
Thy  thirst-creating  steams  at  longth  produce. 
When  wine  has  giv'n  indecent  language  birth, 
And  ibrc*d  the  floodgates  of  licentious  mirth  ; 
For  sea-bom  Venus  her  attachment  shows  265 

Still  to  that  dement  from  which  she  rose, 
And  with  a  quiet,  which  no  fumes  disturb, 
Sips  meek  infusions  of  a  milder  herb. 

Th*  emphatick  q>eaker  dearly  loves  t'  oppose. 
In  contact  inconvenient,  nose  to  nose,  270 

As  if  th»  gnomon  on  his  neighbour's  phiz, 
Tonch'd  with  a  nu^gnet  had  attracted  his. 
His  whisper'd  theme,  dilated  and  at  large. 
Proves  lilsr  all  a  wind-gun's  airy,  charge. 
An  extract  of  his  diary — ^no  more,  .  275 

A  tasteless  journal  of  the  day  before. 
Ho  walk'd  abroad,  o'ertaken  in  the  rain, 
Call'd  on  a  fiPiend,  drank  tea,  stepp'd  home  a^iin, 
ResumM  his  purpose,  liad  a  world  of  talk 
^th  one  he  stumUed  on,  and  lost  his  walk.  •        280 
I  interrupt  him  with  a  sudden  bow, 
Adieu,  dear  Sir,  lest  you  should  lose  it  now. 

I  cannot  talk  with  civet  in  the  room, 
A  fine  pnss-gentleman  that'3  all  perfume  ; 
The  sight's  enough — ^no  need  to  smell  a  beau-—      281 
Who  thiusts  his  "nose  into  a  raree  show  ^ 


Lr-— -.--■ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


m  GONVEUSATIOS.    . 

His  odoriferous  attempts  to  pleass 

Poriiaps  might  prosper  with  a  swarm  of  beei ; 

But  we  that  make  no  honey,  though  we  stliif, 

Poets  are  sometimes  apt  to  maul  the  thmgf  989 

'Tis  wrong  to  bring  into  a  mtx'd  t&BGtti 

What  make  some  sick,  and  others  k  la  moti. 

An  argument  of  cogencfe,  W6  may  say, 

Why  such  a  one  shouTd  keep  himself  swfty* 

A  graver  coxcomb  we  itiay  sometimes  see,  90S 

Quito  as  absurd,  thoiigh  not  so  light  aS  he  $ 
A  shallow  brain  bdhind  a  Setious  mai^^ 
An  oracle  within  an  c/ai/pty  cask, 
The  solemn  fop ;  SigttifiiltS^t  and  budgd  ; 
A  fool  with  judgesj  amongst  fools  a  jttdg^  5  Sii 

He  says  but  little,  and  that  Httte  sdd 
Owes  all  its  weigiit,  liko  loaded  dice,  to  foad« 
His  wit  invites  you  by  his  looks  to  liom^^  - 

But  when  you  knoek  it  tttttr  w  at  h^MWS ; 
*Tis  like  a  parcel  seirt  yoti  by  the  stlig»,  90^ 

Some  handsome  present,  as  yo^r  hopes  pf«l»^f 
.  *Tis  heavy,  btUky,  and  bids  fiiir  to  pttyt^ 
An  absent  friend's  fidelity  and  Idft ; 
But  when  unpacked  your  disappolntteetit  ^feUiAi 
To  find  it  stuiTd  with  brickbats,  earth,  and  stbiVeti.  8lO 

Some  men  employ  their  health,  ita  ugly  ttkik) 
In  making  known  hoW  oft  they  have  beeii  tittk^ 
And  give  us  in  recitals  of  disease 
A  doctor's  trouble,  but  without  th«  ffees  J 
Relate  how  many  weeks  they  kept  tlrttir  bed  J         Stfc 
How  an  emetick  or  cathartick  sped ;  '    ' 

Nothing  is  slightly  tonchM,  mtrch  less  ft^tgot. 
Nose,  eifrs,  and  eyes,  seem  present  on  the  sj[k)t. 
Now  the  distemper,  spite  of  draught  or  pffi, 
Victorious  seemM,  and  now  the  doctor's  skM  J         flfiO 
And  now — alas,  fot  unforeseen  mishaps  • 
They  put  on  a  d:  Jiip  nightcap  and  relapse  ; 
iPhoy  thought  ihcy  must  have  died,  they  ^^'ore  so  hmd ; 
Their  peevish  hearers  almost  wish  Ihey  had. 
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~  Some  fretful  tempers  winoe  act  ev»ty  tonth, 
YovL  always  do  too  little  of  too  much ; 
You  speak  with  lift,  in  hopes  to  entertain, 
four  eleyated voice  goes  through  the  bram  *, 
Too  fall  at  once  into  a  lower  key, 
That's  worSe«-4he  dronepipe  of  an  hnmblebee. 
The  sonthem  sash  admits  too  strong  a  ligrht, 
Ton  rise  and  drep  the  onrtain — now  His  night. 
He  shakes  with  eold — you  stk  the  iire  and  strhr« 
To  make  a  bhov— that's  roasting  him  alire. 
Serve  him  with  yeilieon,  and  he  chooses  fish  *, 
With  soal — that's  just  the  sort  be  would  not  whih. 
He  takes  what  he  at  first  profees'd  to  loathe, 
And  in  due  time  feeds  heartily  on  both  ; 
Tet  still  o'erclouded  with  a  eonstant  fh>wn, 
He  docs  not  swaUow,  but  he  gulps  it  down. 
Tour  hope  to  plelMe  him  -^ain  on  er'ry  plan, 
Htinself  should  vfotk  that  w^ndet,  if  he  can-^ 
Alas  !  fans  cfibrts  double  his  distress, 
He  likes  yours  little,  and  his  own  stifl  less. 
Thus  always  teazlng  others,  always  teaCd, 
His  only  pleasure  is — to  be  displM^d. 
I  pity  bashful  men,  who  feel  the  pain 
Of  fancied  scorn,  and  iwde^ry'd  disd^n. 
And  bear  the  smu^,  upon  a  Mashing  ikee, 
Of  needless  riiame,  ajid  sol^impos'd  disgrace. 
Our  sensibilities  are  so  acute. 
The  fear  of  being  silent  makes  us  mute. 
We  sometimes  think  we  coiil4  a  speech  produce 
Much  to  the  purpose,  if  onr  tongues  were  loose ; 
But  being  tried,  it  dies  upon  the  lip, 
Faint  as  a  chicken's  note  that  has  the  pip : 
Oor  wasted  oil  unprofitably  bums, 
Like  hidden  lamps  in  old  sepulchral  urns, 
Few  Frenchmen  of  this  evil  have  complain'd  , 
It  seems  as  if  we  Britons  were  ordain  *cl. 
By  way  of  wholesome  curb  upon  our  |»ride, 
To  fear  each  other,  fearinir  none  beside. 
Vol.  T.  1-2 
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The  cause  perbape'lnquiry  may  descry, 

Self>soarching  with  an  introverted  eye, 

Conceal'd  within  an  unsuspected  part,  96S 

The  vainest  comer  of  our  own  vain  heart : 

For  ever  aiming  at  the  world's  esteem, 

Our  self-importance  ruins  its  own  scheme  ; 

In  other  eyes  our  talents  rarely  shown, 

Become  at  length  so  splendid  in  our  own,  370 

Wo  dare  not  risk  them  into  publick  view, 

Lest  they  miscarry  of  what  seems  their  doe. 

True  modesty  is  a  discerning  grace. 

And  only  blushes  in  the  proper  place  ;  -  * 

But  counterfeit  is  blind,  and  skulks  through  fetr,  *  378 

Where  'tis  a  shame  to  be  asham'd  t*  appear ', 

Humility  the  parent  of  the  first, 

The  last  by  vanity  produced  and  nurs'd. 

The  circle  formed,  we  sit  in  silent  state, 

Like  figures  drawn  upon  a  dial  plate  ;  380 

Yes,  ma'am,  and  No,  ma'am,  utter'd  softly,  show 

Ev'ry  five  minutes  how  the  minutes  go , 

Each  individual,  su^Tring  a  constraint, 

Poetry  may,  but  colours  cannot  paint ; 

As  if  in  close  committee  on  the  iky,  385 

Reports  it  hot  or  cold,  or  wet  or  dry  ; 

And  finds  a  changing  clime  a  happy  source 

Of  wise  reflection,  and  well-tim'd  discourse. 

We  next  inquire,  but  soflly  and  by  stealth. 

Like  conservators  of  the  publick  health,  300 

Of  epidemick  throats,  if  jfuch  there  are. 

And  coughs,  and  rheums,  and  phthisicks,  and  qitarrli ' 

That  theme  exhausted,  a  wide  chasm  ensues, 

Fiird  up  at  last  wi^  interesting  news, 

Who  danc'd  with  whom,  and  who  are  like  to  wed,  393 

And  who  is  hang'd,  and  who  is  brought  to  bod  ; 

But  fear  to  call  a  more  important  cause, 

As  if 'twore  treason  against  English  laws. 

The  visit  paid,  with  ecstasy  we  come, 

As  from  a  seven  years'  transportation  home.  400 
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And  there  resume  an  unembarrass'd  brow, 
Recor'ring  what  we  lost  we  know  not  how. 
The  faculties,  that  seem'd  rednc'd  to  nought, 
Expression  and  the  privilege  of  thought. 

The  reeking,  roaring  hero  of  the  chase,  405 

I  give  him  over  as  a  desperate  case. 
Physicians  write  in  hopes  to  work  a  cure, 
Never,  if  honest  ones,  when  death  is  sure  ; 
And  though  tlie  fox  he  follows  may  be  tam*d, 
A  mere  fox  follower  never  is  reclaimed.  410 

Some  farrier  should  prescribe  his  proper  course, 
Whose  only  fit  companion  is  his  horse  ; 
Or  if  deserving  of  abetter  doom, 
The  noble  beast  judge  otherwise,  his  groom. 
Tet  e'en  the  rogue  that  serves  him,  tho*  he  stand    415 
To  take  his  honour's  orders,  cap  in  hand, 
Prefers  his  fellow  grooms  with  much  good  sense. 
Their  skill  a  truth,  his  master's  a  pretence. 
If  neither  horse  nor  groom  affect  the  squire, 
Where  can  at  last  liis  jockeyship  retire  ?  420 

'  Oh  to  the  club,  the  scene  of  savage  joys. 
The  school  of  coarse  good  followship  and  noise ; 
There  in  the  sweet  society  of  those 
Wliose  friendship  from  his  boyish  years  he  chose, 
Let  him  improve  his  talent  if  he  can,  425 

Till  none  but  boasts  acknowledge  hini  a  man. 

Man's  heart  had  been  impenetrably  seal'd, 
Like  theirs  that  cleave  the  flood  or  graze  the  field, 
Had  not  his  Maker's  all-bestowing  hand 
Giv'n  him  a  soul,  and  bade  him  understand  ;  430 

The  reasoning  pow'r  vouchsaTd  of  course  inferred 
The  pow'r  to  clothe  that  reason  with  his  word ; 
For  all  is  perfect  that  God  works  on  earth. 
And  ho  tliat  gives  conception,  aids  the  birth. 
If  this  be  plain,  'tis  plainly  understood,  435 

What  uses  of  his  boon  the  giver  would.  , 

Tlie  mind  despatch'd  upon  her  busy  toil. 
Should  range  where  Providence  has  bless'd  the  soil ; 
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Visiting  ev'ry  flow'r  with  labour  meet, 

And  gath'ring  all  her  treasures  sweet  by  sweet  *,      440 

She  should  imbue  tlio  tongue  with  what  she  sipSi 

And  shed  the  balmy  blessing  on  the  lips, 

That  good  diflfus'd  may  more  abvindant  grow^ 

And  speech  may  praise  the  pow'rthat  bids  it  flow. 

Will  the  sweet  warbler  of  the  livelong  niglj^,  445 

That  fills  the  list'ning  lover  with  delight,  • 

Forget  his  harmony,  with  rapture  heard. 

To  learn  the  twitt'ring  of  a  meaner  bird  ? 

Or  make  the  parrot's  mimickry  his  choice, 

That  odious  Ubel  on  a  human  voice  ?  450 

No— Nature,  unsophisticate  by  man. 

Starts  not  aside  from  her  Creator's  plan  , 

The  melody,  that  was  at  first  designed 

To  cheer  the  rude  forefathers  of  mankind,  . 

Is  note  for  note  deUver'd  in  our  ears,  455 

In  the  last  scene  of  her  six  thousand  years. 

Tet  Fashion,  leader  of  a  chatt'ring  train. 

Whom  man  for  his  own  hurt  permits  to  reij^a^ 

Who  shifls  and  changes  all  things  but  tiis  shape. 

And  would  degrade  ner  votary  to  an  ape,  460 

The  fruitful  parent  of  abuse  and  wrong. 

Holds  a  ustu-p'd  dominion  o'er  his  tongue  ; 

Tliero  sits  and  prompts  him  with  his  own  dtafpapHf 

Prescribes  the  theme,  the  tone,  and  the  grimaee* 

And,  when  accomplidi'd  in  her  wayiyard  schooli     iC5 

Calls  gentleman  whom  she  has  made  a  fool. 

Tis  an  unalterable  fix'd  decree^ 

That  none  could  frame  or  ratify  but  she, 

That  Heav'n  and  Hell,  and  righteousness  and  filii 

Snares  in  his  path,  and  foes  that  lurk  witliia,  470 

God  and  his  attributes,  (a  field  of  4ay 

Where  'tis  an  angel's  happiness  to  stray,) 

Fruits  of  his  love  and  wonders  of  his  might. 

Be  never  nam'd  in  ears  esteem'd  polite. 

That  lie  who  dares,  when  she  forbids,  be  grw9p      439 

Shall  stand  proscrib'd,  a  madman,  or  a  knave, 
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A  close  designer  not  to  be  believ'd, 
Or,  if  excused  that  charge,  at  least  deceiv'd. 
Oh  folly  worthy  of  the  nurse's  lap, 
Give  it  the  breast,  or  stop  its  mouth  with  pap  !       480 
[b  it  incredible,  or  can  it  seem 
A  dream  to  any,  except  those  that  dream, 
That  man  should  love  his  Maker,  and  that  fire,. 
Warming  his  heart,  should  at  his  lips  transpire  t 
Know  then,  and  modestly  let  fall  your  eyes,  485 

And  veil  your  daring  crest  that  braves  the  skiet^ , 
That  air  of  insolence  affronts  your  God, 
Tou  need  his  pardon,  and  provoke  his  rod : 
Now,  in  a  posture  that  becomes  you  more 
Than  that  heroick  strut  assum'd  before,  490 

Know  your  arrears  with  ev'ry  hour  accrue 
For  mercy  shown,  while  wrath  is  justly  due. 
The  time  is  short,  and  there  are  souls  on  eajth, 
Though  future  pain  may  serve  for  present  mirth, 
Acquainted  with  the  woes,  that  fear  or  shame,        405 
By  Fashion  taught,  forbade  them  once  to  name, 
And  having  felt  the  pangs  you  deem  a-jest^ 
Have  prov'd  them  truths  too  big  to  be  expressed. 
Go  seek  on  revelation's  hallow'd  ground, 
Sure  to  succeed,  the  remedy  they  found  ;  500 

Touch'd  by  that  pow'r  that  you  have  dar'd  to  mock, 
That  makes  seas  stable,  and  dissolves  the  rock, 
Your  heart  shall  yield  a  life-renewing  stream, 
That  fools,  as  you  have  done,  shall  call  a  dream. 

It  happened  on  a  solemn  eventide,  505 

Soon  after  He  that  was  our  Surety  died. 
Two  bosom  friends,  each  pensively  inclined, 
The  scene  of  all  those  sorrows  left  behind. 
Sought  their  own  village,  busied  as  they  went 
In  musings  worthy  of  the  great  event :  510 

They  spake  of  him  they  lov'd,  of  hira  whose  life, 
Though  blameless,  had  incurred  perpetual  strife, 
Whose  deeds  had  left,  in  spito  of  hostile  arts, 
A  deeo  memorial  graven  on  their  hearts. 
12  • 
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The  recollection,  like  a  vein  of  ore  515 

The  farther  trac'd,  enricji'd  them  still  the  more  , 

They  thought  him,  and  they  justly  thought  him,  one 

Sent  to  do  more  than  he  appear'd  t'  have  done  ; 

T'  exalt  a  people,  and  to  place  them  high 

Ahove  all  else,  and  wonder'd  he  should  die.  520 

Ere  yet  they  brought  their  journey  to  an  end,  ^ 

A  stranger  join'd  them,  courteous  as  a  friend, 

And  ask'd  them,  with  a  kind^engaging  air, 

What  their  affliction  was,  and  begg'd  a  share. 

Inform 'd,  he  gather 'd  up  the  broken  thread,  535 

And  truth  and  wisdom  gracing  ali  he  said, 

Explained,  illustrated,  and  search'd  so  well 

'yhe  tender  theme  on  which  they  chose  to  dwell, 

That  reaching  houie,  the  night,  they  said,  is  near, 

We  must  not  now  be  parted,  sojourn  here.  530 

The  new  acquaintance  soon  became  a  guest. 

And,  made  ao  welcome  at  their  simple  feast. 

He  bless'd  the  bread,  but  vanished  at  the  word. 

And  left  them  both  exclaiming,  *Twas  the  Lord  !** 

Did  not  our  hearts  feel  all  he  deign'd  to  say —         535 

Did  they  not  bum  within  us  by  the  way  ? 

Now  theirs  was  converse,  such  as  it  behoves 
Man  to  maintain,  and  such  as  God  approves  } 
Their  view,  indeed  were  indistinct  and  dim, 
But  yet  successful  being  aimM  at  him.  540 

Christ  and  liis  character  their  only  scope, 
Theur  ob^^ect,  and  their  subject,  and  their  hope. 
They  felt  what  it  became  them  much  to  feci, 
And  wanting  him  to  loose  the  sacred  seal. 
Found  him  as  prompt,  as  their  desire  was  true,        6-15 
To  spread  the  new-born  glories  in  their  view. 
Well — ^what  are  ages  and  the  lapse  of  time 
Match*d  against  truths  as  lasting  as  sublime  ' 
Can  length  of  years  on  God  himself  exact  f 
Or  make  that  fiction,  which  was  once  a  fact  f         <550 
No— marble  and  recording  brass  decay, 
And  like  the  graver's  mem'ry  pass  away  ; 
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llie  works  of  man  inherit,  as  is  just, 
Their  anthor^s  frailty,  and  return  to  dust ; 
But  truth  divine  for  eyer  stands  securei  55S 

Its  head  is  gpiarded  as  ils  base  is  mxre ; 
Fix*d  in  the  rolling  flood  of  endless  yea^. 
The  pillar  of  th'  eternal  plan  appears, 
The  raving  storm  and  dashing  waves  defieSi 
Built  by  that  architect  who  built  the  skies.  600 

Hearts  may  be  found  that  harbour,  at  this  hour, 
That  love  of  Christ  and  all  its  quick'ning  pow*r  ; 
And  lips,  unstained  by  folly  or  by  strife. 
Whose  wisdcmi  drawn  from  the  deep  well  of  ttfe. 
Tastes  of  its  healthful  origin,  and  flows  6G5 

A  Jordan  for  th*  ablution  of  our  woes. 
O  days  ofHeav^n,  and  nights  of  equal  praise. 
Serene  and  peaceful  as  those  heavenly  days, 
When  souls  drawn  upwards  in  communion  sweet, 
Enjoy  the  stillness  of  some  close  retreat,  570 

Discourse,  as  if  released  and  safe  at  home, 
Of  dangers  pass'd,  and  wonders  yet  to  come. 
And  spread  the  sacred  treasures  of  the  hreast 
Upon  the  lap  of  covenanted  rest. 

What,  always  dreaming  over  heavenly  things,     875 
Like  angel  heads  in  stone  with  pigeon  wings ' 
Canting  and  winning  out  all  day  the  word. 
And  half  the  night  ?  fanatick  and  absurd ! 
Mine  be  the  friend  less  frequent  in  his  pray'rs, 
Who  makes  no  bustle  with  his  soul*s  aflkirs,  580 

Whose  wit  can  brighten  up  a  wintry  day, 
And  chase  the  ^plenetick  dull  hours  away ; 
Content  on  earth  in  earthly  things  to  shine. 
Who  waits  for  Heav'n  ere  he  becomes  divine, 
Leaves  saints  t*  enjoy  those  altitudes  they  toa<^,     586 
And  plucks  the  fruit  plac'd  more  within  his  reach. 

Well  spoken,  Advocate  of  sin  and  shame, 
Known  by  thy  bleating,  Ignorance  thy  name. 
Is  sparkling  wit  the  world*s  exclusive  right, 
The  fix'd  fee  suuple  of  the  vain  and  light '  590 
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Can  hopes  of  Heav'n,'  bright  prospects  of  an  hour. 

That  come  to  waft  us  out  of  sorrow's  pow'r, 

Obscure  or  quench  a  faculty  that  finds 

Its  happiest  soil  in  the  serenest  minds  ? 

Religion  curbs  indeed  its  wanton  play,  595 

And  brings  the  trifler  under  rig'rous  sway, 

But  gives  it  usefulness  unknown  before, 

And,  purifying,  makes  it  shine  the  more. 

A  Christian's  wit  is  inoffensive  light, 

A  beam  that  aids,  but  never  grieves  the  sight ;         GOO 

Yig'rous  in  age  as  in  the  flush  of  youth, 

'Tifl  always  active  on  the  side  of  truth : 

Temp'rance  and  peace  insure  its  healthful  state, 

And  make  it  brightest  at  its  latest  date. 

Oh  I  have  seen,  (nor  hope  perhaps  in  vain,  605 

Ere  life  go  down,  to  see  such  sights  again,) 

A  vet'ran  warriour  in  the  Christian  field. 

Who  never  saw  the  sword  he  could  not  wield ; 

Grave,  without  dulness,  learned  without  pride, 

Exact,  yet  not  precise  ;  though  meek,  keen-oy'd ;   610 

A  man  that  would  have  foil'd  at  their  own  play 

A  dozen  would-be 's  of  the  modern  day  ', 

Who,  when  occasion  justified  its  use, 

Had  wit  as  bright  as  ready  to  produce ; 

Could  fetch  from  records  of  an  earlier  age,  615 

Or  from  philosophy's  enlightened  page, 

His  rich  materials,  and  regale  your  ear 

With  strains  it  was  a  privilege  to  hear  : 

Yet  above  all,  his  luxury  supreme, 

And  his  chiei'  glory,  was  the  Gospel  theme  ;  020 

There  he  was  copious  as  old  Greece  or  Rome, 

His  happy  eloquence  seem'd  there  at  home, 

Ambitious  not  to  shine  or  to  excel. 

But  to  treat  justly  what  he  lov'd  so  well. 

It  moves  me  more  perhaps  than  folly  ought,         (S3S 
When  some  green  heads,  as  void  of  wit  as  thought, 
Suppose  themselves  monopolists  of  sense, 
And  wiser  men's  ability  pretence. 
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Though  time  still  wear  ut,  and  we  must  grow  0M9 

Sach  men  are  not  forgot  as  soon  as  cold,  690 

Their  fragrant  memory  will  outlast  their  tomby 

Embalmed  for  oyer  in  its  own  perfume. 

And  to  saj  truth,  though  in  its  early  prime, 

And  when  unstained  with  any  grosser  crime, 

Youth  has  a  sprightliness  and  fire  to  boast,  C35 

That  in  the  valley  of  decline  are  lost| 

And  Virtue  with  peculiar  cl^arms  appearsi 

Crowned  with  the  garland  of  life's  blooming  yean; 

Yet  agOy  by  long  experience  well  infi>rm'dy 

Well  read,  well  tempered,  with  religion  wann*d|,     C4Q 

That  fire  abated,  which  impels  rash  youth, 

Proud  of  his  speed  to  oyeridioot  the  truth, 

As  time  improves  the  grape's  authentick  juice, 

Mellows  and  makes  the  speech  more  fit  for  use, 

And  claims  a  rev'rence  in  its  short 'ning  day,  645 

That  *tis  an  honour  and  a  joy  to  pay. 

Xhe  firuits  of  age  less  fair,  are  yet  more  sound. 

Than  those  a  brighter  season  pours  around  ; 

And  like  the  stores  autumnal  suns  mature, 

Through  wintry  rigours  unimpaired  endure  650 

What  is  fanatick  phronzy,  scom*d  so  muob. 
And  dreaded  more  than  a  contagious  touch  ? 
I  grant  it  dang*ious,  and  approve  your  fear. 
That  fire  is  catching  if  you  draw  too  near } 
But  sage  observers  ofl  mistake  the  flame^  656 

And  give  true  piety  that  odious  name. 
To  tremble,  (as  the  creature  of  an  hour 
Ought  at  the  view  of  an  almighty  pow'r^  * 
Before  his  presence,  at  whose  awful  throne 
All  tremble  in  all  worlds,  except  our  own,  G^JO 

To  supplicate  lus  mercy,  love  his  ways, 
And  prize  them  above  pleasure,  wealth,  or  praise, 
Though  common  sense,  allow'd  a  casting  voice, 
And  free  from  bias,  must  approve  the  choice^, 
Convicts  a  man  faqt^tick  in  th'  extreme,  666 

And  wild  as  madness  in  the  world's  esteem. 
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But  that  disease,  when  soberly  defin'd, 

•Is  the  false  fire  of  an  o'erhQated  inind : 

It  views  the  truth  with  a  distorted  eye, 

And  either  warps  or  lays  it  useless  by ;  ©W 

'Tis  narrow,  selfish,  arrogant,  and  draws 

Its  sordid  nourishment  from  mam's  applause  , 

And  while  at  heart  sin  unrelinquished  lies, 

Presumes  itself  chief  fav'rite  of  t|ie  skies. 

Tis  such  a  light  as  putrefaction  breeds  <?75 

In  fly-blown  flesh,  whereon  the  maggot  feeds, 

Shines  in  the  dark,  but  usher'd  into  day, 

The  stench  remains,  the  lustre  dies  away. 

True  bliss,  if  man  may  reach  it,  is  compos*d 
Of  hearts  in  union  mutually  disclos'd :  C80 

And,  farewell  else  all  hope  of  pure  delight, 
Those  hearts  should  be  reclaim'd,  renew'd,  upright. 
Bad  men,  profaning  friendship's  hallowM  name, 
Form,  in  its  stead,  a  covenant  of  shame  : 
A  dark  confederacy  against  the  laws  6S5 

Of  virtue  and  reBgion's  glorious  cause  : 
They  build  each  other  up  with  dreadful  skill, 
As  bastions  set  point  blank  against  €rod's  will ; 
Enlarge  and  fortify  the  dread  redoubt. 
Deeply  resolv'd  to  shut  a  Saviour  out ;  6D0 

Call  legions  up  from  Hell  to  back  the  deed. 
And,  curs'd  with  conquest,  finally  succeed. 
But  souls  that  carry  on  a  bless'd  exchange 
Of  joys  they  meet  with  in  their  heav'nly  range, 
And  with  a  fearless  confidence  make  known  ~€05 

The  sorrows  sympathy  esteems  its  own, 
Daily  derive  increasing  light  and  force 
From  such  communion  in  their  pleasant  conrse, 
Feel  less  the  journey's  roughness  ana  its  length. 
Meet  their  opposers  with  united  strength,  700 

And,  one  in  heart,  in  int'rest,  and  design, 
Gird  up  each  other  to  the  race  divine. 

But  Conversation,  choose  what  theme  we  may. 
And  chiefly  when  religion  leads  the  way, 
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Should  flow  like  watera  after  summer  ahow'rt,         705 

Not  as  if  rais'd  by  mere  mechanick  pow'rs. 

The  Christian,  in  whose  soul,  though  now  distressed, 

LJTes  the  dear  thought  of  joys  he  once  possess'd, 

When  all  his  glowing  langtbige  issu'd  forth 

With  God's  deep  stamp  upon  its  current  worth,      710 

Will  speak  without  disguise,  aud  must  impart. 

Sad  as  it  is,  his  undissembling  heart, 

Abhors  constraint,  and  dares  not  feign  a  zeal, 

Or  seem  to  boast  a  fire  he  does  not  feel. 

The  song  of  Sion  is  a  tasteless  thing,  715 

Unless,  when  rising  on  a  joyful  wing, 

The  soul  can  mix  i^ith-the  celestial  bands, 

And  give  the  strain  the  compass  it  demands. 

Strange  tidings  these  to  tell  a  world  who  treat 
All  but  their  own  experience  as  deceit !  720 

Will  they  believe,  though  credulous  enough 
To  swallow  much  upcm  much  weaker  proof. 
That  there  are  bless'd  inhabitants  on  earth. 
Partakers  of  a  new  ethereal  birth, 
Their  hopes,  desires,  and  purposes  estranged  733 

From  things  terrestrial  and  divinely  changed, 
Their  very  language  of  a  kind  that  speaks 
The  souVs  sure  interest  in  the  good  she  seeks ; 
Who  deal  with  Scripture,  its  importance  felt 
As  Tully  with  philosophy  once  dealt,  730 

And  in  the  silent  watches  of  the  night. 
And  through  the  scenes  of  toil-renewing  light, 
The  social  walk,  or  solitary  ride, 
Keep  still  the  dear  companion  at  their  side  ? 
Ni)— shame  upon  a  self-disgracing  age,  7:ir. 

God's  work  may  servo  an  ape  n}>on  a  stage 
With  such  a  jest,  as  fill'd  with  liellish  glee 
Certain  invisibles  as  slirewd  as  he ; 
But  veneration  or  respect  finds  none. 
Save  firom  the  subject  of  that  work  alone.  740 

The  world  grown  old,  her  deep  discernment  shows, 
daps  spectacles  ou  her  sagacious  nose, 
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Peinses  ckmeif  tiid  tttie  Clirbtiaii^  ftcoy 

And  finds  it  a  mere  BMdk  of  sly  grimocd ; 

Usurps  GfxPs  office,  kys  hk  bosom  bare^  745 

And  finds  hyjyocrisy  close  lurking  thelre. 

And  serving  God  herself  tlirough  mere  constraiiili 

Concludes  his  ui^ignd  lore  of  Mm  a  feint. 

And  yet  Gbd  knows,  look  human  nature  through^ 

(And  in  due  time  the  world  shall  know  it  too,)         75^ 

That  since  the  flow'rs  of  Eden  felt  the  blast) 

That  afler  man's  defection  laid  all  waste, 

Sincerity  tow'rds  the  hetirt-searching'  God 

Has  made  the  new-born  creature  her  abode^ 

Nor  shall  be  found  ill  unregen'rata  souls,  76ft 

Till  the  last  fire  burn  all  between  the  poleat 

Sincerity  !  why  'tis  his  only  pride, 

Weak  and  imperfect  in  all  grace  bendo ; 

He  knows  that  God  demafids  his  heart  entire, 

And  gives  faim  all  Ins  just  demands  require.  760- 

Without  it  his  pretensions  were  as  vain,   • 

As,  having  it,  he  deems  the  world's  disdaiii } 

That  great  defect  Would  cost  him  not  alone 

Man's  favourable  judgment,  but  his  own ; 

His  birthright  shaken,  and  no  longer  cleat  765 

Than  yA^  his  conduct  proves  his  heart  sinedre.' 

Retort  the  charge,  and  let  the  world  be  iM 

She  boasts  a  confidence  she  does  not  hold ; 

Tliat,  conscious  of  her  crimes,  she  feels  instead 

A  cold  misgiving,  and  a  killing  dread :  770 

That  while  in  health  the  ground  of  her  support 

Is  mildly  to  forget  that  life  is  short ; 

Tliat  sick  she  trembles,  knowing  she  must  die. 

Her  hope  presumption,  and  her  mith  a  He  ; 

That  while  she  dotes,  and  dreams  that  slie  believes. 

She  mocks  her  Maker,  and  herself  deceives  j  776 

Her  utmost  reacli  historical  assent, 

The  doctrines  warp'd  to  wliat  they  never  meant ; 

That  truth  itself  is  in  her  head  as  dull 

And  useless  as  a  candle  in  a  skull ;  780 
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And  all  her  love  of  God  a  groundless  claim, 
A  trick  upon  the  canyass,  painted  flame. 
Ten  her  again,  the  sneer  upon  her  face, 
And  all  her  censures  of  the  work  of  grace, 
Are  insincere,  meant  only  to  conceal  785 

A  dread  she  would  not,  yet  is  forc*d  to  feel ; 
That  in  her  heart  the  Christian  she  reveres. 
And  while  she  seems  to  scorn  him,  only  fears. 

A^poet  does  not  worlc  by  square  or  line, 
As  smiths  and  joiners  perfect  a  design';  790 

At  least  we  moderns,  our  attention  less, 
Beyond^the  example  of  our  sires  digress. 
And  claim  a  right  to  scamper  and  run  wide, 
Wherever  c^nce,  caprice,  or  fancy  guide. 
The  world  and  1  fortuitously  met ;  795 

1  ow*d  a  trifle,  and  have  paid  the  debt ; 
She  did  me  wrong,  I  recompens'd  the  deed. 
And  having  struck  the  balance,  now  proceed. 
Perhaps,  however,  as  some  years  have  passed 
Since  she  and  I  conversed  together  last,  800 

And  I  have  liv'd  recluse  in  rural  shades. 
Which  seldom  a  distinct  report  pervades. 
Great  changes  and  new  manners  have  occurr*d, 
And  bloss'd  reforms,  that  I  have  never  heard. 
And  she  may  now  be  as  discreet  and  wiso  805 

As  once  absurd  in  all  discerning  eyes. 
Sobriety,  perhaps,  may  now  be  found 
Where  once  intoxication  press'd  the  ground  : 
The  subtle  and  injurbus  may  be  just, 
And  he  grown  chaste  that  was  the  slave  of  lust  ;*    810 
Arts  once  esteemed  may  be  with  shame  dismiss 'd  ; 
Charity  may  relax  the  miser's  fist ; 
The  gamester  may  have  cast  his  cards  away,  . 

Forgot  to  curse  and  only  kneel  to  pray. 
It  has  indeed  been  told  me,  (with  what  weight,        815 
How  credibly,  'tis  hard  for  me  to  state,} 
That  fables  old,  that  seem'd  for  ever  mute, 
Reviv'd  are  hastening  into  fresh  repute. 

Vol.  I.  13 
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And  gods  and  goddesses,  discarded  long 

Like  useless  lumber,  or  a  stroller's  song,  620 

Are  bringing  into  vogue  their  lieathen  trainy 

And  Jupiter  bids  fair  to  rule  again ; 

That  certain  feasts  are  instituted  noW| 

Where  -Venus  hears  the  lovers*  tender  vow ; 

That  all  Olympus  through  the  country  roves,         8S5 

To  consecrate  our  few  remaining  groves ; 

And  Echo  learns  politely  to  repeat 

The  praise  of  names  for  ages  obsolete  ; 

That  having  proved  the  weakness,  it  should  seem 

Of  revelation's  ineffectual  beam,  *        830 

To  bring  the  passions  under  sober  sway, 

And  give  the  moral  springs  their  proper  play, 

They  mean  to  try  what  may  at  last  be  done. 

By  stout  substantial  gods  of  wood  and  stone. 

And  whether  Roman  rites  may  not  produce  835 

The  virtues  of  old  Rome  for  English  use. 

May  such  success  attend  the  pious  plan, 

May  Mercury  once  more  embellish  man, 

Grace  him  again  with  long  forgotten  arts. 

Reclaim  his  taste,  and  brighten  up  his  parts,  840 

Make  him  athletick  as  in  days  of  old,** 

LeamM  at  the  bar,  in  the  peloestra  bold, 

D'vest  the  rougher  sex  of  female  airs. 

And  t^ach  the  softer  not  to  copy  theirs : 

The  change  shall  please,  nor  shall  it  matter  aught 

Who  works  the  wonder,  if  it  be  but  wrought.  846 

'Tis^ime,  however,  if  the  case  stand  thus, 

For  us  plain  folks,  and  all  who  side  with  us, 

To  build  our  altar,  confident  and  bold, 

And  say  as  stem  Elijah  said  of  old,  830 

The  strife  now  stands  upon  a  &ir  award, 

If  Israel's  Lord  be  God,  then  serve  the  Lord 

If  he  be  silent,  faith  is  all  a  whim, 

Then  Baal  is  the  God,  and  worship  .him. 

Digression  is  so  much  in  modern  use,  856 

Thought  is  so  rare,  and  fancy  so  profuse. 
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Some  never  seem  bo  wide  of  their  intent, 
As  when  returning  to  the  theme  they  meant ; 
As  mendicants,  whose  business  is  to  roam, 
Make  eyerj  parish  but  their  own  their  home.  860 

Though  such  continual  zigzags  in  a  book, 
Such  drunken  reelings  have  an  awkward  look, 
And  I  had  rather  creep  to  what  is  true, 
Than  rove  and  stagger  with  no  mark  in  view ; 
Yet  to  consult  a  little  seem'd  no  crime,  865 

The  freakish  humour  of  the  present  time  : 
But  now  to  gather  up  what  seems  dispers'd^ 
And  touch  the  subject  I  designed  at  first. 
May  prove,  though  much  beside  the  rules  of  art 
^st  for  the  publlck,  and  my  wisest  part.  870 

And  first,  let  no  man  charge  me,  that  I  mean 
To  clothe  in  sable  evVy  social  scene. 
And  give  good  company  a  face  severe. 
As  if  they  met  around  a  father's  bier ; 
For  tell  some  men,  that  pleasure  all  their  bent,       875 
And  laughter  all  their  work,  is  life  mispent ; 
Their  wisdom  bursts  into  this  sage  reply. 
Then  mirth  is  sin,  and  we  should  always  cry. 
To  find  the  medium  asks  some  share  of  wit. 
And  therefore  'tis  a  mark  fools  never  hit.  880 

But  though  life's  valley  be  a  vale  of  tears, 
A  brighter  scene  beyond  that  vale  appears, 
Whose  glory  with  a  light  that  never  fades. 
Shoots  between  scatter'd  rocks  and  op'ning  shadef, 
And  while  it  shows  the  land  the  soul  desires,  885 

The  language  of  the  land  she  seeks  inspires. 
Thus  touch'd,  the  tongue  receives  a  sacred  cure 
Of  all  that  was  absurd;  profane,  impure ; 
Held  within  modest  boimds,  the  tide  of  speech 
Pursues  the  course  that  truth  and  nature  teach ;      890 
No  longer  labours  merely  to  produce 
The  pomp  of  sound  or  tinkle  without  use ; 
Wliere'er  it  winds,  the  salutary  stream, 
Sprightly  and  fresh,  enriches  every  tlierae, 
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While  all  the  happy  man  possessed  before,  806 

The  gifl  of  nature  or  the  classick  store, 

Is  made  subservient  to  the  grand  design 

For  which  Heav'n  forih'd  the  faculty  diyine. 

So,  should  an  idiot,  while  at  large  he  strays, 

Find  the  sweet  lyre  on  which  an  artist  plays,  900 

With  rash  and  awkward  force  the  chords  he  shakes, 

And  grins  with  wonder  at  the  jar  he  makes ; 

But  let  the  wise  and  well-instructed  hand 

Once  take  the  shell  beneath  his  just  command, 

In  gentle  sounds  it  seem'd  as  it  complain'd  905 

Of  the  rude  injuries  it  late  sustained. 

Till  tun'd  at  length  to  some  immortal  song, 

It  Munds  Jehovah's  name,  and  pours  his  priuse  aloii|t. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


RETIREMENT. 


§htdiitJicrtnM  igtwhUis  oH. 

ViRO.  Geoi^.  Lib.  4. 

HACKN£T*D  in  bosiness,  wearied  at  that  oar 
Which  thooaandBy  once  fast  chained  to,  quit  no  mora 
But  whichi  when  life  at  ebb  runs  weak  and  low. 
All  wiflhy  or  seem  to  wish,  thej  could  forego ; 
The  statesman,  lawyer,  merchant,  man  of  trade,         5 
Pants  for  the  refuge  of  some  mral  shade, 
Where,  all  his  long  anxieties  forgot 
Amid  the  charms  of  a  seqnester'd  spot. 
Or  recollected  only  to  gild  o*er, 
And  add  a  smile  to  what  was  sweet  before,  10 

He  may  possess  the  joys  ho  thinks  he  sees, 
Lay  his  old  age  upon  the  lap  of  ease, 
Improve  the  remnant  of  his  wasted  spa% 
Alid,  having  liy*d  a  trifler,  die  a  man. 
Thus  Conscience  pleads  her  canse  within  the  breast, 
Though  long  rebelled  against,  not  yet  suppressed,       16 
And  calls  a  creature  formed,  for  €rod  alone. 
For  HeaT*n*s  high  purposes,  and  not  his  own, 
Calls  him  away  from  selfish  ends  and  aims. 
From  what  debilitates  and  what  inflames,  20 

From  cities  humming  with  a  restless  crowd, 
Sordid  as  active,  ignorant  as  loud, 
13  • 
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Whose  highest  praise  is  tliat  thej  live  in  vaiiii 

The  dupes  of  pleasure,  or  the  slaves  of  gain. 

Where  works  of  man  ar6  clustered  close  around,       25 

And  works  of  God  are  har41y  to  be  found, 

T.0  regions  where  in  spite  of  sin  and  wo, 

Traces  of  Eden  are  still  seen  below, 

Where  mountain,  river,  forest,  field,  and  grove, 

Remind  him  of  his  Maker's  power  and  lote.  30 

Tis  weU  if,  look*d  for  at  so  late  a  day,  * 

In  the  last  scene  of  such  a  senseless  plaj. 

True  wisdom  will  attend  his  feeble  call, 

And  grace  his  action  ere  the  curtain  fall. 

Souls  that  have  long  despis'd  thoir  heavenly  birth,    35 

Their  wishes  all  impregnated  with  earth, 

For  threescore  years  employed  with  ceaseless  care 

In  catching  smoke  and  feeding  upon  air, 

Conversant  only  with  the  ways  of  men, 

Rarely  redeem  the  short  remaining  ten.  *   40 

Inveterate  habits,  choke  th'  unfruitful  heart. 

Their  fibres  penetrate  its  tend'rcst  part, 

^  And  draining  its  nutritious  pow'rs  to  feed 
Their  noxious  growth,  starve  ev'ry  better  seed. 

Happy,  if  full  of  days — ^but  happier  far,  45 

If,  ere  we  yet  discern  life's  evening  star, 

.  Sick  of  the  service  of  a  world  that  feeds 
Its  patient  drudges  with  dry  chaflT  and  weeds. 
We  can  escape  from  custom's  idiot  sway, 
To  serve  the  Sovereign  we  were  bom  t*  obey.  CD 

Then  sweet  to  muse  upon  his  skin  display*d^  ' 
^'Infinite  skill,)  in  all  that  he  has  made  ! 
To  trace  in  nature's  most  minute  design 
The  signature  and  stamp  of  pow'r  divine, 
Contrivance  intricate,  expressed  with  ease,  05 

Where  unassisted  sight  no  beauty  sees. 
The  shapely  limb  and  lubricated  joint, 
Within  the  small  dimensions  of  a  point, 
Muscle  and  nerve  miraculously  spun. 
His  mighty  work,  who  speaks  and  it  is  done,  ^  fO 
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Th'  inTisible  in  things  icarce  seen  reyeal'd, 
To  whom  an  atom  is  an  amplo  field ; 
To  wonder  at  a  thoosand  insect  forms, 
Theso  hatch'd  and  those  resuscitated  worms, 
New  life  ordain'd  and  brighter  scenes  to  share,         66 
Once  prone  on  earth,  now  buoyant  upon  air, 
Whose  shape  would  make  them,  had  they  bulk  tad 

size, 
^Morehid^us  foes  than  fancy  can  derise ; 
With  helmet  heads,  and  dragon  scales  adom*d, 
The  mighty  mjnriads,  now  securely  scom'd,  70 

Would  mock  the  majesty  of  man*s  high  birth, 
Demise  his  bulwarks,  and  unpeople  earth  * 
Then  with  a  glance  of  fancy  to  survey. 
Far  as  the  faculty  can  stretch  away. 
Ten  thousand  rivers  pour'd  at  his  command  7S 

From  urns  tliat  never  fail,  through  ev*ry  land ; 
This  like  a  deluge  with  impetuous  force. 
Those  winding  modestly  a  nlent  course ; 
The  cloud-surmounting  Alps,  the  fruitfbl  vtAeay 
Seas,  on  which  ev'ry  nation  spreads  her  sails ;  80 

The  sun,  a  world  whence  other  worlds  drink  li^hfti    * 
The  crescent  moon,  the  diadem  of  night ; 
Stars  countless,  each  in  his  appointed  pkic« 
Fast  anchored  in  the  deep  abyss  of  spaoe— 
At  such  a  sight  to  catch  the  poet*s  flame,  BS 

And  with  a  rapture  like  his  own  exclaim. 
These  are  thy  glorious  works,  thou  source  of  good, 
How  dimly  seen,  bow  faintly  understood  I 
Thine,  and  upheld  by  thy  patenud  care, 
This  universal  frame,  thus  wondrous  fair :  (K) 

Thy  pow*r  divine,  and  bounty  beyond  thought, 
Ador'd  and  prais*d  in  all  that  thou  hast  wrought 
Abeorb'd  in  that  immensity  I  see, 
I  shrink  abased,  and  yet  aspire  t6  thee  ; 
Instruct  me,  guide  me  to  that  heavenly  day,  Oi 

Thy  words  more  clearly  than  thy  works  dispia/ 
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That,  wliile  tliy  truths  my  grosser  thoughts  reiiiMy 

I  may  resemble  thee,  and  call  thee  mine. 

Oh  blest  proficiency !  supassing  all 
That  men  erroneously  their  glory  call,  100- 

The  recompense  that  arts  or  arms  can  yield, 
The  bar,  the  senate,  or  the  tented  field.  ■ 
Compared  with  this  sublimest  life  below, 
Te  kings  and  rulers,  what  have  courts  to  show  ^ 
Thus  studied,  iis*d,  and  consecrated  thus,  106 

On  earth,  what  is,  seems  form'd  indeed  for  us . 
Not  as  the  plaything  of  a  froward  child, 
Fretful  unless  diverted  and  beguil'd, 
Much  less  to  feed  and  fan  the  fatal  fires 
Of  pride,  ambition,  or  impure  desires  ;  110 

But  as  a  scale,  by  which  the  soul  ascends 
From  mighty  means  to  more  im})ortant  ends. 
Securely,  though  by  steps  but  rarely  trod, 
Mounts  from  inferiour  beings  up  to  God, 
And  sees,  by  no  fallacious  light  or  dim,  115 

Earth  made  for  man,  and  man  himself  for  him. 

Not  that  I  mean  t*  approve,  or  would  enforce, 
A  superstitious  and  monastick  course  : 
Truth  is  not  local,  God  alike  pervades 
And  fills  the  world  of  traffick,  and  the  shades,         120 
And  may  be  fear*d  amidst  the  busiest  scenes, 
Or  scom*d  where  business  never  intervenes. 
But  'tis  not  easy  with  a  mind  like  ours, 
Conscious  of  weakness  in  its  noblest  pow'rs. 
And  in  a  world  where  other  ills  apart,  1S5 

The  roving  eye  misleads  the  careless  heart. 
To  Umit  Thought,  by  nature  prone  to  stray 
Wherever  freakish  Fancy  points  tl^e  way ; 
To  bid  the  pleadings  of  self-love  be  still, 
Resign  our  own,  and  seek  our  Maker^s  will ;  190 

To  spread  the  page  of -Scripture,  and  compare 
Our  conduct  with  the  laws  engraven  there ; 
To  measure,  all  that  passes  in  the  breast, 
Faithfully,  fairly,  by  that  sacred  test 
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To  dive  into  the  secret  deeps  witluii, 

To  spare  qo  passion  and  no  fav'rite  sin, 

And  sear  c A  the  themes  important  aboTO  all. 

Ourselves  and  our  recov'ry  from  our  falL 

But  leisuroi  silence,  and  a  mind  released 

From  anzions  thoughts  how  wealth  may  be  moreas'dy 

How  to  secure,  in  some  propitious  hour,  41 

The  point  of  interest  or  the  post  of  pow'r, 

A  soul  serene,  and  equally  retired. 

From  objects  too  much  dreaded  or  desir*d. 

Safe  from  the  clamwirs  of  perverse  dispute,  145 

At  least  are  friendly  to  the  ^eat  pursuit. 

Op'ning  the  map  of  God's  extensive  plan, 
We  find  a  little  isle,  this  life  of  man ; 
Eternity's  unknown  expanse  appears 
Circling  around  and  limiting  his  years.  150 

The  busy  race  examine  and  explore 
Each  creek  and  cavern  of  the  dang'rous  shore, 
With  care  collect  what  in  their  eyes  excels, 
Some  shining  pebbles,  and  some  weeds  and  riieUs ; 
Thus  laden,  dream  that  they  are  rich  and  great,      155 
And  happiest  he  that  groans  beneath  his  weight : 
The  waves  o'ertake  them  in  their  serious  play, 
And  ev'ry  hour  sweep  multitudes  away ; 
They  shrink  and  sink,  survivors  start  and  weep. 
Pursue  their  sport,  and  follow  to  the  deep.  160 

A  few  forsake  the  throng  ;.  with  lifted  eyes 
Ask  wealth  of  Heav'n,  and  gain  a  real  prize — ' 
Truth,  wisdom,  grace,  and  peace  like  that  above, 
Seal'd  with  his  signet,  whom  they  serve  and  lore, 
Scom'd  by  the  rest,  with  patient  hope  they  wait      165 
A  kind  release  from  t&eir  imperfect  state. 
And  unregretted  are  soon  snatch'd  away 
From  scenes  of  sorrow  Into  glorious  day. 

Now  these  alone  prefer  a  life  recluse. 
Who  seek  retirement  for  its  proper  use ;  ITU 

The  love  of  change,  that  lives  in  ev*ry  breast, 
Genius  and  temper,  and  desire  of  rest. 
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,  Discordant  motives  in  ono  centre  meet, 
And  each  inclines  its  votary  to  retreat. 
Some  minds  by  nature  are  averse  to  noise,  175 

And  hate  the  tumult  half  the  world  enjoys. 
The  lure  of  av'rice,  or  the  pompous  prize. 
That  courts  display  before  ambitious  eyes , 
The  fruits  that  hang  on  pleasure's  flow*ry  stem, 
VVhate'er  enchants  them,  are  no  snares  to  them.      180 
To  them  the  deep  recess  of  dusky  groves, 
Or  forest,  where  the  deer  securely  roves. 
The  fall  of  waters,  and  the  song  of  birds, 
And  hills  that  echo  to  the  distant  herds. 
Are  luxuries  excelling  all  the  glare  185 

The  world  can  boast,  and  her  chief  fav'rites  share 
With  eager  step  and  carelessly  array'd. 
For  such  a  cause  the  poet  seeks  the  shade  ; 
From  all  he  sees  he  catches  new  delight, 
Ploas'd  Fancy  claps  her  pinions  at  the  sight ;  196 

The  rising  or  the  setting  orb  of  day. 
The  clouds  that  flit,  or  slowly  float  away. 
Nature  in  all  the  various  shapes  she  wears. 
Frowning  in  storms,  or  breathing  gentle  airs. 
The  snowy  robe  her  wintry  state  assumes,  195 

Her  summer  heats,  her  fruits,  and  her  perfumes, 
All,  all  alike  transport  the  glowing  bard. 
Success  in  rhyme  his  glory  and  reward. 
0  Nature  !  whose  Elysian  scenes  disclose 
His  bright  perfections,  at  whose  word  they  rose,     200 
Next  to  that  pow'r  who  form'd  thee  and  sustains. 
Be  thou  the  great  inspirer  of  my  strains. 
Still  as  I  touch  the  lyre,  do  thou  expand 
Thy  genuine  charms,  and  guide  an  artless  hand, 
That  I  may  catch  a  fire  but  reirely  known,  205 

Give  useful  light,  though  I  should  miss  renown ; 
And  poring  on  thy  page,  whose  ev'ry  line 
Bears  proof  of  an  intelligence  divine. 
May  feel  a  heart  enrich'd  by  what  it  pays, 
That  builds  its  glory  on  its  Maker's  praise.  210 
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Wo  to  the  man,  whose  wit  disclaims  its  uso, 
Glitt'ring  iii  yain,  or  only  to  scduco, 
Who  studies  nature  witli  a  wanton  eye, 
/Idmires  the  work,  but  slips  the  lesson  by ; 
Hif  hours  of  leisure  and  recess  employs  915 

In  dnwiag  pictures  of  forbidden  joys, 
Retires  to  blazon  his  own  worthless  name, 
Or  shoot  the  careless  with  a  surer  aim. 

The  loYer,  too,  shuns  business  and  alarms, 
Tender  idolater  of  absent  charms.  220 

Saints  offer  nothing  in  their  warmest  prayVs, 
Thi^t  he  deyotes  not  with  a  zeal  like  theirs ; 
*TiM  consecration  of  his  heart,  soul,  time, 
And  ey'ry  thought  that  wanders  is  a  crime. 
In  sighs  he  worships  his  supremely  fair,  225 

And  weeps  a  sad  libation  in  despair  ; 
Adores  a  creature,^and,  devout  in  vain. 
Wins  in  return  an  answer  of  disdain. 
As  woodbine  weds  the  plant  within  her  roach, 
Rough  elm,  or  smooth-grain'd  ash,  or  glossy  beech, ' 
In  spiral  rings  ascends  the  trunk,  and  lays  231 

Her  golden  tassels  on  the  leafy  sprays, 
But  does  a  mischief  while  she  lends  a  grace. 
Straitening  its  growth  by  such  a  strict  embrace  ; 
So  love,  that  clings  around  the  noblest  minds,  235 

Forbids  th*  advancement  of  the  soul  ho  binds ; 
The  suitor's  air,  indeed,  he  soon  improves, 
And  fi>mis  it  to  the  taste  of  her  he  loves, 
Teaches  his  eyes  a  language,  and  no  less 
Refines  his  speech,  and  fashions  his  address  I  240 

But  farewell  promises  of  happier  fruits  ; 
Manly  designs,  and  learning*s  grave  pursuits ; 
Girt  with  a  chain  he  cannot  wish  to  break. 
His  only  bliss  is  sorrow  for  her  sake  , 
Who  will  may  pyit  for  glory  and  excel,  245 

Her  smile  his  aim,  all  higher  aims  farewell  f 
Thyrsis,  Alexis,  or  whatever  name 
Hay  least  offend  against  so  pure  a  fityne. 
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Though  sago  advice  of  friends  the  most  sincero 

Sounds  harshly  in  93  delicate  an  oar,  250 

And  loversi  of  all  creatures,  tame  or  wild, 

Can  least  brook  management,  however  mild^ 

Yet  let  a  poet,  (poetry  disarms 

The  fiercest  animals  with  magick  charms,) 

Risk  an  intrusion  on  thy  pensive  mood,  255 

And  woo  and  win  thee  to  tliy  proper  good. 

Pastoral  images  and  still  retreats, 

Umbrageous  walks  and  solitary  seats. 

Sweet  birds  in  concert  with  harmonious  streams, 

Soft  airs,  nocturnal  vigils,  and  day  dreams,  2G0 

Are  all  enchantments  in  a  case  like  thine. 

Conspire  against  thy  peace  with  one  design  ; 

Sooth  thee  to  make  thee  but  a  surer  prey, 

And  feed  the  fire  tliat  wastes  thy  pow'rs  away : 

Up — God  has  form'd  thee  witii  a  wiser  view,  205 

Not  to  be  led  in  chains,  but  to  subdue  ; 

Calls  thee  to  cope  with  enemies,  and  first 

Points  out  a  conflict  with  thyself,  the  worst. 

Woman,  indeed,  a  gift  he  would  bestow 

When  he  designed  a  Paradise  below,  270 

The  richest  eartlily  boon  his  hands  afford, 

Deserves  to  be  belov'd,  but  not  ador*d. 

Post  away  swiftly  to  more  active  scenes, 

Collect  the  scatter'd  truths  that  study  gleans, 

Mix  with  the  world,  but  with  its  wiser  part,      .       275 

No  longer  give  an  image  all  thine  heart ; 

Its  empure  is  not  hers,  nor  is  it  thine, 

•*Ti8  6od*B  just  claim,  prerogative  divine. 

Virtuous  and  faithful  Hcfccrrfcn,. whose  skill 
Attempts  no  task  it  cannot  well  fulfil,  2S0 

Gives  melancholy  up  to  Nature's  care, 
And  send  the  patient  into  purer  air. 
Look  where  he  comes — in  this  embowor'd  alcore 
Stand  close  concealed,  and  see  a  statub  move  : 
Lips  busy,  and  eyes  fix*d,  foot  falling  slow,  285 

Arms  hanging  idly  down,  hands  clasp'd  below. 
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Interpret  to  the  marking^  eye  distress, 
Such  as  its  symptoms  can  alone  express. 
That  tongue  is  silent  now ;  that  silent  tongiM, 
Could  argue  once,  could  jest  or  join  the  son^ ,  89& 

Could  gnm  adrioe,  could  censure  or  oonunend, 
Or  charm  the  sorrows  of  a  drooping  friend. 
Renounced  alike  its  office,  and  iU^  sport. 
Its  brisker  and  its  graver  strains  ^OX  short ; 
Both  fail  beneath  a  &yer*8  secret  sway,  81)S 

And  like  a  summer  brodc  are  passed  away, 
ThiB  is  a  s%ht  for  pity  to  peruse, 
Till  she  resen^Ie  fiunUy  what  she  views,) 
Till  Sympathy  contract  a  kindred  padn, 
Pierc'd  with  the  woes  that  she  laments  in  vaiii.      '  300 
This,  of  all  maladies  that  man  infest, 
€kums  most  compassion,  and  receives  the  least : 
Job  felt  it  when  he  groan'd  beneath  the  rod 
And  the  barb'd  arrows  of  a  frowning  God  ', 
And  such  emollients  as  his  friends  could  ^;»ar6,        305 
Friends  such  as  his  for  modern  Jobs  prepare. 
Mess'd,  rather  curs'd,  with  hearts  that  never  feel, 
Kept  snug  in  caskets  of  close-hammer'd  steel. 
With  mouths  made  only  to  grin  wide  and  eat, 
And  minds  that  deem  derided  pain  a  treat,  310 

With  liiUbB  of  British  oak,  and  nerves  of  wire, 
Aiid  wit  that  puppet>promptors  might  iniquro, 
Their  sovereign  noetrum  is  a  clumsy  joke, 
On  pangs  enforced  with  God's  severest  stroke. 
But  with  a  soul,  that  tvef  felt  the  sting  315 

Of  sorrow,  sorrow  is  &  siucred  thu^ ; 
HbI  to  aaelest,  or  kntais^  or  raise 
A  laugh  at  his  expense,  is  slender  praise : 
He  that  has  not  usurped  the  naaie  of  man, 
Does  all,  aad  deems  too  HUle  all,  he  can,  320 

T'  assuage  the  throbbings  of  the  fester'd  part, 
kad  stanch  the  bleedings  of  a  br<^en  heart* 
'Tis  not  as  heads  that  never  ache  suppose, 
Forgery  of  fiuncy,  and  a  dream  of  woes; 
Vol.  I.  14 
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Man  is  a  harp,  whose  chords  elude  the  sight,  396 

Eacli  yielding  harmony  disposed  aright ; 

The  serews  reversed,  (a  task  which  if  he  please 

God  in  a  moment  executes  with  ease,) 

Ten  thousand  thousand  sprmgs  at  once  go  looMi 

Lost,  till  he  tone  them,  all  their  power  and  use.       838 

Then  neither  heathy  wilds,  nor  scenes  as  fair 

'A^  ever  recompensed  the  peasant's  care, 

Nor  soft  declivities  with  tuftod  hills, 

Nor  view  of  waters  turning  busy  mills. 

Parks  in  which  Art  preceptress  Nature  weds,  335 

Nor  gardens  interspersed  with  flow*ry  beds. 

Nor  gales,  that  catch  the  scent  of  blooming  grorfMi 

And  waft  it  to  the  mourner  as  he  roves, 

Can  call  up  life  into  liis  faded  eye, 

That  passes  all  he  sees  unheeded  by ;  340 

No  wounds  like  those  a  wounded  spirit  feels. 

No  cure  for  such,  till  God,  who  makes  thraa,  heals. 

And  thou,  sad  sufTrer  under  nameless  ill. 

That  yields  not  to  the  touch  of  human  skill, 

Improve  the  kind  occasion,  understand  "     .  34S 

A  Father's  frown,  and  kiss  his  chast'ning  hand. 

To  thee  the  day-spring  and  the  blaze  of  noon, 

The  purple  ev'ning  and  resplendent  moon. 

The  stars  that,  sprinkled  o'er  the  vault  of  nighty 

Seem  drops  descending  in  a  show'r  of  light,  368 

Shine  not,  or  undesir'd  and  hated  shine. 

Seen  through  the  medium  of  a  cloud  like  thine ; 

Tet  seek  him,  in  his  favour  life  is  found, 

All  bliss  beside  a  shadow  or  a  sound ; 

Then  Hoav'n  edips'd  so  long,  and  tins  dull  earth,  366 

Shall  seem  to  start  into  a  second  birdi ; 

Nature,  assuming  a  more  lovely  face. 

Borrowing  a  beauty  from  the  works  of  graoe. 

Shall  be  despis'd  and  overlook'd  no  more. 

Shall  fill  thee  with  delights  unfelt  before,  303 

Impart  to  things  inanimate  a  voice. 

And  bids  her  mountains  and  her  hills  rejoice  * 
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The  floundihaU  run  along  the^windixif  Toleti 
And  thou  enjoy  an  Eden  ere  it  fails. 

Ye  grovef,  (the  statesman  at  his  desk  exclaim^    36S 
Sick  of  a  thooiand  disappointed  aims,) 
My.  patrimonial  treasure  and  my  pride,  i 

Beneath  your  shades  your  gray  possessor  hide, 
Receive  me  languishing  for  that  repose. 
The  servant  of  the  publick  never  knows.  370 

Ye  saw  me  once,  (ah  those  regretted  days. 
When  boyish  innocence  was  all  my  praise  !) 
Hour  after  hour  delightfully  allot 
To  studies  then  familiar,  since  forgot, 
And  cultivate  a  taste  for  ancient  song,  37& 

Catching  its  ardour  as  I  mus*d  along , 
Nor  seldom,  as  propitious  Heav'n  might  send,    ■ 
What  once  I  valu'd  and  could  boast,  a  friend. 
Were  witnesses  how  cordially  I  pressed 
His  undissembling  virtue  to  my  breast ;  380 

Receive  me  now,  not  uncorrupt  as  then, 
Kor  guiltleM  of  com^ting  other  men, 
BiA  ven'd  in  arts,  that  while  they  seem  to  stay 
A  falling  empire,  hasten  its  decay, 
To  tlie  fair  haven  of  my  native  homo,  38& 

The  wreck  of  what  I  was,  fatigued  I  come ; 
For  once  I  can  approve  the  patriot's  voice. 
And  make  the  course  he  recommends  my  choice : 
^e  meet  at  lost  in  one  sincere  desire, 
His  wish  and  mine  both  prompt  me  to  retire.  390 

Tis  done— he  steps  into  the  welcome  chaise, 
Lolls  at  his  ease  behind  four  handsome  bays^ 
That  whirl  away  from  business  and  debate 
The  disencnmber'd  Atlas  of  the  state. 
Ask  not  the  boy,  who,  when  the  breeze  of  mom       30G 
first  shakes  the  gUtt*ring  drops  fromev'ry  thorn, 
0nfolds  his  flock,  then  under  bank  or  bush 
BktB  linking  cherry  stones,  or  pbitting  rush. 
How  fair  is  freedom ! — he  was  always  firee  * 
To  carve  his  rustick  name  upon  a  tree,  *  400 
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To  snare  the  molej  or  vrifti  ill-&8hioii*d  Iiook 

To  draw  the  incautious  minnow  firom  the  broofci 

Are  lifers  prime  pleasures  in  his  simple  vieWy 

His  flock  the  chief  concern  he  ever  knew ; 

She  shines  but  little  in  his  heedless  pyM,  4Q& 

The  good  we  neter  miss  we  rarely  prize : 

But  ask  tbe  noble  drudgtf  in  6tate  affairs, 

Escaped  from  office  and  its  constant  carps, 

What  charms  he  sees  in  Freedom's  smile  expms*^ 

In  Freedom  lost  so  long,  now  repossessed ;  410 

The  tongue,  whose  strains  were  cogent  as  canutwdij 

Rever'd  at  homo,  and  felt  in  foreign  lands, 

Shall  own  itself  a  stamm'rer  in  that  cause, 

Or  plead  its  silence  as  its  best  applause. 

He  knows,  indeed,  that,  whether  dress'd  or  mde^    415 

Wild  without  art,  or  artfully  subdu'd. 

Nature  in  ey*ry  form  inspires  delight, 

But  never  mark'd  her  with  so  just  a  sight. 

Her  hedge-row  shrubs,  a  variegated  store, 

With  woodbine,  and  wild  roses  mantled  o'er>  420. 

Green  balks  and  furrowed  lands,  the   stream^  that 

spreads 
Its  cooling  vapour  o'er  the  dewy  meads, 
Downs,  that  almost  escape  th'  inquiring  eye^ 
That  molt  and  fiide  into  the  distant  sky, 
Beauties  he  lately  slighted  as  he  pass'd,  425 

Seem  all  created  since  he  traveU'd  last. 
Master  of  all  th'  enjoyments  he  designed. 
No  rough  annoyance  rankling  in  his  mind, 
What  early  philosophick  hours  he  keeps, 
How  regular  his  meals,  how  sound  he  sleeps  I  430 

Not  sounder  he,  that  on  the  mainmast  head^ 
While  momiiig  kindles  with  a  windy  red, 
Begms  a  long  look-out  for  distant  land. 
Nor  quits  till  evening  watch  his  giddy  stand,  . 
Then,  swifl  descending  with  a  seaman's  haste^        43^^. 
Slips  to  his  hammock,  and  forgets  the  blast* 
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0t  eliooses  companyi  but  not  the  sqmre'fi 
Whoeo  wit  b  rudeness,  whose  good  breedmg  Ures ; 
Nor  yet  the  parson's^  who  would  gladlj  come, 
Obsequious  when  abroad,  though  proud  at  home ;   440 
Nor  can  he  much  affect  the  neighb'ring  peer. 
Whose  toe  of  emulation  treads  too  neajr ; 
But  wisely  seeks  a  more  convenient  friend 
With  whom,  disnussing  forms,  he  may  unbend 
A  man,  whom  marks  of  condescending  grace  4 45 

Teach,  while  they  flatter  him,  his  proper  place , 
Who  comes  when  call'd,  and  at  a  word  withdraws, 
Speaks  with  reserve,  and  listens  with  applause ; 
Some  plain  mechanick,  who,  without  pretence 
To  birth  or  wit,  nor  gives  nor  takes  offence ;  450 

On  whom  he  rests  well  pleas'd  hid  weary  pow'rs, 
And  talks  and  laughs  away  his  vacant  hours. 
The  tide  of  life,  swiil  always  in  its  course. 
May  run  in  cities  with  a  brisker  force. 
But  no  where  with  a  current  so  serene,  456 

Or  half  so  clear,  as  in  the  Irural  scene. 
Tet  how  fidlacious  is  all  eartiily  bliss. 
What  obvious  truths  the  wisest  heads  may  miM 
Some  pleasures  live  a  month,  and  some  a  year, 
But  short  the  date  of  all  we  gather  here ;  4G0 

No  happiness  is  felt,  except  the  true. 
That  does  not  charm  the  more  for  being  new. 
This  observation,  as  it  chanc*d,  not  made. 
Or,  if  the  thought  occurred  not  duly  weighed, 
He  sighs — ^fbr,  after  all,  by  slow  degrees  465 

The  spot  he  lov'd  has  lost  the  pow'r  to  please 
Toeross  his  andiling  pony  day  by  day, 
Seems  at  tlie  best  but  dreaming  life  away ; 
The  prospect,  such  as  might  enchant  despair, 
He  views  it  not,  or  sees  no  beauty  there }  470 

With  aching  heart,  and  discontented  looks. 
Returns  at  noon  to  billiards  or  to  books, 
But  feels,  while  grasping  at  his  faded  joys, 
A  secret  thirst  of  his  renoimc'd  employs 

14  • 
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He  chides  the  tardinessr  of  ey*ry  post,  439  i 

Pants  to  be  told  of  battles  won  or  lost, 

Blames  his  own  indolence,  observes,  though  htt, 

Tib  criminal  to  leave  a  sinking  state,  < 

Flies  to  the  leyee,  and,  reeeir'd  whh  gimeey 

Kneels,  kisses  hajdds,  and  shines  again  m  placew       480 

Suburban  villas,  highway  M&  retreats, 
That  dread  th*  encroachment  of  our  growlnf  wtiwU^   ' 
Tight  boxes  neatly  saah'd,  and  in  a  btaae 
With  all  a  July  sun*s  cdleeted  rays. 
Delight  the  citizen,  who,  gasping  there,  489 

Breathes  clouds  of  dust',  and  calle  it  eouotry  am 
O  sweet  retirement,  who  would  balk  the  tfaeu^M 
That  could  afford  retirement,  or  could  not  ? 
'Tis  such  an  easy  wall,  so  smooth  and  stnagbtf 
The  second  milestone  fironts  the  garden  gate  >         490 
A  step  if  fair,  and  if  a  show'r  approach, 
Tou  find  safe  shelter  in  the  next  stage  ooselb 
There  prison'd  in  a  parlour  snug  and  small^ 
Like  bottled  wasps  upon  a  southern  wall. 
The  man  of  business  and  his  friends  compvess'dy     49& 
Forget  thetr  labours,  and  yet  find  no  rest  *, 
But  still  ^lie  rural—trees  aM  to  b^  seen 
From  ev'ry  window,  imd  the  fields  aro  green  i 
Ducks  paddle  in  the  pond  belbre  the  door, 
And  what  cordd  a  remoter  scene  show  mdnr^         680 
A  sense  of  elegance  we  rarely  find 
The  portion  of  a  mean  or  vulgar  inin4, 
And  ignorance  of  better'  ^ings  makes  maa^ 
Who  cannot  nrach,  rejoic6  in  whait  he  cia  ^ 
And  he  that  deems  Itis  leisure  well  bMto«r*<d  i68 

In  contemplation  of  a  turnpike  read. 
Is  occupied  as  weH,  employs  his  homw 
As  wisely,  and  as  much  improves  hid  pow*rs^ 
As  he  that  slumbers  in  pavilions  graoM 
Witli  all  the  charms  of  an  a6complishM  taste.  JUi 

Yet  hence,  alas !  insolvencies ;  and  hence 
The  unpitied  victim  of  ill-judg'd  ezpenso, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


RETIR£MEN1\  163 

From  all  his  wenrisomo  engajiremcntf  fre^d. 
Shakes  hands  with  bunneas,  and  retires  indeed. 

Tour  prudent  grandmammas,  ye  modem  bellesi  515 
Content  with  Bristol,  Bath,  and  Tnnbridge  wellsy 
When  health  reqoir'd  ii  would  consent  to  roam^ 
Else  more  attach'd  to  pleasures  found  at  home. 
But  now  alike,  gay  widows  Tirgin,  wile, 
Ingenious  to  diversify  duU  life^  520 

In  coaches,  chaises,  cararans,  aUd  hoys^ 
ily  to  the  coast  for  daily,  nightly  joy% 
And  all,  impatient  of  dry  land,  agree 
With  one  c<msent  to  rush  into  the  se^^ 
Ocean  exhibits,  fathomless  and  broad,  605 

Much  of  the  pow*r  and  majesty  of  God. 
He  swathes  abcnot  the  swelling  of  the  deep, 
That  shines  and  rests  asin&nts  smile  and  deep ; 
Vast  as  it  is,  it  answers  as  it  flows 
The  breathings  of  the  lightest  air  that  Mows;     .    69t 
Curling  and  whxt*nkig  over  all  the  waste. 
The  rising  waves  obey  th'  increasing  Mast, 
Abrt^t  and  horrid  as  the  tempest  roars, 
Thunder  ifad  flaA  upon  the  steadfast  riior^ 
Till  he  that  rides  the  whirlwind,  cheeks  the  rfn%    535 
Then  all  the  worid  of  waters  sleep  agaiiir^ 
Nereids  or  Dryads,  as  the  &i^on  lei^ 
Now  in  the  floods,  bow  panting  in  the  meads^ 
Votaries  of  pleasure  stfll,  where'er  she  ditreil% 
Near  barren  roths,  in  palaces,  or  cells,  $40 

O  grant  a  poet  leave  to  recommend, 
(A  poet  fond  of  Nature,  and  your  firiend,) 
Her  sUghted  works  to  your  admiring  view ; 
Her  works  must  needs  excel,  who  fiu^on'd  yoiL 
Would  ye,  when  rambling  in  your  monui^  ride,     545 
With  some  unmeaning  coxcomb  at  your  side^ 
Condemn  the  prattler  for  his  idle  pains. 
To  waste  unheard  the  musick  of  his  strains. 
And,  deaf  to  all  th*  impertinence  of  tongue. 
That,  while  it  courts,  affronts  and  does  you  wrong,  550 
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Mark  well  tlie  finlsh'd  plan  without  a  fault, 

The  seas  globose  and  huge,  th'  o'erarchmg^vaalt. 

Earth's  milli<ms  dailj  fed,  a  world  employ'd, 

In  gathering  plenty  yet  to  be  enjoy*d. 

Till  gratitude  grew  vocal  in  the  praise  555 

Of  God  beneficent  in  all  his  ways ; 

Grac'd  with  such  Wisdom,  how  would  beauty  diiae  f 

Ye  want  but  that  to  seem  indeed  divine. 

Anticipated  rents,  and  bills  unpaid,  * 

Force  many  a  shining  youth  into  the  shade,  560 

Not  to  redeem  his  time,  but  his  estate, 
And  play  the  fool,  but  at  a  cheaper  rate. 
There,  hid  in  loth'd  obscurity,  remov'd 
From  pleasures  left,  but  never  more  belov'd, 
He  just  endures,  and  with  a  nckly  spleen  563 

Sighs  o*er  the  beauties  of  the  charming  scene  ', 
Nature  indeed  looks  prettily  in  rhyme ; 
Streams  tinkle  sweetly  in  poetick  chime ; 
The  warblings  of  the  blackbird,  clear  and  strong. 
Are  musical  enough  in  Thomson's  song ;  570. 

And  Cobham's  groves,  and  Windsor's  green  retreats, 
When  Pope  describes  them,  have  a  thousand  sweets ; 
He  likes  th^  country,  but  in  truth  must  own, 
Most  likes  it,  when  he  studies  it  in  town. 

Poor  Jack — ^no  matter  who — ^fbr  when  I  blame,    575 
I  pity,  and  must  therefore  sink  the  name, 
Liv'd  in  his  saddle,  lov'd  the  chace,  the  course, 
And  always,  ere  he  mounted,  kiss*d  his  horse. 
The  estate  14s  sires  had  own*d  in  ancient  years, 
Was  quickly  distanc'd,  match'd  against  a  peer's.       680 
Jack  vanished,  was  regretted  and  forgot ', 
*Tis  wild  good  nature's  never-failing  lot.    ' 
At  length,  when  all  had  long  supposed  him  dead, 
By  cold  submersion,  razor,  rope,  or  lead. 
My  lord,  alighting  at  his  usual  place,  585 

The  Crown,  took  notice  of  an  ostler's  faCe. 
Jack  knew  his  friend,  but  hop'd  in  that  disguise 
Ho  might  escape  the  most  observmg  eyes ; 
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And  whistling,  as  if  Qnconcern'd  and  gvy. 
Curried  his  hag,  and  look'd  another  way*  600 

Conyinc*d  at  laA>  upon  a  nearer  viewy 
Ttflrafl  hOy  the  same,  tho  very  Jack  he  knew» 
0*erwhehn'd  at  once  with  wonder»  i^rief,  and  joji 
He  pressed  hiift  mveh  to  <]Uit  his  base  employ  ; 
His  countenanee,  his  putae,  his  heart,  his  hand,      535 
Influence  and  pow'r,  were  all  at  his  oommaad  t 
Pe^rs  are  not  always  gen'rous  as  well-bred, 
But  Granby  was,  meant  truly  what  he  said. 
Jack  bow*d,  and  was  obliged— oonfess'd  'twas  strange, 
That  so  retir*d  be  should  not  wish  a  change,  000 

But  knew  no  medium  between  guzsling  beer, 
And  his  old  stint — three  thousand  pounds  a  year* 

Thus  some  retire  to  nourish  hopeless  wo: 
Some  seeking  happiness  not  found  below ; 
Some  to  comply  with  humour,  and  a  mind  C05 

To  social  scenes  by  nature  disincHn'd ; 
Some  sway'd  by  fashion,  some  by  deep  disgust ; 
Some  self-impoverish*d,  and  because  they  must ; 
But  few,  that  court  Retirement,  are  awara 
Of  half  the  toils  they  must  encounter  there.  610 

Lucrative  offices  are  seldom  lost 
For  want  of  pow'rs  proportioned  to  the  post : 
Give  e*en  a  dunce  th'  employment  he  desiroSf 
And  he  soon  finds  the  talents  it  requires } 
A  business  with  an  income  at  its  heels  615 

Furnishes  always  oil  for  its  own  wheels. 
^It  m  his  arduous  enterprise  to  close 
His  sBtive  years  with  indolent  repode. 
He  finds  thct  labours  of  that  state  exceed 
His  utmost  faculties,  severe  indeed.  620 

'TIS  easy  to  resign  a  toilsome  place, 
B||iit  not  to  manage  leisuro  with  a  grace  ; 
Absence  of  occupation  is  not  rest, 
A  mind  quite  vacant  is  a  mind  distressed. 
The  vetVan  steed,  excused  his  task  at  length,  625 

In  kind  compassion  of  his  failing  strength, 
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And  tumM  into  tho  park  or  moad  to  graze, 

Exempt  from  future  service  all  his  days, 

Theie  feels  a  pleasure  perfect  in  its  kind. 

Ranges  at  liberty,  and  snufis  the  wind :  630 

But  when  his  lord  would  quit  the  busy  road. 

To  taste  a  joy  like  that  he  had  bestow'd, 

He  provesi  less  happy  than  his  fiiyour'd  brotei 

A  life  of  ease  a  difficult  pursuit. 

Thought,  to  the  man  that  never  thinks,  may  seom  635 

As  natural  as  when  asleep  to  dream ; 

But  reveries,  (fbr  human  minds  will  act,) 

Specious  in  show,  impossible  in  fact, 

Those  flimsy  webs,  that  break  as  soon  as  wrought. 

Attain  not  to  the  dignity  of  thought :  640 

Nor  yet  the  swarms  that  occupy  the  brain. 

Where  dreams  of  dress,  intrigue,  and  pleasure  reign ; 

Nor  such  as  useless  conversation  breeds. 

Or  lust  engenders,  and  indulgence  feeds. 

Whence,  and  what  are  we  ?  to  what  end  ordain'd  r  645 

What  means  tho  drama  by  the  world  sustained  ? 

Business  or  vain  amusement,  care  or  mirth, 

Divide  the  &ail  inhabitants  of  earth. 

Is  duty  a  mere  sport,  or  an  employ  ? 

Life  an  intrusted  talent,  or  a  toy  ?  650 

Is  there,  as  reason,  conscience,  Scripture  say^ 

Cause  to  provide  for  a  great  future  day. 

When  earth's  assign'd  duration  at  an  end, 

Man  shall  be  summoned  and  the  dead  attend  ? 

The  trumpet — ^will  it  sound  ?  the  curtain  rise  f        OBIS 

And  show  the  august  tribunal  of  the  skies,  ^ 

Where  no  prevarication  shall  avail, 

Wliero  eloquence  and  artifice  shall  fail. 

The  pride  of  arrogant  distinctions  fall. 

And  conscience  and  our  conduct  judge  us  all  ?         660 

Pardon  me,  ye  that  give  the  midnight  oil 

To  learned  cares  of  philosophick  toil. 

Though  I  revere  your  honourable  names. 

Your  useful  labours  and  important  aims, 
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And  hold  the  world  indebted  to  your  sid,  665 

Enriched  with  the  discoveries  ye  have  made  ; 
Yet  let  me  stand  excos'd,  if  I  esteem 
A  mind  employ'd  on  so  snblime  a  theme. 
Pushing  her  bold  inqoiry  to  the  date 
And  outUne  of  the  present  transient  state,  G?Q 

And  after  poising  her  advent'rous  wings. 
Settling  at  last  upon  eternal  things, 
Far  more  intelligent,  and  better  tan^t 
The  strenuous  use  of  profitable  thoaf^t. 
Than  ye,  when  happiest,  and  enlighten'd  most,       69Q 
And  highest  in  renown,  can  justly  boast. 
A  mind  unnerr'd,  or  indisposed  to  bear 
Tlio  weight  of  subjects  worthiest  of  her  care, 
Whatever  hopes  a  change  of  scene  ins{Mres, 
Must  change  her  nature,  or  in  vain  retires.  68i 

An  idler  is  a  watch  that  wants  both  hands ; 
As  useless  if  it  goes,  as  when  it  stands. 
Books,  therefore,  not  the  scandal  of  the  shehws, 
In  which  lewd  sensualists  print  out  themselves ; 
ffor  those  in  which  the  stage  gives  vice  a  blew,      68S 
With  what  success  let  modem  manners  show ; 
ffor  his,  who,  for  the  bane  of  thousands  bom, 
Built  God  a  church,  and  laugh'd  his  word  to  scom, 
Skilful  alike  to  seem  devout  and  just. 
And  stab  religion  with  a  sly  side-thrust ;  GOO 

Nor  those  of  learned  philologists,  who  chase 
A  panting  syllable  through  time  and 'space, 
Start  it  at  Irome,  and  hunt  it  m  the  duk, 
To  Gaul,  to  Greece,  and  into  Noah's  ark ; 
But  such  as  learning  without  £ilse  pretence,  695 

The  friend  of  truth,  th'  assoeSnte  of  good  sease. 
And  such  as,  in  the  zeal  of  good  desiga. 
Strong  judgment  lab*ring  in  the  Scripture  miae^ 
All  such  as  manly  and  great  souls  produce, 
Worthy  to  live,  and  of  eternal  use ;  TOO 

Behold  in  these  what  leisure  hours  demand, 
Amusement  and  true  knowledge  hand  in  hand. 
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Luxury  gbrea  tbo  miad  a  childish  casti 

And,  while  she  poUshf  9»  perverts  the  taste ; 

Habits  of  close  attfBtion,  thinking  heads,  705 

Become  more  rare  as  diawpation  spreads, 

Till  authors  hear  at  lengili  ene  fen*ral  dy, 

Tiokle  and  entorlaiu  un,  or  we  die. 

The  loud  demandy  &«m  y«ar  to  year  the  aasM^ 

Beggars  Invention^  and  i^akes  Fancy  lame ;  7X0 

Till  fiurce  itself  meai  mpuraiully  jejune. 

Calls  for  the  kind  asairtaiiee  of  a  tune ; 

And  novek,  (vitaew  evVy  month^s  reTiew,) 

Belie  their  naoM^  and  oier  nothing  n«i^, 

The  mind,  rehuung  inta  naediul  apoct,  715 

Should  turn  to  writers  of  an  abler  sort, 

Whose  wit  weU  naqag'd,  and  whose  classidt  v^yla^ 

Give  truth  a  lustcf ,  and  make  wisdom  smile. 

Friends,  (for  I  eanuot  stint,  as  some  haye  done, 

Too  rigid  in  my  Y«ew»  ^at  name  to  one ;  71^ 

Though  one,  I  grant  i$n  ^  the.gen'roua  breast 

Will  stand  adrraac'd  a  elep  above  the  rei^ ; 

Flow'rs  by  that  namie  ppomisouously  we  calli 

Bat  one,  the  rofla»  the,feg«n$  of  thom  aU,><^ 

Friends,  not  adopted  with  a  sehoolboy^a  haste»         795 

But  chosen  whh  a  nice  diseeraUig  tastff , 

Well  bom,  well  disciplined,  who,  placed  apart 

From  vulgar  nuads,  have  honovr  m^ch  at  heart, 

And  though  the  world  may  thwk  the  ingredients  odd> 

The  love  of  vtrtao,  a»d  the  lear  of  God!  730 

Such  friends  prevent  wdltfit  ^se  would  soon  smcoeodft 

A  temper  rustkk  aa  this  Ul«  wo  l^ftdy 

And  keep  the  poiMih  of  tim  nUMM^ers  oleajpi, 

As  theirs  who  hustle  in  tha  hnmit  ao^i^ } 

For  solitude,  hesfever  some  mi^  laife^  7S|5 

Seeming  a  saaolnary,.  pvovee  a  gvav^b 

A  sepulchre^  in  which  the  living  Ue* 

Whore  all  good  quaUtief  ffffFif  si^k  and  di% 


Digitized  by 


Google 


RETIREMENT. 
I  praise  tho  Frenchman,*  hn  remark  ^ 
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How  sweety  kow  passing  swiMt  m  solilvde  I 
But  grant  me  stttl «  friend  in  my  rslroaty 
"  Whom  I  may  whispet  ■  ■olko^  is  irwMt. 
Yet  neither  these  delightis,  n«r  aoghC  beside, 
That  appetit9  caa  ask,  or  wealtk  pro'Nde, 
Can  save  ns  always  ik<tm  ate^otts  day, 
Or  slune  the  didtMto  of  still  1^  awaj  ; 
Divine  conmiairion,  onrdflilly  enj(fy*d, 
Or  sought  with  «Mi^)  nrasC  Wfl  the  rM. 
O  sacred  art,  to  whieh  alone  h(h  ewes 
Its  happiest  seaMtis,  mad  a  peaeeAd  tiom  ', 
Scorned  in  a  world,  indebted  to  that  ecom 
For  oyils  daBy  felt  and  hardly  borne. 
Not  knowing  thee,  w#  rea]»with  bleedtng  hands 
^lew'rs  of  ntnk  odour  upon  tj^orny  lands, 
And  whije  Experienoe  cantionB  us  in  vain, 
Grasp  seoijning  happiteess,  and  find  it  pain. 
Despondence,  self-diesorlod  in  her  griei; 
Lost  by  abandoning  her  own  relief, 
Bfdrmyring  and  ungroteftil  discontent. 
That  scpcns  amotions  mereifblly  meant, 
Those  humours  tavt  as  wine  upon  the  fret. 
Which  idleness  mad  wearlaess  beget : 
These,  and  a  thousand  plagues,- that  haunt  the  breast, 
flMd  of  the  phantom  <^an  earthly  rest, 
Divine  communion  chases,  as  the  day  t05 

Drives  to  their  dens  th*  lobedient  beasts  of  prey. 
See  Jndpb's  proaiia'd  king,  bereft  of  all, 
Driv'n  out  an  eJtile  from  the'&ce  of  Saul ; 
T&  distant  caverthe  knely  wand'rer  flies. 
To  seek  that  peaee  a  tyrant's  frown  denies.  •*?? 

Hear  the  sweet  accents  of  his  tuneftd  roice. 
Hear  him,  o'erwhelmMnvith  sorrow,  yet  rejoice  ; 
No  womanish  or  wailing  grief  has  part. 
No,  not  a  moment,  in  his  royal  heart  : 
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'Tis  manly  musick,  ouch  as  martyrs  make,  771 

8uff 'ring  with  gladness  for  a  Saviour's  sake :; 

His  soul  exults,  hope  animates  km  lays, 

The  sensd  of  merey  kindles  Into  praise, 

And  wilds,  fkmiliar  with  a  lion's  roar. 

Ring  with  ecstatick  sounds  unheard  beibfo ;  7BD 

Tip  love  like  his,  that  can  alone  defeat 

The  foes  of  man,  or  nako  a  desert  swoeft. 

Religion  does  not  censure  or  exclude 
Unnumber'd  pleasures  harmlessly  pursu'd  ', 
To  study  culture,  and  with  artful  toil  79S 

To  meliorate  and  tame  the  stubborn  soil  i 
To  give  dissimilar,  yet  fruitful  lands. 
The  grain,  or  herb,  or  plant,  tliat  each  demanda ; 
To  cheirish  virtue  in  an  humble  state. 
And  share  tlie  joys  your  bounty  may  create  i         ,  909 
Totnark  the  matchless  workings  of  the  poW'r, 
That  shuts  within  its  seed  the  future  flowV, 
Bid  those  m  elegance  of  form  excel, 
In  colour  these,  and  those  delight  the  smell , 
Sends  nature  forth,  the  daughter  of  the  skies,         996 
To  dance  on  earth,  and  charm  all  humafn  eyes  f 
To  teach  the  canvass  innocent  deceit. 
Or  lay  the  landscape  on  the  snowy  sheet— 
These,  these  are  arts  pursu'd  without  a  cnme. 
That  leave  no  stain  upon  the  wing  of  Time.  801 

Me  poetry^  (or  rather  notes  that  aim 
Feebly  and  vainly  at  poetick  fame,) 
Emplov^  shut  out  from  more  important  viewsi- 
Fast  hv  the  banks  of  the  slow-winding  Ouse  ; 
Content  if  thus  sequestered  I  may  raise  808 

A  monitor's  though  not  a  poet's  praise^  • 
And  while  I  teach  an  art  too  little  known, 
To  close  life  wisely,  may  not  yraste  my  own 
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Vw9M  addressed  to  a  country  clergyman,  eompl 

,  of  the  disagreeableness  of  the  day  annually 

ed  ibr  roceivinj^  the  dnos  at  the  parsonage. 


COME,  ponder  well,  for  'tis  no  jest. 

To  laugh  It  would  be  wrong. 
The  troubles  of  a  worthy  priest, 
.»  Thfi  burden  of  my  song. 

The  priest  he  merry  is  and  blithe, 
Three  quarters  of  the  year. 

But,  oh  !  it  cuts  him  like  a  sithe, 
When  tithing  time  draws  neai. 

Ho  then  is  Aill  of  frights  and  fear% 

'As  one  at  point  to  die. 
And  long  before  the  day  appears. 

He  heaves  up  many  a  sigh. 

For  then  the  fkrmers  como,  jog,  Jog, 

Along  tho  miry  road, 
Each  heart  as  heavy  as  a  log. 

To  moke  their  payments  good. 
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In  sooth,  the  sorrow  of  such  days 

Is  not  to  be  expressed, 
When  he  that  takes,  and  ]io  that  payi^ 

Are  both  aliko  distress'd. 

Now  all  unwelcome  at  his  gates 

The  clumsy  swains  alight, 
With  rueful  faces  and  bald  pate»^ 

Jle  tumbles  at  the  si^t 

And  well  ho  may,  for  well  he  knows 

Each  bumpkin  of  the  cian. 
Instead  of  paying  what  he  owes, 

Witt  cheat  Mm  if  he  can. 

80  in  they  come— -each  makes  ]us  leg^ 
.    And  flings  his  head  before. 
And  looks  as  if  he  came  to  beg. 
And  not  to  quit  a  score. 

**  And  how  does  miss  tend  madam  do, 

«  The  little  boy,  and  all  ?" 
**  All  tight  and  well.    And  how  do  yo« 

"  Good  Mr.  What-d'ye-call  r 

Tlie  dinner  comes,  and  do^^  tlidy  s^     ^ 
Wore  e'er  such  hungry  folk  ? 

There's  little  talking,  and  no  wit ; 
It  is  no  time  to  joke. 

One  wipdB  his  nddd  upon  his  sleeve, 

One  spits  upon  the  floor. 
Yet  not  to  give  oflence  or  griovoy 

Holds  up  the  cloth  before. 

The  punch  goes  round,  and  they  aro  dull 

And  lumpish  still  as  over ; 
Like  barrels  with  their  bellies  fiiUy 

They  only  weigh  the  lieavior. 
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At  length  the  hxuj  time  boguiB, 
^  Comey  neighbours,  we  must  wag — ** 
The  money  chinks,  down  drop  their  chinii 
Each  lugging  out  his  bag. 

One  talks  of  mildew  and  of  frost, 
And  one  of  storms  of  hail^ 
^  And  one  of  pigs,  that  he  has  lost 
By  maggots  at  the  taiL 

QdoUi  one,  **  A  rarer  man  than  jgs 

''  In  pulpit  none  shall  hear : 
**  But  yet,  methinks,  to  tell  yon  true, 

**  You  sell  it  plaguy  dear.*' 

O  why  are  farmers  made  so  coarse 

Or  clergy  made  so  fine  ? 
A  kick  that  scarce  would  move  a  horst^ 

Migr  kill  a  sound  divine. 

Then  let  the  boobies  stay  at  home ; 
'Twoold  cost  him,  I  dare  say* 

I  trouble  taking  twice  the  sum 
Without  Die  downs  that 
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SONNET 

ADDRE^eD- to  thsKlty  COWr^R,  I^B^       * 

On  his  emplMXi^ka  and  interds^^  dijtiteijr  of  Uie 
defence  of  Warren  Husliiiigk,  Esq.  itt  f  He*  Home  of 
Lords. 


COWPER.  whoso  silvbr  vbico,  tasked  sometimofl  hard 

Legends  protix  doliyeris  in  tlie  oars, 

(AttentiYo  when  thou  read^st,)  of  England's  peers, 
Let  Yorse  at  length  yield  thee  thy  just  reward 

Thou  wast  not  heitrd  with  drowsy  disregardi 
Expending  late  on  all  that  length  of  pica 
Thy  gen*roas  pow'rs,  bat  silonce  honoured  thee, 

Mute  as  e'er  gaz'd  on  orator  or  bard. 

Thou  art  not  voice  alone,  but  hast  beside 
Both  heart  and  head ;  and  conldst  with  musick  sweet 
Of  Attick  phriase  and  senatorial  tone, 
Like  thy  renown'd  forefathers,  far  and  wide 
Thy  fiune  diffiise,  prais'd  not  for  utt*rance  meet 
Of  others*  speoch,  but  magick  of  thy  own. 
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LINES, 
ADDRESSED  TO  DR.  DARWIN, 
Aathot  of.<<  The  Botaniek  Gmrden." 


TWO  Poeta ,•  (poMhy  report, 

Not  oft  00  well  ngnOf) 
Sweet  iiannomeltf  ernoht'eeoorl! 

Conspire  to  honour  Thee. 

They  best  can  judge  a  poet*e  worth 
Who  oft  themselves  have  knows 

The  pangs  of  a  poetick  hicth 
By  lalmuB  of  their  own. 

We  therefore  pleaa*d  extol  thy  aoog 
Though  various  yet  complete, 

Rich  in  embellishment  as  strong 
And  learned  as  'tis  sweet. 

No  envy  min^lea  wHh  our  praise, 
Though,  eould  our  hearts  re^^ie 
At  any  poet's  happier  hiys, 

They  would-^they  must  at  tfiiiii. 

• 

But  we  In  mutual  bondage  hw* 

Of  friendship's  closest  tie, 
Can  i^aze  on  even  Darwm's  wit 

With  an  unjaundie'd  eye  ; 

And  deem  the  Bard,  whoe'er  he  bo, 
^  And  howsoever  known, 

Who  would  not  twine  a  wreath  tot  Hms, 
Unworthy  of  his  own. 

•Mudmg  Is  the  poiUkhf  Mr.  m^,  ii,Mth  . 

eompamtd  thcBt  fines. 
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MRS.  MONTAGU'S  FEATHER  HANG- 
INGS. 


THE  Birds  put  off  their  ev*ry  huo, 
To  dress  a  room  for  Monta^. 

The  Peacock  sends  his  heavenlj  dyes. 
His  rainbows  and  his  starry  eyes  ; 
The  Pheasant  plumes,  which  romid  infold 
His  mantling  neck  with  downy  gold  ; 
The  t>)ck  his  arch'd  tail's  azure  show ; 
And,  rivcr-blanch'd,  the  Swan  his  snow 
All  tribes  beside  of  Indian  name, 
That  glossy  shine,  or  vivid  flame, 
Where  rises  and  where  sets  the  daji 
Wliatc'er  they  boast  of  rich  aad^y^ 
Contribute  to  the  gorgeous  plan,' 
Proud  to  advance  it  all  they  can. 
This  plumage  neither  dashing  show*r, 
Nor  blasts  that  shako  the  dripping  bowV, 
Shall  drench  again  or  discompose, 
But,  screcn'd  from  every  storm  that  bIowi| 
It  boasts  a  splendour  ever  new. 
Safe  with  protecting  Montagu. 

To  this  same  patroness  resort, 
Secure  of  favour  at  her  court. 
Strong  Genius,  from  whose  forge  of  thought 
Forms  rise,  to  quick  perfection  wrought. 
Which,  though  aaw-benif  with  ^igoiiir  mo?«, 
Like  Pallas  springing  arm*d  from  Jove- 
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Imagination  8catt*ring  round 
Wild  roses  oyer  fbrrow*d  ground, 
Which  Labour  of  his  frown  begniloy 
And  teach  Philosophy  a  smiles- 
Wit  flashing  on  Religion's  side. 
Whose  fires  to  sacred  Truth  appliad, 
xhe  gem^  though  lauunous  belbroy 
Outruuos  on  hiiinan  notice  motei 
Like  sonboams  on  the  golden  heigfal 
Of  some  tall  temple  playing  hright— 
Well-tator*d  Leuning,  from  his  books 
Dismiss*d  with  graye,  not  haughtjTi  loohi 
Their  order  on  his  shelves  bxact, 
Not  more  harmonious  or  compact 
Than  that  to  which  he  keeps  confined 
The  various  treasures  of  his  mind-' 
All  these  to  Moiktagu*^  repairi 
Ambitious  of  a  iltelter  there : 
There  Genius,  Learmng^  Fancy,  WHj 
Their  ruffled  plumage  ealite  refit, 
(For  stormy  troubles  loudest  roar 
Around  their  flight  Who  highest  MWJf 
And  in  her  eye,  and  \ty  her  aid, 
Shme  safe  wtthpiut  a  f^a«  to  fiute. 

She  thus  maintains  diyided  sway 
With  yon  bright  regent  of  the  day 
The  plume  and  post  both,  we  knoW, 
Their  lustre  to  Iris  infliieifce  owe  ; 
And  she  the  wofhs  of  PhiBbns  akKanv 
Both  poet  saves  and  plumi  0om  fading. 
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VERSES 


Supposed  to  be  written  by  Alexander  Selkirk^  dunmf 
hit  solitary  abode  on  the  island  qf  Juan  Fenumdez* 


I  AM  monarch  of  all  Ivimrey^ 
Mj  right  there  it  none  to  disputo  ;' 

From  the  centre  all  round  to  the  Mt^ 
I  am  lord  ofthe  fowl  and  the  brut«. 

0  Solitude  !  whore  are  the  charms 
That  sages  have  soon  in  thy  face  ? 

Better  dvrell  in  the  midst  of  alarms, 
Than  reign  in  this  horrible  place. 

n. 

1  amont  of  humanity's  reach, 

I  must  finish  my  journey  alone, 
Never  hear  the  sweet  musick  of  ^peeoh| 

I  start  at  the  sound  of  my  own. 
The  beasts  that  roam  over  the  plain, 

My  form  with  indifierence  see ; 
They  are  so  unacquainted  with  man. 

Their  tameness  is  blocking  to  me. 

m. 

Society,  friendship,  and  love, 

Divinely  bestow'd  upon  man, 
O  had  I  the  wings  of  a  dove, 

How  soon  would  I  taste  you  again  * 
My  sorrows  I  then  might  assuage 

In  the  ways  of  religion  and  truth, 
Might  learn  from  the  wisdom  of  age,- 

And  be  cheer 'd  by  the  sallies  of  youth 
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IV. 
'  Religion !  what  treasure  untold 

Resides  in  that  heavenly  word ! 
More  precious  than  mitwat  and  f  old. 

Or  all  that  tlus  earth  can  afibrd.^ 
But  the  sound  of  the  church-going  bell 

These  valley  and  rockii  neror  koifd>   . 
Never  sigh'd  at  the  sound  of  a  knelly 

Or  imil'd  when  a  sabbath  appoarU 

V. 
Te  winds  that  hare  made  me  your  sport. 

Convey  to  this  desolate  shore 
Some  cordial  endearing  report 

Of  a  land  I  ehaH  visit  no  more^ 
My  friends,  do  they  now  and  Umw  ttiid 

A  wish  or  a  thought  after  nte? 
O  tell  me  I  yet  have  a  friend, 

Though  a  friend  I  am  never  to  let. 

VI. 

How  fleet  is  a  glance  of  the  mind ! 

Compar  d  with  the  speed  of  its  flight, 
The  tempest  itself  lags  behind, 

And  the  s^vift-winged  arrows  of  light. 
When  I  think  of  my  own  native  land, 

In  a  moment  I  seem  to  be  there ; 
But,  alas  !  recollection  at  hand 

Soon  hurries  me  back  to  despair. 

VII. 
But  the  sea-fowl  it  goi^e  to  hcur  B#st, 

The  beast  is  kid  down  in  his  Uut} 
Efven  here  is  a  seasoa  of  reati 

And  I  to  my  cabin  repair. 
Theresa  mercy  in  every  places 

And  mercy,  encouraging  thought ! 
Gives  even  affliction  a  grace, 

And  reconciles  man  to  his  lot 
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•OS  THE  ySOMUWUMT  99 


EDWAKrD  THUHLOW,  ESO. 
To  tA«  Lord  Bigh  ChancettortHdp  of  England. 

I. 
ROUND  ThurJwVlw4,  to  lW?^yj<»#,      . 

And  in  Im  iportUrff  4^8,  : 

Fair  Science  poiiir'd  tho  ligUt  of  li^u^ 

And  Genius  sh^  h^  x^yf  ^ 

U  .  '   ..• 

See  !  witn  united  wond^ry  cried 

Th'  experipiic'd  and  the  eag^i 
Ambition  in  4  hoy  supplied 

With  all  the  skill  of  age ! 

ni. 

DiscmmmeBt,  eloquence,  and  i^aca^ 

Proclaim  him  born  to  sway 
The  balance  in  the  highest  plac^ 

And  bear  the  pahn  away. 
IV. 
Tho  praise  bestow*d  was  Just  and  wise  1 

He  sprang  knpetaefM  fecth, 
Secure  of  conquest,  whete  the  priw 

Attends  superiour  wortk 
V. 
80  the  best  courser  on  the  pliJa 

Ere  yet  he  starts  is  known. 
And  does  but  at  the  goal  obtabi 

Wliat  all  had  deem'd  his  own. 
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ODE  TO  PEACE. 


I. 

COME,  peace  of  mind,  MifhtjRil  gWffll 
Refdrn  and  make  thy  downy  nail 

Onco  more  in  this  sad  heart : 
N<Hr  r'lehea  I  nor  pow'r  porsnoi 
Nor  hold  forbidden  joya  in  view } 

We  thereiere  need  not  part, 

n. 

Where  wilt  thou  dweU,  if  not  with  me. 
From  av'rice  and  ambition  free, 

And  pleasure**  &tal  wilea  ? 
For  whom,  alas  \  dost  thou  prepare 
The  sweets  that  I  was  wont  to  share^ 

The  banquet  of  thy  smiles  ? 

in. 

The  great,  the  gay,  shall  they  partake, 
The  Heay'n  that  thou  alone  canst  make  7 

And  wilt  thpu  quit  the  stream 
That  murmurs  through  the  dewy  mead^ 
The  grov»  and  the  ieqnester'd  vh^ 

To  be  a  guest  with  them  ? 
IV. 
For  thee  I  panted,  thee  I  priz'd^ 
For  thee  I  gladly  sacriiic'd 

Whatever  I  lo^^d  before ; 
And  shall  I  see  thee  start  away, 
And  helpless,  hopeless,  hear  thee  say^ 

Farowell !  we  meet  no  more  ' 
Vol.  I  10 
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HUMAN  FRAILTY. 


I. 
WEAK  and  irresolute  is  man  i 

The  purpose  of  to-day, 
Woiren  with  pains  into  his  plan. 

To-morrow  rends  away. 

n. 

Tho  bow  well  bent,  and  smart  the  sprhig, 

Vice  seems  already  slain ; 
But  Passion  rudely  snaps  the  string, 

And  it  revives  again. 

m. 

Some  foe  to  his  upright  Intent 

Finds  out  his  weaker  part ; 
Virtue  engages  his  assent, 

But  Pleasure  wins  his  heart 
IV. 
Tis  here  the  folly  of  the  wise 

Through  all  his  heart  wo  view : 
And,  while  his  tongue  the  charge  demes, 

His  conscience  owns  it  true. 
V. 
Bound  on  a  voyage  of  awfUl  length 

And  dangers  little  known, 
A  stranger  to  superiour  strength, 

Man  vainly  trusts  his  own. 
VI.       . 
But  oars  alone  can  ne*cr  prevail, 

To  reach  the  distant  coast ; 
The  breath  of  Heav'n  must  swell  the  sail, 

Or  all  the  toil  is  lost. 
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THE  MODERN  PATRIOT. 


L 
REBELLION  is  my  theme  all  daj : 

I  only  wish  'twould  come, 
(As  who  knows  but  perhi^  it  may  ?) 

A  little  msarer  home. 

n. 

Ton  roaring  boys,  who  rare  and  %ht 
On  t'other  side  th'  Atlontick, 

I  always  h^  them  in  the  right, 
But  most  so  when  most  firantick. 

in. 

When  lawless  mobs  insult  the  courts 

That  man  shall  be  my  toast, 
If  breaking  windows  be  the  sport« 

Who  bravely  breaks  the  most. 
IV. 
But,  O I  for  him  my  fancy  culls 

The  choicest  flow'rs  she  bears, 
Who  constitutionally  pulls 

Your  house  about  your  ears. 
V. 
Such  civil  broils  are  my  delight, 

Though  some  folks  can't  endure  them, 
Who  say  the  mob  are  mad  outright, 

And  that  a  rope  must  cure  them. 
VI. 
A  rope  !  I  wish  we  patriots  had 

Such  strings  for  all  who  need  *em — 
What  1  hang  a  man  for  going  mad  \ 

Then  farewell  British  freedom. 
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Oil  observing  some  Mimes  of  Hitle  note  recorded  in 
the  Biographia  Britannica, 


OH,  fond  attempt  to  gire  a  deathleis  lot 
To  names  ignoble,  bom  to  be  forgot ! 
In  vain,  recorded  in  bbtorick  page, 
They  court  the  notice  of  a  future  age  * 
Those  twinkling  tiny  lustres  of  the  land 
Drop  one  by  one  from  Fiune's  neglecting  hand 
Lethtean  gulfs  receive  them  as  they  fkil, 
And  dark  oblivion  soon  absorbs  them  aU. 

So  when  a  child,  as  playful  children  use, 
Has  burnt  to  tinder  a  stale  last  year*8  news. 
The  flame  extinct,  he  views  the  roving  fire— 
There  goes  ray  lady,  and  there  goes  the  squire. 
There  goes  the  parson,  oh  illustrious  spark ! 
And  there,  scarce  less  illustrious,  goes  the  der k ' 


HEPORT 

Cf  mn  adjudged  Cms,  not  to  be  fotmd  m«iiy  ttf  •<• 
Books. 


I. 
BETWEEN  Nose  and  Eyes  4i  strdnge  contest  aroM 

The  spectacles  set  them  imhappily  wrong ; 
The  point  in  dispute  was,  as  all  the  world  knoWi^ 

To  which  the  said  spectacles  ought  to  belong. 
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IL 

80  Tongue  was  the  lawyer,  and  argued  the  cause 

Whh  a  great  deal  of  skill,  and  a  wig  full  of  loamingi 
While  chief  baron  Ear  sat  to  balance  the  laws, 

,So  fiun'd  for  his  talent  in  nicely  discerning. 
III. 
In  behalf  of  the  Nose  it  win  quickly  appear, 

And  your  lordship,  ho  said,  will  undoubtedly  find, 
That  the  Nose  has  had  spectacles  always  in  wear, 

Which  amounts  to  possession  time  out  of  xnind. 
IV. 
Then  holding  the  sp^taoles  up  to  the  court. 

Your  lordship    observes   they    are    made    with   t 
straddle 
As  wide  as  the  ridge  of  the  Nose  is ;  in  short, 

Designed  to  sit  close  to  it,  just  like  a  saddle. 
V. 
Again,  would  your  lordship  a  moment  suppose, 

(Tis  a  case  that  has  happened,  and  may  be  agahi,) 
That  the  visage  or  countenance  had  not  a  Nose, 

Pray  who  would,  or  who  could,  wear  spectades  then  f 
VI. 
On  the  whole  it  appears,  and  my  argument  shows,   • 

With  a  reasoning  the  court  will  never  condemn, 
ThctfQ^e  spectacles  plainly  were  made  for  the  Nose 

Anothe  Nose  was  as  plainly  istended  for  them. 
VIL 
Then  shifliog  his  side,  (as  a  lawyer  knows  now,) 

He  pleaded  again  in  behalf  of  the  Eyes : 
But  what  were  his  arguments  few  people  Imow, 

For  the  court  did  not  think  they  were  equally  wise 

vni. 

Qp  his  lordship  decreed,  with  a  grave  solemn  tone, 
Decisive  and  clear,  without  one  if  or  hut — 

That,  whenever  the  Nose  put  his  spectacles  on, 
By  day-light  or  candle-light — ^Eyes  should  be  shut 
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THE  BURNUW 

OF 

LORD  MANSFIELiyS  LlBRAftT, 

TOSCTHXR  WITH  HI!  H4§, 

By  fbe  Mob,  in  the  montli  of  June,  178C 


I. 

So  then — ^the  Vandals  of  our  ista. 

Sworn  fooe  to  pense  and  law. 
Have  burnt  to  dust  a  nobler  pile 

Than  e?er  Roman  saw  I 
U. 
And  Murruy  sighs  o'er  Pope  and  SwiH, 

And  many  a  trsasore  nuMra,  ^ 

The  well-judged  pu^ehase  and  the  ififty 

That  grae'd  his  letter'd  stose. 
HI. 
TJicir  pages  mangled,  burnt,  and  i 

The  loss  was  hie  tdont ; 
Bat  ages  yet  to  come  ahbU  mourn 

The  burning  of  fu9  own 
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ON  THE  SAME. 


WHEI^  Wit  ana  Genius  meet  thrfr  dbom 

In  aIl-devouhn£^  flame, 
They  tell  as  of  the  fate  of  !loine, 

And  bid  as  fear  the  same. 

n. 

0*er  Murray's  loss  the  muses  wept, 

They  felt  the  rude  alarm,     . 
Tet  blessed  the  ^ardian  care  fhatlce^ 

His  sacred  head  from  harm. 
UI. 
There  mem'ry,  like  the  bee,  that's  fed 

From  Flora's  balmy  store, 
The  qnkitaisence  of  oil  he  lead 

Had  treasarM  up  before. 
IV. 
The  lawless  herd,  wUh  fiuy  bliji4» 

HaTe  done  him  cni#l  wrong ; 
The  flow'tf  w«  f  oae-«^t  still  wd  find 

The  honey  on  his  tongoe. 
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THB 

LOVE  OF  THE  WORLD  REPROVED 

OR,  HYPOCRISY  DETECTED.* 


THUS  says  the  prophet  of  the  Turk- 
Good  muBselman,  abstain  from  pork ; 
Thejre  is  a  part  in  every  swine 
No  friend  or  follower  of  mine 
.     May  taste,  whatever  his  inclination, 
Upon  pain  of  excommunication. 
Such  Maliomet's  mysterious  char|ro, 
And  thus  he  left  the  point  at  large. 
Had  he  the  sinful  part  express'd, 
They  might  with  safety  eat  the  rest ; 
But  for  one  piece  they  thought  it  hard 
From  the  whole  hog  to  be  debarred  ; 
And  set  their  wit  at  work  to  find 
What  joint  the  prophet  had  in  nimd. 
Much  controTersy  straight  arose, 
T&ese  choose  the  back,  the  belly  those  $ 
By  some  'tis  confidently  said 
He  meant  not  to  forbid  the  head ; 
While  others  at  that  doctrine  nul, 
And  piously  prefer  the  ixSL 
Thus  conscience  freed  from  ey*iy  clog, 
Mahometans  eat  up  the  hog. 

•  It  may  be  proper  to  inform  the  reader,  that  lliis  piece 
has  already  appeared  in  print,  having  found  its  way,  thougk 
ygiih  Some  unnecessary  additions  by  an  unknoiivn  hand,  into 
flftr  Leeds  Journal,  williout  the  author's  privity. 
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You  laugh — 'tis  well — The  tale  applied, 
May  make  you  laugh  on  t'other  side, 
Renoonce  the  world — ^the  preacher  cries ;    . 
We  do— a  multitude  replies. 
While  one  as  innocent  regard! 
A  mug  and  friendly  game  at  carda  ; 
And  one,  whate^r  you  may  say, 
Can  see  no  eyil  in  a  play  ; 
Soma  lolre  a  concert  or  a  race  ; 
And  others  shooting,  and  the  chaco, 
Reril'd  and  lov'd,  renounc*d  and  followed, 
Thus,  bit  by  bit,  the  world  is  swallowed ; 
Each  thinks  his  neighbour  makes  too  fto6, 
Yet  likes  a  slice  as  well  as  he : 
With  sophistry  their  sauce  they  sweeten. 
Till  quite  from  tail  to  snout  'tis  eaten. 


THE  DEATH  OF 

MEl.  (ffOW  ULDY)  THBOCXMOWBOH'S 

BULFINCH. 


TE  nymphs  I  if  e'er  your  eyes  wero  wd 
With  tears  o*cr  hapless  faVrites  Aiod 

O  share  Maria's  grief ! 
Her  fav'rite,  even  in  his  cage, 
(Wliat  will  not  hunger's  cruel  rage  ?) 

Assassin 'd  by  a  thibf. 
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Whore  Rlienus  strays  his  yines  among. 
The  egg  was  laid  from  which  he  sprung; 

And,  though  by  nature  mute, 
Or  only  with  a  whistle  blest, 
Well  taught  he  all  the  sounds  expresa'd 

Of  flagelet  or  flute. 

The  honours  of  his  ebon  poll 

Were  brighter  than  the  sleekest  mole, 

His  bosom  of  the  hue 
With  which  Aurora  decks  the  skief 
When  piping  winds  shall  soon  arise 

To  sweep  away  the  dew 

Above,  below,  in  all  the  house. 
Dire  foe  alilco  of  bird  and  mouse, 

No  cat  had  leave  to  dwell  j 
And  Bully's  cage  supported  stood 
On  props  of  smooth-shaven  wood, 

Large  built  and  lattic'd  well. 

Well  lattic*d — ^but  the  grate,  alas ! 
Not  rough  with  wire  of  steel  or  brass, 

For  Bully's  plumage  sake, 
But  smooth  with  wan^s  from  Ouse's  side, 
With  which,  when  neatly  peal'd  and  dried, 

The  swains  their  bi^eta  inake« 

Night  veil'd  the  pole ;  hll  seom'd  secure , 
When  led  by  instinct,  sharp  and  sure, 

Subsistence  to  provide, 
A  beast  forth  sallied  on  the  scout, 
Long-back'd,  long-taii;4,  with  whisker'd  niottl, 

And  badger-colourM  hide  ■ 

Ho,  ent'ring  at  the  study  door 
Its  ample  area  'gan  explore  } 
And  somethmg  in  the  wind 
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Conjectur'U,  miiffin^  round  and  loand. 
Better  than  all  the  books  ]ie  found, 
Food  chiefly  for  the  nimd. 

Jvft  then,  by  adverse  fate  impressed, 
A  dream  disturb'd  poor  Bully's  rest ; 

In  sleep  he  seem'd  to  view 
A  rat  fast  clingmg  to  the  cage, 
And  screamin£r  at  the  sad  presage. 

Awoke  and  found  it  true. 

For  aided  both  by  ear  and  scent, 
Right  to  his  mark  the  monster  went— > 

Ah  muse  !  forbear  to  speak 
Minute  the  horrors  that  ensu'd  ; 
His  teeth  were  strong,  the  cage  was  wood — 

He  left  poor  Bully's  beak. 

O  had  he  made  that  too  his  prey ; 
That  beak,  whence  issu'd  many  a  lay 

Of  such  mellifluous  tone, 
Might  have  repaid  him  well  I  wote, 
For  silencing  so  sweet  a  throat, 

Fast  stuck  within  his  own. 

Maria  weeps — the  muses  mourn — 
So  when  by  Bacehanalians  torn, 

On  Thracoan  Hebrus*  side. 
The  tree-enchanter  Orpheus  fell. 
His  liead  alone  remained  to  tell 

The  cruel  death  he  died. 


■  THE  ROSE. 

The  Rose  had  been  washed,  just  wosird  in  a  shoWr 

Which  Mary  to  Anna  convey'd, 
The  plentiful  moisture  cncumberd  tlio  flow'r 

And  weigli'd  down  its  beautiful  head. 
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The  cup  WW  all  fill'd,  and  the  leaves  wore  all  wet, 

And  it  aeem'd  to  a  &noiful  view, 
To  weep  for  the  buds  it  had  left  with  rtgmtf 

On  the  flourishing  bush  where  it  grew 

I  hastily  seiz*d  it,  unflt  as  it  was 
For  a  no8egay,^«e  dripping  and  drown*^ 

And  swinging  it  rudely,  too  rudely,  alas ! 
I  snapped  it-rrtt  fbll  to  the  ground. 

And  such,  I  exclaim'd,  is  the  pitiless  part 

Some  act  by  the  delicate  mind. 
Regardless  of  wringing  and  breakmg  ft  h99lt% 

Already  to  sorrow  resign'd. 

This  elegant  rose,  had  I  shaken  it  less, 
Might  have  bloomed  with  its  owner  a  while ; 

And  the  tear  that  is  wip'd  with  a  little  address, 
Maybe  followed  perliaps  by  a  smile 


XHE  DOVES* 

I. 
REASONING  at  evYy  step  he  treads, 

Man  yet  mistakes  his  way. 
While  meaner  things,  whoin  instinct  leads, 

Are  rarely  known  to  stray. 

n. 

One  silent  eta  I  wtoder'd  late. 

And  heard  the  voice  of  love: 
The  turtle  thus  addressed  her  mate, 

And  sooth'd  the  listening  dove  * 
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m. 

Our  mutoal  bond  of  faith  andtrath. 

No  time  shall  disengage, 
Those  blessings  of  our  earlj  yoftth 

Shall  cheer  our  latest  age : 
IV. 
While  umocence  without  disguisei 

And  constancy  sincere. 
Shall  fill  the  circles  of  those  eym^ 

And  mine  can  read  them  there. 

V. 

Thoee  ills  that  wut  on  all  below, 

Shall  ne'er  be  feliby  me^ 
Or  gently  iUt,  and  only  so, 

As  being  shared  with  thee. 
VI. 
When  lightnings  flash  among  the  tnm$ 

Or  kites  are  hov'ring  near, 
I  fear  lest  thee  alone  thoy  seize, 

And  know  no  other  fear. 

VIL 
Tis  theni  feel  n^rself  a  wife, 

And  press  thy  wedded  side, 
ResolT*d  a  union  fona'd  for  life, 

Death  nevet  dudl  divide. 

vin. 

But  oh !  if  fickle  andlinchaste, 

(Forgive  a  transient  thought,) 
Thou  could  become  unkind  at  hft, 

And  scorn  &y  present  lot, 
IX. 
No  need  of  lightning  from  on  high, 

Or  kites  with  cruel  beak ; 
Denied  th'  eadeannents  of  thine  eye, 

This  widow'd  heart  would  break 
Vol.  I.  17 


193 


Digitized  by 


Google 


194  A  FABLE. 

X. 
Thus  sang  the  swcot  sequestcr'd  bird, 

Soft  as  the  passing  wind, 
And  I  recorded  what  I'heardi 
A  leison  for  mankind. 


— QO^— 


A  FABLE. 


A  RAVEN,  while  witli  gloBsy  bretsi 
Her  new-laid  eggs  she  fondly  prest'd, 
And,  on  her  wicker  work  high  mounted* 
Her  chickens  prematurely  counted,  . 
(A  fiiult  philosophers  might  blame 
If  quite  exempted  from  the  same,) 
£njoy*d  at  ease  the  genial  day ', 
Twas  April,  as  the  bumpkins  say, 
The  legislature  call'd  it  May. 
But  suddenly  a  wind  as  high 
As  ever  swept  a  winter  sky, 
Shook  the  young  leaves  about. her  ean, 
And  fiird  her  with  a  thousand  fears, 
Lest  the  rude  blast  should  snap  the  bought 
And  spread  her  golden  hopes,  below. 
But  just  at  eve  the  blomng  weather. 
And  all  her  fears  were  hush'd  together : 
And  no\^,  quoth  poor  unthinking  Ralph, 
*Tis  over,  and  the  brood  is  safe ; 
(For  ravens,  thougli  as  birds  of  omen 
They  teach  both  conjurers  and  old  women. 
To  tell  us  what  is  to  befall, 
Can't  prophesy  themselves  at  all ;) 
The  morning  came,  when  neighbour  Hodge 
Who  long  had  mark*d  her  airy  lodge. 
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A  COMPARISON, 
And  destin'd  all  the  treasure  there 
A  gift  to  hifl  expecting  fair, 
Climb'd  like  a  squirrel  to  his  dray. 
And  bore  the  worthless  prize  awaj. 


95 


MORAL. 


Til  Providence  alone  secures 
In  ey'ry  change  both  mine  and  yours 
Safety  consists  not  in  escape 
From  dangers  of  a  frightfiil  shape ; 
An  earthquake  may  be  bid  to  spare 
The  man  that's  strangled  by  a  hair. 
Fate  steals  along  with  silent  tread. 
Found  ofl'nest  in  what  least  we  dread,  - 
Frowns  in  the  storm  with  angry  brow. 
But  in^the  sunshine  strikes  the  blow. 


A  COMPARISON. 


THE  lapse  of  time  and  rivers  is  the  same, 
Both  speed  their  journey  with  a  restless  stream 
The  silent  pace  with  which  they  steal  away. 
No  wealth  can  bribe,  no  pray*rs  persuade  to  stay 
Alike  irrevocable  both  when  past, 
And  a  wide  ocean  swallows  both  at  last. 
Though  each  resemble  each  in  ev*ry  part, 
,  AdifTience  strikes  at  length  the  musing  heart ; 
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Stroams  never  flow  in  vain ;  where  streaUNdiottiidi 
How  laughs  the  land  with  vHitoae  i^enty  imnm'd  * 
But  time,  that  shoidd  enrich  the  nobler  ] 
Neglected  leaves  a  drearj  waste  Mdiid. 


ANOTHER. 

ADDRESSED   TO  A  TOUNG  LADY. 

SYiTEET  stream,  that  winds  through  yonder  gladOi 
Apt  emblem  of  a  virtuous  maid  — 
Silent  and  chaste  she  steals  along, 
Far  from  the  world's  gay  busy  throng; 
With  gentle,  yet  prevailing  force, 
Intenrupon  her  destin'd  course ; 
Graceful  and  useful  all  she  does, 
Blessing  and  bless'd  where'er  she  goes, 
Fnre-bosom'd  as  that  wat'ry  glass, 
And  Heay'n  reflected  in  her  face. 


THE 

POET^S  NEW-YEAR'S  OlFT. 

vo  wnu,fyn(m  s^u^y)  xm^^MM^viwv* 

MARIA  I  J  ihave  ev'ry  good 
For  rthee  -wish'd  Biany  a  timci, 

Both  sad  and  in  a  cheerful  moodi 
But  never  yet  in  rhyme. 
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ODE  TO  APOLLO. 
To  wish  thee  fairer  is  no  need. 

More  prudent,  or  more  sprightly^ 
Or  more  ingenioufl,  or  more  freed 

From  temper  flaws  imsigktly. 

What  &.your  then  not  jet  poasess'd 

Can  I  for  thee  require, 
In  wedded  love  already  bleat. 

To  thy  whole  heart's  desire  ? 

None  here  is  happy  but  in  part . 

FuU  bliss  is  bliss  divine : 
There  dwells  some  wish  in  ey*ry.  heart) 
'And  doubtless  one  in  thine. 

That  wish  on  some  fnk  future  day. 
Which  Tate  shall  brightly  gild, 

(Tis  blameless,  be  it  what  it  may,) 
I  wish  it  all  iulflllU 


m 


ODE  TO  APOLLO. 


On  an  InJcglass  almost  dried  in  the  mm 

PATRON  of  all  those  luckless  brains, 
That,  to  the  wrong  side  leaning, 

Indite  much  metre  with  muck  pains, 
And  little  or  no  meaning. 

And  why,  since  oceans,  rirer?,  streams, 

That  water  all  the  nations, 
Pay  tribute  to  thy  glorious  beams. 

In  constant  exhalations ; 
17  • 
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Why,  stooping  &^m  the  noon  ;«f  ^j 

Too  covetODB  of  drinki 
Apollo,  hast  Ihou  Btol'n  «w9^ 

A  poet's  drop  of  ink  ? 

Upborne  mto  the  TiewleMfaiffy 

It  floats  a  vapour  now, 
Impell*d  through  regions  de]Me:iuid;Mi% 

By  all  the  wizMls  that  hlow« 

Ordain'4,  perhaps,  ere  summer  rfllttfly 
Combin'd  with  millions  more. 

To  form  ui  Iris  in  the  skies. 
Though  black  and  &ul  befbro* 

Illustrious  dr^ !  and  happ j  tkAn 

Beyond  the  happiest  lot, 
Of  all  that  ever  pasa'd  my.  pen, 

So  soon  to  be  forgot. 

Phoebus,  if  such  be  thy  design. 

To  place  it  in  thy  bow, 
Give  wit,  that  what  is  to&  may  shine 

With  equal  grace  below. 


PAIRING  TIME  ANTICIPATED, 

A  FABltS.  ^ 

I  SHALL  «t>t  a«k  Jean  JofMeiBotieui/' 
If  birds  confabulate  mr  na  ; 

*  It  was  one  of  the  whimsical. ffpeculations  of  this  pbilofo* 
pher,Uiat  all  fablesi  which  ascribe  reason  and  speech  to  ani* 
mats,  shonid  be  withheld  from  children)  as  being^nly  vehicles 
of  deception.  But  what  child  was  ever  deceived  by  ihqm,  or 
can  be,  against  the  evidence  of  his  senses  7 
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^ViM  dear  that  th#y  were  always  ahia 

To  hold  disconrse— ^t  leaat  in  fiible ', 

And  e'en  the  child  who  hoows  no  better. 

Than  to  interpret  bj  the  letter, 

A  atorj  of  A  cock  wad  bull. 

Most  have  a  moot  lac^OTmen  ekvll* 

It  chanc'd  then  on  a  wiAter'»  day, 
But  warm,  and  bdght,  a«4  oalm  ai  Afttx, 
Thebirde,  conooiTii^;fL  deii^n 
To  forestaU  sweet  St.  Valentine, 
In  many  an  orehiurd,  copse,  and  gro^y 
Aasembed  on  affairs  of  Ioto, 
And  with  wi»qb  twUter  and  mnclL  chatto^, 
Began  to.  agitate  the  matter. 
At  length  «)Bnlfi]Kib»  wha  could  boMt 
Jfore  yeacsrand  wisdom  than  tban^off. 
Entreated,  op'ning  wide  bis  beaj^, 
A  mom^it's  liberty  to  1999k ; 
And,  sUence  pubUokly  enjoin'd, 
Delivered  briery  thus  his  mind  : 

My  friends  1  be  oantiouAhow  ye  tc^ 
The  snbject  upon  which  we  meet ; 
I  fear  we  shall  haye  winter  yet. 

A  Finch,  whose  tongue  knew  no  control. 
With  golden  wing,  and  satin  poll, 
A  last  year's  bird,  who  ne'er  had  tried 
What  marriage  means,  thus  pert  r^^ed : 

Methinks  t^e  gentleman,  qootbsffbe, 
Opposite  in  the  apple  tree, 
By  his  good  will  would  keep  us  nngle 
Till  yonder  Heav'n  and  earth  shall  mingle 
Or,  (which  is  likelier  to  befall,) 
TiU  death  exterminate  us  alL 
I  marry  without  more  ado. 
My  dear  Dick  Redcap,  what  say  you  ? 

Dick  heard,  and  tweedling,  ogling,  bridling. 
Turning  short  round,  strutting,  and  sideling, 
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Attested,  glad,  his  approbation 
or  an  immediate  conjugation. 
Their  sentiments,  so  well  express'd, 
Inflnenc'd  mightily  the  rest, 
All  pair 'd,  and  each  pair  built  a  nest. 

But  though  the  birds  were  thus  in  haste; 
The  leaves  came  on  not  quite  so  ^st. 
And  destiny,  that  sometimes  bears 
An  aspect  stem  on  man's  af^iirs, 
Not  altogether  smil'd  on  theirs. 
The  wind  of  late  breath'd  gently  forth, 
Now  shifted  east,  and  east  by  north ; 
Bare  trees  and  shrubs  but  ill,  you  know. 
Could  shelter  them  from  rain  or  snow. 
Stepping  into  their  nests,  they  paddled. 
Themselves  were  chill'd,  their  eggs  were  tdded  , 
Soon  ev'ry  father  bird  and  mother 
Grew  quarrelsome,  and  peck'd  each  other. 
Parted  without  the  least  regret, 
Except  that  they  had  never  met ; 
And  leam'd,  in  future,  to  be  wiser 
Than  to  neglect  a  good  adviser. 

MORAL. 

Masses !  the  tale  that  I  relate 
This  lesson  seems  to  cariy— 

Choose  not  alone  a  proper  mate, 
Bot  proper  time,  to  marry. 
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TEE  DOG 


THE  WATER-LILY. 


4N»  TABI»X. 


THE  noon  was  siwd^,  and  mA  ite 

Swept  Ou8e*8  silent  liile, 
When,  00ap*d  Snpi  Utenuy  <Mtf«% 

I  wander'd  on  his  side^ 

My  0p«9iel/.pi«Uie«t  of  toia^ib 

And  high  in  pedi^Mff, 
(Two  nymphs*  adoBi'd  witii  ^*<i7i|PMI» 

That  spaniel  fovmd&tt.vm^ 

Now  wanton*d  lost  in  flags  <md  fMdfb 

Now  starting  into  sigl^. 
Pursued  tlie  swollew  o>r  Uie  meadp 

With  scarce  a  slowflir^^h^ 

It  was  the  time  when  Qose  displayed 

His  lilies  newly  blown ; 
Their  beanties  I  intent  soryey'd. 

And  one  I  wish'd  my  own. 

With  cane  extended  fai  I  sought 

To  steer  it  close  to  land ; 
But  still  the  prize,  though  nearly  oangfat, 

EscapM  my  eager  hand. 

*  Sir  Robert  Gunning*s  daughters 
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Beau  mark'd  my  unsuccessful  pains 

With  fix*d  Considerate-  face, 
And  puzzling  set  his  puppy  brains 

To  comprehend  the  case. 

But  with  a  chomp  clear  and  strong. 

Dispersing  all  his  dream, 
I  thence  withdrew,  and  £)llow*d  long 

The  windings  of  the  stream. 

My  ramble  ended,  I  returned ', 

Beau  trotting  far  beforo, 
The  floating  wreath  again  discem'd. 

And  plunging  lefl  the  shore. 

I  saw  him  with  that  lily  cropped, 

Impatient  swim  to  meet 
My  quick  approach,  and  soon  he  dropp'd 

The  treasure  at  my  feet. 

Charm'd  with  the  sight,  the  world/ 1  cried, 

Shall  hear  of  this  thy  deed : 
My  dog  shall  mortify  the  pride 

Of  man's  superiour  breed : 

But  chief  myself  1  will  enjoin, 

Awake  at  duty's  c^, 
To  show  a  loye  as  prompt  as  thine, 

To  him  who  gives  me  aU. 


THE  POET,  THE  OYSTER 


SENSITIVE  PLANT. 

AN  Oyster,  cast  upon  the  shore. 
Was  heard,  though  never  heard  before, 
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Complaining  in  a  speech  well  woided. 
And  worthy  thus  to  be  recorded — 

Ah,  hapless  wretch  !  condemned  to  dwdl 
For  ever  in  my  native  shell ; 
Ordain'd  to  move  when  others  please^ 
Not  for  my  own  content  or  ease  * 
But  toiss'd,  and  bufiettod  about, 
Now  in  the  water,  and  now  out. 
Twore  better  to  bo  borne  a  stone, 
or  ruder  shape  and  feeling  none. 
Than  with  a  tenderness  like  mine. 
And  sensibilities  so  fine ! 
I  envy  that  unfeeling  shrub, 
Fast  rooted  against  ev'ry  rub. 
The  plant  he  meant  grew  not  far  off, 
And  felt  the  sneer  with  scorn  enough; 
Was  hurt,  disgusted,  mortified, 
And  with  asperity  replied. 

When,  cry  the  botani8ts,-and  stare, 
Did  plants  call'd  sensitive  grow  thero  f 
No  matter  when — a  poet's  muse  is. 
To  make  them  grow  just  where  she  cliootof 

Ton  shapeless  notl^ng  in  a  dish, 
Ton  that  are  but  almost  a  fish, 
I  scorn  your  coarse  insinuation. 
And  have  most  plentiful  occasion,  * 
To  wish  myself  the  rock  I  view. 
Or  such  another  dolt  as  you : 
For  many  a  grave  and  learned  clerk, 
A  many  a  gay  unlettered  spark. 
With  carious  touch  examines  me. 
If  I  can  feel  as  well  as  he ; 
And  when  I  bend,  retire,  and  shrink, 
Sa3r»— Well,  'tis  more  than  one  would  thidk  ! 
Thas  life  is  spent,  (oh  fie  upon't !) 
In  being  touched,  and  crying — ^Don*t ! 

A  poet  In  his  ev'ning  walk, 
O'erheard,  and  check'd  this  idle  talk 
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204  TilE  SHRUBBERY. 

And  your  fine  sense,  he  said,  and  yoiir% 
Whatever  evil  it  endures, 
Deserves  not,  if  so  soon  offended. 
Much  to  be  pitied  or  commended. 
Disputes  though  short,  are  far  too  Umgr 
Where  both  alike  are  in  the  wrongs ; 
Tour  feelings  in  their  fialt  amount, 
Are  all  upon  your  oira  aedount. 

You,  in  your  grotto  work  enelos'd, 
Complain  of  being  thus'ezpos'd ; 
Yet  nothing  fbel  in  that  rough  coat^ 
Save  when  the  knife  is  at  your  thntttf 
'  Where'er  driven  by  wind  or  HA^ 
Exempt  firom  ev'ry  ill  bestdOv     • 

And  as  for  you,  my  Lady  SqueunUt, 
Who  reckon  ey'ry  touch  a  blemlsby 
If  all  the  planU  that  ean  be  fettfid^ 
Embellishing  the  scene  around. 
Should  drop  and  wither  where  they  gvo«r) 
You  would  not  fdei  at  all*->]iot  ymi« 
The  noblest  minds  their  virtue  prev« 
By  pt^,  sympatiiy)  and  love : 
These,  these  are  feelings  truly  fine. 
And  prove  their  owner  half  divine. 

His  censure  reaeh'd  them  «e  he  dealt  k. 
And  each  by  thinking  shewed  he  ftH  it. 

THE  SHRtJBBEftT. 

WEITTKS  IN  A  TXUB  07  AFrLXCTIOir. 
I. 

OH  happy  shades— to  me  tmblM ! 

Friendly  to  peace,  but  not  to  me  f 
How  ill  tho  scene,  that  offers  rest^ 

And  he&rl  that  cannot  rest,  agre«  > 
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II. 

This  ^Msy  stream,  that  spreading  pin* 

Those  alders  quiy'ring  to  the  hreeie, 

Mt^ht  sooth  a  soul  less  hurt  than  mine, 

And  please,  if  any  thing  could  please. 

ni. 

Bat  fix'd,  naaUerable  Care 
Foregoes  not  what  she  feels  withiiiy 

Shows  ik»  satmc  sadness  ev'ry  wher^, 
And  slights  the  season  and  the  scene. 

For  all  Hi&t  pleas'd  in  wood  or  lawn. 

While  peace  possessed  these  silent  bow'Ni 
Her  animating  smile  withdrawn, 

Has  lost  Its  beauties  aad  its  pow>d 
V. 
Tlie  sunt  or  moralist  should  tread 

This  mosii-grown  alloy,  musing,  stow*; 
They  seek  like  me  the  secret  shade, 

Btit  not  )fte  me  to  nourish  wo ! 
VI. 
Me  fruitful  scenes  and  prospects  waste 

Alike  admonish  not  to  roam  ; 
These  tell  me  of  enjoyments  past. 

And  those  of  sorrows  yet  to  eomo> 


THE  WINTER  NOSEGAY 

I. 
WHAT  Hvimre,  alas  I  has  defied 

To  the  deUoate  growth  of  our  4ifo, 
Art  hais  in  a  maaatHre  supplied, 
And'whrter  i»  decked  with  a  K:mle 
Vol.  I  18 
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See,  Mary,  what  beauties  I  bring 

From  the  shelter  of  that  sunny  shed, 
Where  the  flow'rs  have  the  charms  of  thespruifi 

Though  abroad  they  are  frozen  and  deady 
11. 
*Tis  a  bow'r  of  Arcadian  sweets, 

Where  Flora  is  still  in  her  primOy 
A  fortress  to  which  she  retreats 

From  the  cruel  assaults  of  the  clime 
While  earth  wears  a  mantle  of  snow^ 

Those  pinks  arc  as  fresh  and  as  gay 
As  the  fairest  and  sweetest,  that  blow 

On  the  beautiful  bosom  of  May 

See  how  they  have  safely  survived 

The  frown&  of  a  sky  so  severe  ; 
Such  Mary's  true  love,  that  has  liv'd 

Through  many  a  turbulent  year. 
The  charms  of  tJbio  late  blowing  rose 

Seem'd  grac'd  with  a  livelier  hue, 
And  the  winter  of  sorrow  best  shows. 

The  truth  of  a  friend  such  as  you. 


MUTUAL  FC«LBEARANCE 
irscBSiAsr  to  thx  happiness  of  the  uarried 


THE  La^y  thus  addrBfa'd  her  i|Mia6.>-^ 
What  a  mere  dungeon  is  this  house !    » 
By  no  means  large  eoough ;  and  w«l  K,    - 
Tot  this  dull  room,  and  tliat  dark  eloeet 
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Those  hangings  with  their  worn  out  gracet, 
Long  beards,  long  noses,  and  pale  faces, 
Are  such  an  antiquated  scene, 
They  overwiiclm  me  with  the  vpleen. 
Sur  Humphrey,  shooting  in  the  dark, 
Makes  answer  quite  beside  the  mark : 
No  dovbt,  my  dear ;  I  bade  him  come, 
Engag'd  myself  to  bd  at  home. 
And  shall  expect  Iiim  at  the  door, 
Precisely  when  the  clock  strikes' four. 

Tou  are  so  deaf,  the  lady  cried, 
(And  rais'd  her  voice,  and  frown'd  beside,) 
You  are  so  sadly  deaf,  my  dear,  , 
What  shall  I  do  to  make  you  hedr  ? 

Dismiss  poor  Harry !  he  replies ; 
Some  people  are  more  nice  than  wise. 
For  one  slight  trespass  all  this  stir  ? 
What  if  he  did  ride  iHiip  and  spur, 
Twas  but  s  mile— your  faT*rite  horero 
Will  never  look  one  hair  the  worse. 

Wedl,  I  lU'otest  'tis  past  all  bearing — 
Child !  I  am  rather  hard  of  hearing —  ' 
Yes,  truly—one  mui|t  scream  and  bawl 
I  tell  you,  you  can't  hoar  at  all ! 
Then  with  a  voice  exceeding  low, 
No  matter  if  you  hear  or  no. 

Alas !  and  is  domestick  stife, 
That  sorest  ill  of  human  life, 
A  plague  so  littlo  to  be  fear'd. 
As  to  be  wantonly  incurr'd, 
To  gratify  a  fretful  passion, 
On  ev*ry  trivial  provocation  ? 
The  kindest  and  the  happiest  pair 
Will  find  occasioA  to  forbear ; 
And  something  ev'ry  day  they  livey 
To  pity,  and,  perhaps,  forgive. 

But  if  infirmities,  tliat  fall 
In  common  to  the  lot  of  all, 
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A  blemish  or  a  scnso  impaired, 
'     Are  crimos  so  little  .to  be  sparM, 
Then  farewell  all,  that  must  create 
The  comfort  of  the  wedded  state; 
Instead  of  hanDony,  'tis  jar, 
And  tumult,  and  intestine  war. 

The  love  that  cheers  life's  latest  ata§i^ 
Proof  against  sickness  and  eld  afe, 
Proserv'd  bj  virtue  from  declensioiiy 
'  Becomes  not  weary  of  attention; 
But  lives,  when  that  cxteriouc  grace^ 
Which  first  inspir'd  the  flamci  decajrs. 
*Tis  gentle,  delicate,  and  kind, 
To  faults  compassionate  or  blind, 
And  will  witli  sympathy  endure 
Those  evils,  it  would  gladly  euro : 
But  angry,  coarse,  and  harsh  ezpressiQiiy. 
Shows  love  to  be  a  mere  profession ; 
Proves  that  tbe  heavt  ia  none  of  hiib 
Or  soon  expels  hiia  if  it  ii. 


TEB' 

NEGRO'S  COMPLAINT 

FORC'D  from  home  and  all  its  pleasures 

Afric's  coast  I  left  fbrlom ; 
To  increase  a  stranger's  treasures, 

O'er  the  raging  billowB  borne. 
Men  from  England  bought  and  sold  me, 

Paid  my  price  in  paltry  gold ; 
But  though  slave  they  have  enrolled  me, 

Minds  are  never  to  be  sold 
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Btfll  in  thought  as  free  as  ever, 

What  are  England's  rights  I  ask. 
Me  from  my  delights  to  sever. 

Me  to  torture,  me'  to  task  ? 
Fleecy  locks  and  black  complezia% 

Cannot  forfeit  Nature's  claim  ; 
Skins  may  differ,  but  affection 

Dwells  in  white  and  black  the  t 
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Why  did  aH-creatin'g  Nature 

Mike  the  plant  for  which  wo  toil- 
Sighs  must  fan  it,  tears  must  water, 

Sweat  of  ours  must  dress  the  soil. 
Think,  ye  masters,  iron-hearted. 

Lolling  at  your  jovial  boards ; 
Think  how  many  backs  have  smarted 

For  the  sweets  your  cane  affords. 

Is  there,-  as  ye  sometunes  tell  us, 

Is  there  one,  who  reigns  on  high  ? 
Has  he  bid  you  buy  and  sell  us. 

Speaking  from  his  throne,  the  sky  ? 
Ask  him,  if  your  knotted  scourges. 

Matches,  blood-extorting  screws^ 
Are  the  means  that  duty  urges 

Agents  of  his  will  to  use  ? 

Haik !  he  answers — ^wild  tornadoes. 

Strewing  yonder  sea  with  wrecks ; 
Wfurting  towns,  plantations,  meadowy 

Are  the  voice  with  which  ho  speaks. 
He,  foreseeing  what  vexations 

Airic's  sons  should  undergo, 
Fix*d  their  tyrants*  habitations 

Where  his  whirlwinds  answer — ^No. 

By  our  blood  in  Afric  wasted. 
Ere  our  necks  recciv'd  the  chain ; 

By  the  miseries  that  we  tasted. 
Crossing  in  yi>ur  barks  the  mam , 
18' 
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By  our  sufTrings  sinco  ye  Urouglit  us 
To  the  man-dagrading  mart ; 
All-sustain'd  by  patience,  taugUt  U9 
Only  by  a  broken  heart ; 

Deem  our  nation  brutes  no  longer, 

Till  some- reason  ye  shall  find 
Worthier  of  regard,  and  stronger 

Than  the  colour  of  our  kind. 
Slaves  of  gold,  whose  socdid  dealings 

Tarnish  all  your  boasted  pow'rs. 
Prove  that  you  have  human  feelings^ 

Ere  you  proudly  (question  ours ! 


PITY  FOU  POOR  AFRICANS. 

Video  meliora  proboque, 
Deteriohi  tequor...... 

I  OWN  I  am  shdck'd  at  Ae  purchase  of  skves, 

And  fear  those  who  buy  them  and  sell  thorn  are 

knaves; 
What  I  hear  of  their  hardships,  their  torturtts,  and 

groans, 
Is  almost  enough  to  dcaw  pity  from  stoaes. 

I  pity  them  greatly — ^but  I  must  bo  mum — 
For  how  could  we  do  without  sugar  arid  rum  f 
Especially  sugar,  so  needful  we  see  ? 
What,  give  up  our  desserts,  our  coffee,  a^d  te4 1. 

Besides,  if  we  do,  the  French,  Dutch,  and  Donoi, 
Will  heartily  tliank  us,  no  doubt,  for  our  pains^; 
If  wo  do  not  buy  the  poor  creatures,  they  will,. 
And  tortures  and  groans  will  be  multiplied  still- 
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If  foreigners  likewise  would  give  up  the  tradoi 
Much  more  iti  behalf  of  jour  wish  might  be  said ; 
But,  while  thej  get  riches  by  purchasing  blacks^ 
Pray  tell  me  why  we  may  not  also  go  snacks  ? 

Tour  scruples  and  arguments  brmg  to  my  mind 
A  story  so  pat,  you  may  think  it  is  coined 
On  purpose  to  answer  you  out  of  my  mint : 
But  I  can  assure  you  I  saw  it  in  print : 

A  youngster  at  school,  more  sedate  than  the  rest, 
Had  once  his  integrity  put  to  the  test ; 
His  comrades  had  plotted  an  orch&rd  to  rob. 
And  ask*d  him  to  go  and  assist  in  the  job. 

He  was  shock'd,  sir,  like  you,  and  answered— ^  Oh  no ! 
What !  rob  our  good  neighbour !  I  pray  yon  don't  go ; 
Besides,  the  man's  poor,  his  orchard's  his  bread. 
Then  think  of  his  children,  for  they  must  be  fed  ** 

"  You  9p99k  Tsry  fine,  and  yon  lotk  very  graTS,     . 
But  apples  we  want,  and  apples  well  have ; 
If  you  wHl  go  with  us,  yen  shall  h«re«  shaiv, 
If  not,  you  shall  have  neither  apple  nor  pear." 

They  spoke,  and  Tom  ponder'd — ^*  I  aee  they  will  ga  i 
Poor  man !  wliat  a  pity  to  injure  him*  so ! 
Poor  man !  I  would  save  him  his  £ruit  if  I  could 
But  staying  behind  wiU  do  him  no  good. 

'^  If  the  matter  depended  ahme  upon  me, 
His  apples  might  luQig  till  they  dropp'd  firom  the  tree ; 
But  since  they  will  take  them,  I  think  I'll  go  to^ 
He  will  lose  none  by  me,  though  I  get  a  few." 

Uk  aemples  thus  silenc'd,  Tom  felt  more  H  ease. 
And  went  with  his  comrades  the  apples  to  seize ; 
He  blam'd  and  protested,  but  join 'd  in  the  phm.: 
Ho  riiar'd  in  the  plunder,  but  pitied  the  man. 
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MORIS iNG  DllEi\M. 


TWAS  in  the  glad  season  of  sprintj, 

Asleep  at  the  dawn  of  the  day, 
I  dreoin'd  what  I  cannot  but  sing, 

So  pleasant  it  sceni'd  as  I  lay. 
I  dream 'd,  that  on  ocean  afloat, 

Far  henco  to  tlio  westward  I  sftil'd,  , 
While  the  billows  high  Ufled  the  lK)nt» 

And  the  fresh-blowing  breeze  never  faird 

In  the  steerage  a  woman  I  saw, 

Saoh  at  least  was  the  form  thnt  slift  Woi«« 
Whose  beauty  iuipress'd  mo  with  iiwe> 

Ne'er  tsnght  me  by  woinun  bcibire' 
She  sajt,  and  a  shield  at  her  side 

Shed  light  like  a  sun  on  the  waves,     , 
And  smiling  divinely,  she  cried— 

"  I  go  to  make  freemen  of  slav^fl.t — 

Then  raisiu;^  lier  voice  te  a  strain 

The  sweetest  that  ear  ever  heard, 
She  sung  of  the  slaveys  broken  chain, 

Wherever  her  glory  appeajr'd. 
Some  cloads.  which  had  over  us  hung 

Fled,  chas'd  by  her  melody  clear, 
And  mathought  wJiile  she  liberty  sun|f, 

Twas  liberty  only  to  hear. 

Thus  swiftly  dividing  the  flood, 
To  a  Blnvo-cultnr'd  island  we  canio, 

Whore  a  demon  her  enemy  stood — 
Oppression  his  terrible  nnmo. 
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In  his  hand)  as  the  sign  of  his  sway, 

A  scourge  hung  with  lashes  he  hott^ 
And  stood  looking  out  for  his  prey 

From  Africa's  sorrowful  shcure. 

fiat  soon  as  approaching  tiie  land, 

That  goddess-like  woman  he  yiew'd, 
The  scourge  he  let  fSdl  ftom  his  hand, 

With  blood  of  hhi  subjects  imbru'd. 
I  saw  him  both  sicken  and  <fie, 

And  the  moment  the  monster  ezpirM, 
Heard  shouts  that  ascended  the  sky, 

From  thousands  with  rapture  inspir'tif. 

Awaking,  how  covU  I  but  muse 
At  what  mash  a  dream  should  betida  : 

But  soon  my  ear  oaaghf  the  giact  news, 
Which  serv'd  my  weak  thought  fi>r  a 

That  Britanwhi,  renowa'd  ^m  the  wavea 

'    For  the  hatred  she  ever  haa  wkami 

To  the  bUkHMeptet^  jmLetm  «f  alares^ 
ReeolTaatolunPeiioae  of  her  own. 


NIGHTINGALE  AND  GLOW-WOKWL 

A  NIGHTINGALE,  that  all  day  long 
Had  cheer'd  the  village  with  his  song. 
Nor  yet  at  eve  his  note  suspended. 
Nor  yet  when  eventide  was  ended, 
Began  to  feel,  as  well  he  might. 
The  keen  demands  of  appetite  ; 
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When  looking  eagerly  around, 

He  spied  far  off  upon  tho  ground, 

A  something  shining  in  the  dark, 

And  knew  the  glow-worm  by  Jiis  spark  ; 

So  stooping  down  from  liawthorn  top, 

Ho  thought  to  put  him  in  his  crop. 

The  worm  aware  of  his  intent, 

Harangu'd  him  thus  right  eloquent. 
Did  you  admire  my  lamp,  quoth  he. 

As  much  as  I  your  minstrelsy, 

You  would  abhor  to  do  me  wrong, 

As  much  as  I  to  spoil  your  song  ; 

For  'twas  the  self-same  pow'r  divine  * 

Taught  you  to  sing,  and  me  to  shine ; 
That  yon  with  musick,  I  with  ligtht, 
Might  beautify  and  elisor  the  night 
The  songster  heard  liis  short  orotioa^ 
And  warbling  ont  his  appffobati<m, 
Releas'd  him  aa  my  story  tells, 
And  found  a  supper  aoma  where  elae* 
Hence  jarring  sectanes  may  learn 
.  Their  real  interest  to  discern ; 
That  brother  should  not  war  with  brothefy 
And  worry  and  devour  ^ach  other  ; 
But  atng  and  shine  by  sweet  consent, 
Till  life's  poor  transient  night  ia  li^iit, 
Respecting  in  each  other's  case 
The  gifts  of  nature  and  of  grace. 

Those  Christians  best  deserve  the  nuntf 
'  Vfho  BtudkHisly  make  peace  their  aim  ^ 
Peace  both  the  duty  and  the  prize 
Of  him  that  creeps,  and  him  that  fliea 
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ON  A  GOLDFINCH, 


•TARTKD  TO  DBATH  IN  HIS  CAGB 


1. 

TIME  was  wbon  I  was  free  as  air, 
The  thistle's  downy  seed  my  fare, 

My  drink  the  morning  dew  ; 
I  perch'd  at  will  on  ev'ry  sprayi 
My  form  genteel,  my  plumage  gay, 

My  strains  for  ever  new. 
11. 
Bat  gaudy  plumage,  sprightly  strain^ 
And  iorm  genteel,  were  all  in  vain. 

And  of  a  transient  dote  ; 
For  caught,  and  cag'd,  and  starv'd  to  death, 
In  dying  sighs  my  Utile  brcatJi 

Soon  pass'd  tlio  wiry  grate, 
Uh 
Thanks  gentle  smim,  for  sUaiy  wofp. 
And  thanks  for  this  ^fB6cimi  ehm 

And  core  of  er^  illl 
More  cmolty  coold  nono  express ;     ^  r 
Aad  1,  if yoift  had  riiown  Bue  kiss, 

Hibd  bera  yoiif  i^ls'jwr  stilL 
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PINE-APJPLE  AND  THE^  BEE. 


THE  pine-apples  in  triple  row, 
Were  basking  hot,  and  all  in  blow ; 
A  bee  of  CQost  diseenung  taste 
Perceived  the  fragrance  as  he  pass'd, 
On  eager  wing  the  spoiler  came, 
And  searched  for  crannies  in  the  frame^ 
Urg*d  liis  attempt  on  ev*ry  side, 
To  ev'ry  pane  his  trunk  appUed ; 
But  still  in  vain,  the  frame  was  trg^t, 
And  only  pervious  to  the  light ;  ^ 

Thus  having  wasted  half  the  day, 
He  trimm'd  his  flight  another  way. 

Methiuks,  1  said,  m  thee  I  find 
The  sin  and  madness  erf  mankind. 
To  joys  forbidden  man  aspires. 
Consumes  his  soul  wHh  vain  derfircs^ 
Folly  the  sprmg  of  his  pursuit. 
And  disappointment  all  tSie  firtiit. 
While  Cyntliio  ogles,  as  she  passe*. 
The  nymph  between  two  chariot  glasses, 
She  iathe  pine^-a^jle,  and  ho  ' 

The  mlly  tnisabeirtftili)ee. 
The  roaid,  who  views  witfa-peAsiiWiait 
The  show-gte««  ffeugh*  with  gfititfinig^wBli* 
Sees  watched,  fcrtMUkit^tWgi^  ^^T**^ 
But  sighs  at  thought  ^  wnptf  TurfrttM'  ' 
Like  thine,  her  appetite  is  keen. 
But  all  the  cruel  glass  between. 

Our  dear  delights  are  often  such, 
Expos'd  to  view  but  not  to  touch ; 
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HORACE,  BOOK  H.  ODE  X 
The  tight  our  foolish  heart  inflam6i| 
We  long  for  pine-apples  in  frames ; 
With  hi^less  wish  one  looks  and  lingers ; 
One  breaJcs  the  glass,  and  cots  his  fingeri  ; 
Bnt  they  w^am  truth  and  wisdom  Iftady 
CiH  gather  honey  frozA  a  weed. 


HOILACE,  BOOK  H.  ODE  X, 


I. 

RECEIVE,  dear  friend,  the  truths  I  tpt^ 
80  shalt  thou  live  beyond  the  refush 

Of  adverse  Fortune's  pow*r ; 
Not  always  tempt  the  distant  deep. 
Nor  always  timorously  creep 

Along  the  treacherous  shore. 

n.     . 

Ho  that  holds  fast  the  golden  mean, 
And  lives  contentedly  between 

The  little  and  the  great, 
Feels  not  the  wants  that  pinch  the  poor, 
Mw  plagues,  that  haunt  the  rich  man's  dooTi 

In^tt'ring  all  his  state. 

in. 

The  tallest  pine  feels  most  the  pow*r 

Of  wintry  blasts  ;  the  loftiest  tower 
Comes  heaviest  to  the  ground  ; 

The  bolto  that  spare  the  mountain*!  iida, 

His  cloud-capt  eminence  divide, 
_    And  roread  the  ruin  round. 
Vol.1.  19 
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IV. 

The  well-inform'd  phaosbpher 
RejoicBs  with  a  wholesome  fear. 

And  hopes  hi  spite  of  pain ; 
If  winter  bellow  from  the  north, 
Soon  tlie  sweet  spring  comes  dancing  Ibffll^ 

And  nature  laughs  again. 
V. 
What  if  thine  Heav'nbe  overcast, 
The  dark  appearance  ^ill  not  last ; 

Expect  a  brighter  sky. 
The  God  that  strings  the  silver  bow. 
Awakes  sometimes  the  muses  too 

And  lays  his  arrows  by. 
VI. 
If  hindrances  obstruct  thy  way, 
Thy  magnanimity  display, 

And  lot  thy  strength  be  seen ; 
But  oh !  if  Fortune  fill  thy  sail 
With  more  than  a  propitious  gale, 

Take  half  thy  canvass  in. 

A  REFLECTION  ON  THE  FOREGOING  ODE 

AND  is  this  all .'  Can  reason  do  no  more. 
Than  bid  me  shun  the  deep,  and  dread  the  shore, 
Sweet  moralbt  ?  afloat  on  life's  rough  sea, 
The  Christian  has  an  art  unknown  to  thee. 
He  holds  no  parley  with  unmanly  fears } 
Where  duty  bids,  he  confidently  stciers, 
Faces  a  thousand  dangers  at  her  call, 
And,  trusting  in  his  God,  surmounts  them  aS, 
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THE  LILY  AND  THE  ROSE. 


1. 

THE  Nymph  roust  loso  her  female  friendy 

If  more  admired  than  she— 
But  where  will  fierce  contention  end, 

If  flowers  can  disagree  ? 

n. 

Within  the  garden's  peaceful  scene 

Appear'd  two  lorely  foes, 
Aspiring  to  the  rank  of  queen, 

The  LUy  and  the  Rose. 

m. 

The  Rose  soon  reddened  into  rage. 

And  swelling  with  disdain, 
Appealed  to  many  a  poet's  page, 

To  proYe  her  right  to  reign. 
IV. 
The  Lily's  height  bespoke  commtaiy 

A  &ir  imperial  flow*r ; 
She  seem'd  designed  for  Flora's  1 

The  sceptre  of  her  pow'r. 
V. 
This  civil  bick'ring  and  debate 

The  goddess  ehanc'd  to  hear, 
And  flew  to  save,  ere  yet  too  late, 

The  pride  of  the  parterre ; 
VI. 
Yours  is,  dho  said,  the  nobler  hut, 

And  yours,  the  stateliei  mien : 
And  till » third  surpasses  you, 

Let  each  be  deem'd  a  queen 
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VII. 
Thus,  sooth'd  and  roconcil'd,  each  aeeka 

The  fairest  British,  fair, 
The  seat  of  empire  is  her  checks^ 
They  reign  united  there. 


IDEM  LATINE  REDDITUM. 


I. 

HEU  inimicitias  quoties  parit  ramnla  forma, 

Quam  rare  pulchrie  pulchra  piacere  potest ' 
Sod  fines  ultra  solitos  discordia  tendit, 
-     Cum  flores  ipsos  bilis  et  ira  movent. 

n. 

Hortus  ubi  dulces  pnebet  tacitosque  reciDnRi% 
Se  rapit  in  partes  gens  animosa  duas ', 

Hie  sibi  regales  Amaryllis  Candida  cultuity 
Illic  purpureo  vindicat  ore  Rosa. 

m. 

Ira  Rosam  et  awritifl  quierita  siiperbia  ttnguAti 

Multaque  ferventi  viz  cohibenda  simi, 
Dum  sibi  fautormn  eiot  undique  nomina  Tstatty 

Jusque  suum,  multo  carmine  fiilta,  plrolnt. 
IV. 
Altior  emicat  ilia,  et  celso  vertiee  ntttat, 

Ceu  flores  inter  non  habitura  parem, 
Fastiditque  alios,  et  nata  videtnr  in  una 

Imperii,  sceptrum,  Flora  quod  ipsa  gent 
V. 
Nee  Dea  non  sensH  dvifis  marminra  rbctoy 

Coi  eoriB  est  pictai  pandere  mrii  epM^ 
Deliciaeqiie  raae  nim^auii*Mn  prompita  twiAy 

Dnm  licet  et  locus  wt,  *it  tueatori  adMt 
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VI. 
Et  tibi  forma  datur  procerior  omnibus^  inqoit ; 

£t  ^iy  principibus  qui  solot  esse,  color ; 
Et  donee  vincat  quedam  formosior  ambas, 
Et  tibi  reginsD  nomen,  et  esto  tibL 

vn. 

His  obi  sedatos  furor  est,  petit  utraqae  nympham, 
Qualem  inter  Veneres  Anglia  sola  parit ', 

Hano  penes  imperium  est,  nihil  optaat  ampltiify  hnju 
Regnant  in  nitidis,  et  sine  lite,  genis. 


THE  POPLAR  FIELD 


THE  poplars  are  foll*d,  farewell  to  the  shade, 
And  the  whispering  sound  of  the  cool  colonnade ; 
The  winds  play  no  longer  and  sing  in  the  leareii 
Nor  Ouse  on  his  bosom  their  image  receives. 

Twelve  years  have  elaps*d  since  I  last  took  a  view 
Of  my  favorite  field,  and  the  bank  where  they  grew, 
And  now  in  the  grass  behold  they  are  laid. 
And  the  tree  ia  my  seat,  that  once  lent  me  a  shads. 

The  blackbird  has  fled  to  another  retreat. 
Where  the  hazels  afford  him  a  screen  from  the  heat. 
And  the  scene,  where  hia  melody  chann'd  me  beA»r6^ 
Resomids  with  his  sweet-flowing  ditty  no  more. 

My  ftigitiye  years  are  aB  hasting  away. 
And  I  must  ere  long  lie  as  lowly  as  they, 
With  a  turf  on  my  breast,  and  a  stone  at  mj 
Gro  another  such  grove  shall  ari^  in  ita  stead 

Tlf  a  sight  U^engago  MMy  if  any  thing  way 
To  praao  on  the  perishing  pleasores  of  man » 
19» 
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Though  his  lifo  be  a  druant,  his  enjoyments^  1 1 
Have  a  being  less  durable  even  than  he* 


-^^0^- 


IDEM  LATINE  REDDITUM. 

POPULE^  cecidit  gratissinia  copia  silvsi 
Coniicuere  susurri,  omnisque  evanuit  umbra. 
NulloB  jam  levibus  se  miscent  frondibus  auriBi 
£t  nulla  in  fluvio  ramorum  ludit  imago. 

Hei  mihl !  bit  senos  dum  luctu  torqiieor  xumos. 
His  cogor  silvis  suetoquo  carere  recessu 
Cum  sero  rediens ;  stratasque  in  gramine  cernenK^ 
Insedi  arboribus,  sub  quels  crrare  solebam. 

Ah  ubi  nunc  Tnerulie  cantus  ?  Feliclor  ilium 
Silva  tegit,  durse  nondum  permissa  bipenni ', 
Scilicet  e^ustos  coUes  camposque  patentes  ^ 

Odlti  et  indignans  et  non  rediturus  abivit. 

Sed  q'ju  succisas  do!eo  succidttr  €it  ip«fe , 
Et  prius  hurc  paraHs  qtiam  tJrerverit  rftera  tihk    • 
Flebor,  et>  exoquiis  paryis  donatus^  habebo  , 

Dofizum  iapidem  tumulique  cubantis  acervum. 

Tiun  suSnto  perihnie  videns  tdm  ^gm  ni^SMrf^y 
Agnoaco  fattnunuur  sarles  ^t'trifltia  ftrtaitM- 
Sit  licet  ipse  brevls,  volucriquo  mmiUimiu  .nmbimy 
Est  homini  breiior  ciUusque  obiturft  voloptas,  , 

*  Kr  Cowper  aHerwairds  altered  thii  hH  giiiiAit  Ik^iii 
foUowiog  Buafner  x  - ;  .  .'i 

The  change  both  my  heart  and  my  fancy  employi 
I  reflect  (vrtbe-firntejmf  siaiv  mmkhmii^i :        ..  n..  •* 
Shori-liyM  as  we  are.  yet  •ur  pleasarei,  we  se^      •  *  c  j 
Have  a  still  shorter  date,  and  die  sooner  than  we^   '  * 
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O  MATUTINl  rores,  aurseque  salubrM, 
O  nemora,  et  UbUb  riyis  feUcibus  herbe, 
Graminw  ooJl9%  et  saamnm  in  TalUbiMi  miAsw  1 
Fata  modo  dederlnt  quas  olim  in  rure  paterna 
Deliciasy  procul  arte  procul  ^midine  novi, 
Quam  yeUem  ignotus,  quod  mens  mea  lemper  «Tebat| 
Ante  larem  propriom  placidara  expectare  genectanii 
Tom  demum..  ezactis  non  infeliciter  annisi 
Sortiri  taciturn  lapidem,  aut  sub  cespide  condl ! 


CICINDELA, 

BT  TIVCENT  BOURNS. 

Sub  sepe  exiguum  est,  nee  raro  in  margine  rip»| 

Reptile,  quod  lucet  nocte,  diequo  latet. 
Vermis  habet  speciem,  sed  habet  de  kunine  tioiaen; 

At  prisca  a  fama  non  liquet,  unde  micet. 
Plerique  a  cauda  credunt  procedere  lumen ; 

Nee  desunt,  credunt  qui  rutilare  eaput. 
Nam  superas  stellas  qute  nox  accendit,  et  illi 

Paream  cadem  lucem  dat,  mdduloque  pat61n. 
Forsitan  hoe  prudeils  voluit  Natura  caveri, 

Ne  pedo  quis  duro  reptile  contereret. 
Exiguam,  in  tenebris  he  grcssum  off^nd^rdt  ttttOi, 

Prcctendi  voluit  forsitair  ilia  facem. 
Sive  usum  hune  Natura  parens,  seu  malult  Hhttn, 

Hand  frustra  aecensa  est  hix,  ra<^que  dati. 
Ponite  yos  fasten,  humiles  nee  vpermte,  ma^iii ; 

^ando  habet  et  minhninn  reptile,  quod  i^tMt. 
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I   THE  GLOW-WORM. 

TRANSLATIOK  OF  TH£  FORXGOIHO. 


I. 

BENEATH  the  hedge,  or  near  the  ftreaoi 

A  worm  is  known  to  stray, 
That  shows  by  night  a  lucid  beam. 

Which  disappears  by  day. 
II. 
Disputes  have  been,  and  still  prevail, 

Frojli  whence  his  rays  proceed  ; 
Some  give  that  honour  to  his  tail. 

And  others  to  his  head. 
III. 
But  this  is  sure — the  hand  of  might, 

That  kuidles  up  the  skies. 
Gives  him  a  modicum  of  light 

Froportion'd  to  his  size. 
IV. 
Perhaps  indulgent  Nature  meant. 

By  such  a  lamp  bestow'd. 
To  bid  the  trav'Uer,  as  he  went, 

Be  careful  where  he  trod ; 
V. 
Nor  crush  a  worm,  whose  useful  light 

Might  serve,  however  small, 
80  show  a  stumbling  stone  by  night, 

And  save  him  firom  a  fall. 
VI. 
Whate*er  the  meant,  tnis  truth  divino 

Is  legible  and  plain, 
*Ti8  pow*r  almighty  bids  him  shine, 

Nor  bids  him  shine  in  vain. 
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VII 
Ye  proud  and  wealthy,  let  this  theme 

Teach  humbler  thoughts  to  jrou, 
Since  such  4  reptile  has  its  gem. 
And  boasts  its  splendour  too. 


CORNICULA, 


BT  TIKCSlfT  BOtrXirK. 


NIGRAL  inter  aves  avis  o§t,  quo?  pliinm&  torree 

Antiquas  sBdes,  celsaque  Fana  colit. 
Nil  tam  sublime  est,  quod  non  audace  volatu, 

Aeriis  spemens  inferior*,  petit. 
Quo  nemo  ascendat,  cui  non  vertigo  eerebi'um 

Corripiat,  certe  hunc  seligit  ilia  locum. 
Quo  vix  a  terra  tu  suspicis  absque  tremoro, 

Ilia  mctu  expers  incolimiisque  sedet. 
Lamina  delubri  supra  fastigia,  Tentus 

Qua  coeli  spirct  de  regione,  decet ; 
Hanc  ea  pros  reliquis  mavult^  socuri  peridi. 

Nee  curat,  nedum  cogitat,  uHSde  cadet. 
|les  inde  humanus,  sed  smnma  per  tftitk,  i 

£t  nihil  ad  sese,  quas  videt,  esse  videt. 
Concursus  spectat,  plateaque  negotia  in  « 

Omnia  pro  nugis  at  sapieiiter  iiabet. 
Clam  ores,  quas  infra  audit,  ^  forsitan  audit, 

Pro  rebus  sihiti  negligit,  et  crocitat. 
llle  tibi  invidcal,  leHx  Conucvla,  | 

Qui  sic  humanis  rebhisie  VeKt 
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II.  THE  JACKDAW. 

TBAHSLATION  OF  THE  FOnSfiOIHa. 


I. 

THERE  is  a  bird  who  by  hia  coal, 
Aud  by  the  hoarseness  of  his  nolo, 

Might  be  supposed  a  crow ; 
A  great  frequenter  of  the  church, 
Where  bishop-like  he  finds  a  perch. 

And  dormitory  too. 

n. 

Above  the  steeple  shine^  a  plate, 
That  turns  and  turns  to  indicate 

From  what  point  blows  the  weatbtr; 
Look  up— your  brains  begin  to  swim,  . 
Tis  in  the  clouds — ^that  pleases  him, 

He  chooses  it  the  ratlier. 

.  hi; 

Fond  of  the  speculative  height, 
Thither  he  wings  hit  airy  flight, 

And  thence  securely  sees 
The  bustle  of  the  raree  show. 
That  occupy  mankind  below. 

Secure  and  at  his  ease. 
IV. 
Toa  thmk,  no  doubt,  he  sits  andmoMt 
On  future  brdLcn  bones  and  bnuMf, 

If  he  should  chance  to  fall. 
No :  not  a  single  thought  like  thrt 
Employs  his  philosophick  pate. 

Or  troubles  it  at  all. 
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V. 
Hb  weWy  that  this  g^reat  roundabout, 
The  world,  with  all  its  motley  root, 

Church;  army,  physick,  law, 
Its  customs,  and  its  businesses, 
li  no  concern  at  all  of  his, 

And  says — ^what  says  he  ? — Caw. 
VI. 
Thrice  happy  bird  !  I  too  have  seen 
Much  of  the  vanities  of  men ; 

And,  sick  of  having  seen  'em. 
Would  cheerfully  these  limbs  resigA 
For  such  a  pair  of  wings  as  tMne, 

And  such  a  head  between  'torn. 


AD    GRILLUM 


AHACnXQHTICUM. 


mruumn 


OQUIm 

Argutulos  ehoTattlflf , 
Et  hospes  es  eanoms, 
Qnacmque  eommoraeit 
Felicitatie  omen ; 
Jucundlore  canta 
Siquando  me  salutes, 
£t  ipse  te  rependam, 
£t  ipse,  qua  valcbo, 
Remunerabo  musa. 
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n. 

Oieerifl  iimooeiisqne 
£t  gratus  inqailinus ; 
Neo  viotitasia  rapiniPi 
Ut  Borices  voraces, 
MuresVe  ourioMy 
Fitronuiae  delioatiiai 
Vulgus  domeflticomm ; 
Sed  tutus  in  camiai 
Recessibusi  quieta 
Contentus  et  colore. 

Ut 
BM^r  Cicada, 
Q,\m  te  referre  foBoi^ 
QuiB  Yoce  te  videtur ; 
£t  saltitans  per  herba% 
Unius,  baud  secunds, 
JEitatifl  est  chorista ; 
Tu  carmen  integratunky 
Roponis  ad  DeceinbrMB| 
Lietus  per  universum 
Incontinenter  annnm. 

IV. 
Te  iraHa  lux  relinquit, 
Te  nulla  noz  revisit, 
Nottttittiiefi  VMaalte■^ 
Curisve  non  edutum: 
Quin  amplies  canendo,* 
Qnin  an^lies  firMode, 
AtatnUm,  fid  omni, 
Quan  me  1 


JStata  loogioraai. 
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nr.  THE  CRICKET. 


TBANILATIOV  OF  THX  FOREOOnM. 


iJTTLE  ioKiaUy  fullof  mirtl^ 
'  Ghiriung  on  my  kitchen  hearth, 
Whmioe*«r  he  thiae  abodB, 
Alwayi  harbinger  of  good, 
P^jp  nw  fer  thy  warm  patreal 
With  a  ioaf  flMra  foil  and  ■vaal  • 
In  reliim  tbin  ahalt  i^eeiTe 
Bach  a  ■tEata  a«  I  ean  gifvw 

IL 
Tfana  thypMiwahaM  ba«]cpra«*a, 
InaihBiiT«,  weUMnoe  guest ! 
While  the  vat  ia  on  the  aeoot, 
Am4  the  mooM  with  emhNta  anonl^ 
With  what  ▼amun  ebe  infeat 
£v^  diah,  and  apoil  the  beat  > 
Friakuig  tfaaa  baftce  the  fire, 
Thon  haot  ail  thh»  heact'f  deaise. 

m. 

Though  hi  yt>tee  and  shapo  tlicy  W 
Fonn'd  as  if  akin  to  thee, 
Then  surpasscflt,  happier  fur, 
Happiest  grasshoppers  that,  an* ,: 
Theirs  is  btit  a  summer's  snntr. 
Thine  eniluies  the  winter  Ion  f  ^ 
Unimpaired,  and  shrill  :in<l  !••'  ir, 
Melody  thronghdut  the  year 
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IV. 

Neither  night,  nor  dawn  of  day, 
Puts  a  period  to  thy  play  ; 
Sing  then^^find  extend  thyipan 
Faj  beyond  the  date  of  man. 
Wretched  pian  whose  years  are  spent 
In  repining  discontent, 
Lives  not,  aged  though  he  be. 
Half  a  span  compared  with  thee. 


SIMILE  AGIT  IN  SIMILE 

BY  TINCENT  BOVRNX. 

CRIST ATUS,  piotisquo  ad  Thaida  Psittocos  alii, 

Missus  ab  Eoo  munus  amante  venil. 
Ancillis  mandat  primam  ^mare  loqu^am^ 

Archididascalite  dat  sibi  Thais  opus. 
Psittace,  ait  Thais,  fingitque  sonantia  moUe 

Basia,  qusB  dooilis  moUe  refingit  avis.   • 
Jam  captat,  jam  dimidiat  tyruncuUs.)  et  jam 

Integrat  auditos  articulatque  sonofl. 
Psittace  mi  pulefaer  pufa^Ue,  hera  dioit  abmuiQ  ; 

Fsittace  mi  pulcher,  reddit  alumnus  berqs. 
Jamque  canit,  ridet,  deeiesqne  SBgrotat  in  hcfttkf 

Et  Yocat  ancillas  nomine  quamque«uo« 
Multaque  scurratur  mendaz,  et  mnlta  jocatnry 

Et  lepido  populuin  detinet  augurio. 
Nunc  tremulum  ilhidet  fratrem,  qm  snspicity  eiPol 

Carnalls,  quisquis  te  doce\y  inquit,  homo  est ; 
Argutoa  nunc  stridct  anus  argutulus  instar ; 

Respicit,  et  nobulo  cs,  quisquis  es,  inquit  anus. 
Quando  fuit  melior  tyro,  meliof  vo  magistra ! 

Quando  duo  ingoniis  tam  eoicro  pares  * 
Ardua  discenti  null.i  est,  rns  nulla  doccnti 

Ardiin  :  cum  dccoat  ficiniiia,  discal  avin 
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IV.  THE  PARROT. 

TEAHSLATION  OF  TUB  FORXaoiir*. 


IN  painted  plumes  superbly  dross 'd, 
A  natiTo  of  tUo  gorgeous  east, 

By  many  a  billow  toss'd  ; 
Poll  gains  at  length  the  British  shore, 
Part  of  the  captain's  precious  store, 

A  present  to  his  toast. 

n. 

Belinda's  piaids  are  soon  preferr*d 
To  teach  him  now  and  then  a  word, 

As  Poll  can  master  it ; 
But  *tis  her  own  important  charge, 
To  qualify  him  more  at  large. 

And  make  him  quite  a  wit. 

in. 

Sweet  Poll !  his  doating  mistress  criei^ 
Sweet  Poll !  the  mimick  bird  replies  ', 

And  calb  aloud  for  sack. 
She  next  instructs  him  in  the  kiss ; 
Tb  now  a  little  one,  like  Miae 

And  now  a  hearty  smack. 
IV. 
At  first  he  aims  at  what  he  hears ; 
And  list'ning  close  with  both  his  ears. 

Just  eatehes  at  the  sound; 
But  soon  articulates  aloud, 
Much  to  the  amusement  of  the  crowd. 

And  stuns  the  neiglibours  roond. 
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V. 

A  querulous  old  woman's  voice 
His  hum'rous  talent  next  employsy 

He  scolds,  and  ^iv€s  the  lie. 
And  now  he  smgs,  and  now  is  Ack, 
Here,  Sally,  Susan,  come,  come  quick^ 

Poor  Poll  b  like  to  die  \ 
VI. 
Belinda  and  her  bird !  tis  rare 
To  meet  with  such  a  well-match*d  ptirj 

The  language  and  the  tone, 
Each  character  in  ev*ry  part 
Sustain'd  with  so  much  grace  and  totf 

And  both  in  unison. 

VII. 
When  children  first  begin  to  spelly 
And  stammer  out  a  syllable, 

We  think  them  tedious  crcatOTM ; 
But  difficulties  soon  abate, 
When  birds  are  to  be  ti^ught  to  piatey 

And  women  are  the  teachers. 


TIUNSLATION 


PRIOR'S  CHLOB  AND  EUPUEUA. 


MEBCATOR,  Tigiles  oeoks  vt  Mten  poaA, 
N<»nine  sob  ficto  trans  mar«  mittit  upM ; 

Lene  eonat  li^iidwnqiie  meis  Enj^lia  thoMlf 
Sed  8olam  ezoptant  te,  mea  yotOy  Chlot. 
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n. 

Ad  fpeculum  omabat  nitidos  Bnphelia  ciines, 
Cum  dixit  mea  lux,  heus,  cano,  some  lyram. 

Namqae  Ijrram  juzta  positam  cum  cararine  Tidil 
Suave  quidem  carmen  dulcisonamque  lyram 

m. 

Fila  lyrs  vocemque  paro,  suspiria  snrgtint, 

£t  miscent  numeris  murmura  msesta  meif 
Domque  tuos  memoro  laudes,  Euphelia^  firmai 

Tota  anima  interea  pendet  ab  ore  Chloeii 
IV. 
Subrobet  ilia  pudoce,  et  contrahit  altera  frontem 

Me  torquet  mea  mens  conscia,  psallo,  tienu)  $ 
Atque  Cupidinca,  dixit  Dea  cincta  corona, 

Heu !  fklleodi  artem  quam  didicera  panukL 
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JOHN  GILPIN; 

Showing  how  he  went  further  than  h«  totond^  ( 
eume  srfe  home  ugoin. 


JOHN  GILPIN  was  a  citizen 

Of  credit  and  renown, 
A  trainband  captain  eke  was  he 

Of  iamous  London  town. 

John  GUpm^s  spouse  said  to  her  dear, 
Though  wedded  we  have  been 

Tnese  twice  ten  tedious  years,  jet  we 
No  holy-day  hove  seen. 
20» 
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To-mOTTow  is  our  weddiag-day, 
And  wa  will  tEen  rvpair 

Unto  tU  beU  at  Edmanton, 
Atti»»«bMfe  and  pair. 

My  sister,  and  my  sister's  cliildy 
Myself,  and  children  three, 

Will  fiU  the  chuse ;  so  you  must  rid» 
On  horseback  after  we. 

He  soon  replied,  I  do  admire 

Of  womankind  but  one, 
And  yon  are  die,  my  dearest  dMU^ 

Therefore  it  shall  be  done* 

As  all  the  world  doth  know, 
And  my  good  friend  the  calender 
Will  lend  his  horse  to  go. 

Qnoth  Mrs.  QBpfai,  tint's  well  mid. 

And  for  that  wine  is  dear, 
We  win  be  fiimish'd  with  our  own, 

Which  is  both  bright  and  clear. 

• 

John  Gilpin  kiss'd  his  loving  wife ; 

O'erjoy'dwasheteiad, 
That  though  en  pieasore  she  wm  bent. 

She  had  a  frogal  mind. 

The  morning  eame,  the  chaise  was  bro«^fal| 

But  yet  was  not  idloWd 
To  drive  np  tothe  door,  lest  ill 

Should  say  that  ahe  wae  pnmd. 

So  three  doors  off  the  chaise  wae  t^fA^ 

Where  they  did  all  get  m  ; 
Six  precious  souls,  and  all  agog 

To  dash  through  thick  and  thm. 
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Smick  went  the  whip,  round  wont  the  i 

Were  never  folk  so  glad  ; 
The  f  tones  did  rattle  underneath^ 

As  if  Cheapside  were  mad. 

John  Gilpin  at  his  horse's  side 
8eiz*d  fast  the  flowing  mane, 

And  up  he  got,  in  liaste  to  ride. 
But  soon  came  down  again ; 

For  saddle-tree  scarce  reach*d  had  h»y 

His  journey  to  begin, 
When  turning  round  1^  head,  he  iur 

Three  customers  come  in. 

80  down  he  came ;  for  loss  oftimm 
Although  it  grieved  him  sore, 

Tet  loss  of  pence,  full  well  he  kneWf 
Would  trouble  him  mi:^  raon. 


23« 


Twas  long  before  the  customess 
Were  suited  to  their  mind, 

When  Betty  screaming  came  dowA 
**  The  wine  is  left  behind  V* 


Good  lack!  quoth  he— yet  bcbf  it  in% 

My  leathern  belt  likewise. 
In  which  I  bear  my  trusty  Mroidf 

When  I  do  exercise. 

New  mistreii  GUpia,  (careful  send  !> 
Had  two  stone  bottles  lbund« 

To  hold  the  lifoor  that  she  1ot^4» 
And  keep  it  sa&  and  eonmL 


Each  bottla  had  »  m^af  «ar, 
Through  wluch  the  belt  he  ^ 

And  hong  a  bottle  en  each  aid% 
To  make  his  balance  true* 
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Thon  over  all,  tliat  ho  might  be 

Equipi^'d  from  top  to  toe, 
^His  long  red  cloak,  well  brush'd  and  neal 
He  manfully  did  throw. 

Now  see  him  mounted  once  Vip^nm 

Upon  his  nimbib  steed, 
Full  slowly  pacing  o'er  the  stonoffi 

With  caution  and  good  heed. 

But  finding  soon  a  smoother  road 

Beneath  his  well  shod  feet, 
The  snorting  beast  began  to  trot. 

Which  gall'd  him  in  his  seat. 

So  fair  and  softly,  John  he  cried, 

But  John  he  cried  in  vain, 
That  trot  became  a  gallop  soon, 

In  spite  of  curb  and  rein. 

So  stooping  down,  as  needs  he  muall 

Who  cannot  sit  upright, 
He  grasped  the  mane  with  both  his  handiy 

And  eke  with  all  his  might. 

His  horse,  who  never  in  that  sort 

Had  handled  been  before. 
What  thing  upon  his  back  had  got 

Did  wonder  more  and  more. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  neck  dr  nanglit ; 

Away  went  hat  and  wig ; 
He  little  dreamt  when  he  set  oot. 

Of  nmning  such  a  rig. 

The  wind  did  blow,  the  cloak  ^  ty, 
Like  Btirenner  long  and  gay, 

Till,  loop  and  button  fuling  both, 
At  last  it  flew  away. 
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Then  might  all  people  well  difoem 

The  bottles  he  had  ilung ; 
A  bottle  swinging  at  each  side. 

As  hath  been  said  or  suag. 

The  dogs  did  bark,  the  duMron  ■enm^ 

Up  flew  the  windows  all ; 
And  ey'ry  soul  cried  oat,  well  dono ! 

As  load  as  he  could  bawL 

Awmj  went  Qilpin    who  bnt  hmi 
His  fame  soon  spread  around, 

He  carries  weight  1  he  rides  a  moe  1 
Tis  for  a  thousand  pound ! 

And  still,  as  fast  as  lie  drew 

Twas  wonderful  to  yiew. 
How  in  a  tiioe  the  turnpike 

Their  gates  wide  open  threw. 

And  now  as  he  wei^  bowing  dofini 

His  reeking  head  full  low. 
The  bottkss  twam  behind  his  btds 

Were  shattered  at  a  blow. 

Down  ran  the  wine  into  the  ntdf 

Most  piteous  to  be  seen, 
Which  made  his  horse's  flanks  to  stnoke 

As  they  had  basted  been. 

Bnt  still  he  seem'd  to  cany  wiiglrt^ 

With  leathern  girdle  brae'd ; 
For  all  might  see  the  beitle-neeki 

Still  dangling  at  his  waist. 

Thns  afl  throogi  merry  liUugten 
These  merry  gambols  he  did  pl^Tf 

Until  he  came  unto  the  Wash 
Of  Edmonton  so  gay  ; 
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And  there  ho  throw  tho  wash  about 
\      On  both  sides  of  the  way, 
Just  like  unto  a  trundling  mop, 
Or  a  wild  goose  at  play. 

At  Edmonton  his  loving  wife 

From  tho  balcony  spied 
Her  tender  hUsbanid)  wond'ring  macli 

To  see  how  he  did  ride. 

8top,  stop,  John  Gilpin — ^Here*8  the  house-* 

They  all  at  once  did  cry ; 
The  dinner  waits,  and  we  are  tir'd ; 

Said  Gilpin — So  am  I ! 

But  yet  his  horse  was  not  a  whit 

Inclined  to  tarry  there ; 
For  why  ? — his  owner  had  a  houso 

Full  ten  miles  ofiT,  at  Ware. 

80  like  an  arrow  swifl  he  flew. 

Shot  by  an  archer  strong ; 
80  did  he  fly — wliich  brings  me  to 

The  middle  of  my  song. 

Away  went  Gilpin  oat  ofbreath^ 

And  sore  against  liis  will, 
Till  at  his  friend  the  calender*^ 

His  horse  at  last  stood  stilL 

The  calender,  amaz'd  to  see 

His  neighbour  in  such  trun, 
Laid  down  his  pipe,  flew  to  the  gate. 

And  thus  accosted  him: 

What  news?  wh«t  news?  your  ttditigtf  tdl; 

Tell  me  you  must  and  shall^ 
Say  why  bareheaded  you  are  come. 

Or  why  ycu  como  at  oil  ? 
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Now  OUpin  had  a  pleasant  wH, 

And  lov*d  a  timely  joke ; 
And  thus  onto  the  calender 

In  merry  guise  he  spoke : 

I  came  beoanie  yoor  horse  would  come  | 

And,  if  I  well  forbode, 
My  hat  and  mg  wHl  soon  bo  hAie, 

They  are  upon  the  road. 

The  calender  ri^  glad  to  find 

His  friend  in  merry  pin, 
Retum'd  him  not  a  tingle  word. 

But  to  the  houie  went  in : 

Whence  ■Cralglit  he  came  with  bat  and  w% 

A  wig  that  flow'd  behind^ 
A  hat  not  much  the  worse  fi>r  woari. 

Each  comely  in  its  kind. 

He  held  them  up;  and  in  his  torn 

Thus  showM  his  ready  wit. 
My  head  is  twice  as  big  as  youiSi 

They  therefore  needs  must  fit» 

But  let  me  scrape  the  dirt  away 

That  hangs  upon  your  face ; 
And  stop  and  eat,  for  well  yoa  may 

Be  in  a  hungry  case. 

Said  John,  it  is  my  wedding  day, 
And  all  the  world  would  stare, 

If  wife  should  dine  at  Edmonton, 
And  I  should  dine  at  Ware. 

So  turning  to  his  horse,  he  said, 

I  am  in  haste  to  dine ; 
Twos  for  your  pleasure  you  came  hfftBt 

You  shall  go  back  for  mine 


239 


Digitized  by 


Google 


UO  HISTORY  OF  JOHN  CHLPIN. 

Ah,  lacklem  ^e«eh,  and  bootlDWi  boM « 

For  which  he  paid  full  dear  i 
For,  while  he  spake,  a  brayiiif;  mm 

Did  aing  most  loud  and  eltar^ 

Wbeveai  Mt  horae  £d  snort,  at  Iw 
Had  heard  a  lion  roar,  ^ 

And  gallop^  off  mOk  aU  hit  ni2|M 
As  he  had  dona  befcfcu 

Awaj  went  €HIk>in,  end  a^ij 
Went  GUpin's  hat  and  wig  i 

He  loat  them  eooMir  tbas  at  firaf » 
For  why— their  were  tooi  lu^i 

Ifow  oiftieee  G^lpfa^  when  4m  tmr 

Her  husband  posting  dowft 
Into  the  eo«nli7  lar  awajt^ 

Shepull'douthatrsrereATB}  • 

And  thus  «Rto  Um  youth  she  said| 
That  drove  them  to  the  BeR, 

This  shall  he  jrours,  when  job  bring  hadi 
My  husband  sa&  and  weU. 

The  youth  did  ride,  and  soon  did  meeti 

John  coming  back  amain : 
Whom  in  a  trice  he  tried  to  stop^ 

By  catching  at  his  rein } 

But  not  perliMimng  what  he  meamlf 
And  gladly  would  hare  done^ 

The  frighted  steed  he  frighted  moM| 
And  made  him  fhster  ma. 

Away  went  Qilpin,  and  awiQf 

Went  postboy  at  his  heelsy 
The  posUioy'a  horse  right  glad  to  miss 

The  lumbering  of  the  wlwels. 
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Six  gentlemen  upon  the  roftd. 

Thus  seeing  Gilpin  fly, 
With  postboy  scampering  in  the  reari 

They  raised  the  hue  and  cry  t— 

Stop  thief!  stop  thief!  — a  highwmywyi! 

Not  one  of  them  was  mute ;     . 
And  all  and  each  thatpass'd  that  wmj 

Did  join  in  the  pursuit. 

And  now  the  turnpike  gatei  agaia 

Flew  open  in  short  spaoo ; 
The  toll-men  thiwkmg  ag  bedfofOy 

That  Gilpin  rode  a  raea. 

And  so  he  did,  a«d  won  it  too. 

For  he  got  first  to  town; 
Nor  stopp'd  tiU  where  he  did  get  i|^ 

He  did  agaia  get  down. 

Now  let  us  sing,  long  live  the  kSag, 

And  Gilpin  long  live  he ; 
And  when  he  next  doth  ride  abroad. 

May  I  be  there  to  see  ! 

VoL.1. 
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AN  EPISTLE 

TO 

AN  AFFUCJTED  PROTESTANT  LADY 

IK  VRAVCB. 


A  STRANGER'S  porpose  in  theM  hy 
Is  to  congratulate,  and  not  to  pnuse. 
To  give  the  creature  the  Creator's  dm 
Were  tin  in  nle,  and  an  offence  to  you. 
From  man  to  man,  or  e'en  to  woman  paid 
Praise  is  the  medium  of  a  knavish  trade, 
A  coin  by  Craft  for  Folly's  use  demgn*d, 
Spurious,  and  only  current  with  the  blind. 

The  path  of  sorrow,  and  that  path  aloco 
Leads  to  the  land  where  sorrow  is  unknown  * 
No  trav'ller  ever  reached  that  blest  abode, 
Who  found  not  thorns  and  briers  in  the  road. 
The  World  may  dance  along  the  flow'ry  plain, 
Cheer'd  as  they  go  by  many  a  sprightly  strain, 
Where  Nature  has  her  mossy  velvet  spread,     • 
With  unshod  feet  they  yet  securely  tread ; 
Admonish'd,  scorn  the  caution  and  the  friend. 
Bent  all  on  pleasure,  heedless  of  its  end. 
But  he,  who  knew  what  human  hearts  would  pr«yf% 
How  slow  to  learn  the  dictates  of  his  love, 
That,  hard  by  nature  and  of  stubborn  will, 
A  life  of  ease  would  make  them  harder  sUn, 
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la  pity  to  the  souls  his  grace  designed 
To  rescue  from  the  ruins  of  mankind, 
Ckll*d  for  a  cloud  to  darken  all  their  years. 
And  said,  **  Go,  spend  them  in  the  vale  of  tears.** 
O  balmy  gales  of  soul-reviving  air ! 
O  salutary  streams  that  murmur  there ! 
These  flowing  from  the  fbunt  of  grace  above. 
Those  breath 'd  from  lips  of  everlasting  love. 
The  flhity  soil  indeed  their  feet  annoys ; 
Chill  blasts  of  trouble  nip  their  springing  joys; 
An  envious  world  will  interpose  its  frowp. 
To  mar  delights  superiour  to  its  owi» 
And  many  a  pang,  experienc*d  still  within 
Remind  them  of  their  hated  inmate,  sin ; 
But  ills  of  ev*ry  shade  and  ev*ry  name, 
T/ansferm*d  to  blessings,  miss  their  cruol  aim; 
And  ev*fy  moment's  calm,  that  soothes  the  breast, 
la  giv'n  in  earnest  of  eternal  rest. 

Ah,  be  not  sad,  although  thy  lot  be  cast 
Fur  from  the  flock,  and  in  a  boundless  waste ! 
No  shepherds*  tents  within  thy  view  appear. 
But  the  chief  Shepherd  even  there  is  near  ; 
Thy  tender  sorrows,  and  thy  pkdntive  strain 
Fkrw  in  a  flyreign  land,  but  not  in  vain; 
Thy  tears  all  issue  from  asonroe  divinei 
And  ov*^  drop  bespeaks  a  Saviour  thine— 
80  once  in  Gideon's  fleece  the  dews  were  dmndf 
And  droofkl  on  aU  the  dsoopiiiiK  toba  aioimd. 
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I. 

UNWIN,  I  should  but  ill  repaj 

The  kmdsets  of  a  friend, 
IVhose  worth  defervee  as  warm  %  bj 

As  ever  friendship  penii*d, 
Thy  name  omitted  in  a  page 
Tluit  would  reclaim  a  vicious  agp* 

n. 

A  union  form*d,  as  mine  with  the^i 

Not  rasfaljr,  nor  in  aport, 
May  beas  fenrant  in  dt^^TM^ 

And  fiuibful  in  Ha  aarl, 
And  may  as  hon  Mi  oomfoit  |KM% 
As  that  of  trot  £r«tot»al  lofn. 

UL 
The  bud  inMited  in  the  rini^ 

The  bud  of  peaek  or  rose. 
Adorns,  though  diffVing  in  its  kiad^ 

The  sloidL  wherecHi  H  giuws, 
MTith  flow*r  as  sweet,  or  firuit  as  fidft 
As  if  produc'd  by  Mature  there. 

IV. 
Not  rich,  I  render  what  I  may, 

I  seize  thy  name  in  haste. 
And  place  it  in  this  first  essay, 

Lest  this  should  prove  the  last 
Tis  where  it  should  be— in  a  plan, 
That  holds  in  view  the  good  of  man. 
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V. 
The  poet's  lyre,  to  fix  his  ftmo^ 

Should  be  the  poet's  heart } 
Afibction  lights  a  brighter  flame 

Tbaa  ever  blas*d  by  art 
Ro  mnses  on  these  l^ee  attend^ 
I  sink  the  poet  in  the  finend. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The  history  of  the  following  production,  is  briefly 
tliis  -  A  lady,  fond  of  blank  verte,  demanded  a  pooro 
of  that  kind  from  the  amhory  and  gave  him  the  Sofa 
for  a  subject.  He  obeyed  ;  and,  having  much  leisure, 
eonnectod  another  subject  with  it ;  and  pursuing  the 
train  of  thought  to  which  his  situation  and  turn  of 
mind  led  him,  brought  forth,  at  length,  instead  of  the 
trifle  which  he  at  first  intended,  a  serious  aflair — a 
Volume  * 

In  the  poem  on  the  suDjevt  of  Education,  he  would 
be  Tery  sorry  to  stand  suspected  of  having  aimed  his 
eensure  at  any  particular  school.  His  objections  are 
such  as  naturally  apply  themselves  to  schools  in  ge- 
neral^ If  there  were  not,  as  for  the  most  part  there  is, 
wilful  neglect  in  those  who  manage  them,  and  an 
Dmission  even  of  such  discipline  as  they  are'  suscepti* 
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ble  ofy  the  objects  are  yet  too  numerous  for  minute 
attention :  and  the  acliing  hearts  of  ten  thousand  pa- 
rents, moumin^^  under  th^  bittoresi,  of  all  disappoint- 
ments, attest  the  trutli  of  the  allegation.  His  qoarreli 
therefore,  is  with  the  mischief  at  large,  and  not  with 
any  particular  instance  of  it. 


Digitized  by 


Google. 


CONTENTS. 


■  >S>*' 


out  c£ 


Tuc  Task,  in  Six  i>ooks. 
B«ok  I.  Th9  Sofa, 

II.  Tlie  Time-piece, 

III.  The  Garden,  -        - 

IV.  Tlie  Winter  Evening, 

V.  The  Wmter  MommgWalis,    - 

VI.  The  Winter  Walk  at  noon, 
Epistle  to  Joseph  Hill,  Esq.    ... 
Tirociniun^:  or,  a  Review  of  Schools, 
To  the  Reverend  Mr.  Newton, 
On  the  Receipt  of  my  Mother's  Picture 

Norfolk,  .        .        .  •    - 

Friendship,     ...... 

The  Moralizer  corrected, 

Catharina,      ..••.. 

The  Faithftd  Bird,     .... 

The  Needless  Alarm,      .        •        •       • 

Boadicea,  .        ^        •  •    ^ 

Heroism,        -•'.... 

On  a  mischievous  Bull,  which  the  Ow^er  of 
him  sold  at  the  Author's  instance. 

Annus  Memorahlis,  1789.  Written  in  comme- 
moration of  his  majestj's  happy 's  reco- 
very,   --....'. 

Hymn  for  the  use  of  the  Sunday  School  at  01- 
ney,  ... 


7 

.      29 

52 

.      76 

98 

123 

155 

ib. 

180 

181 
185 
191 
193 
195 
196 
200 


•    205 


206 


208 


Digitized  by 


Google 


CONTENTS. 

Pagt 
SUuii«»  Bubjoined  to  a  Bill  of  Mortality  for  the 

year  1787,    -        •                         •        -  209 

The  same  forl788,    •               •       -       -       •  211 

The  same  for  1789, 213 

The  same  for  1790, 214 

The  same  for  1792,         ....       -  216 
The  same  for  1793,    •        -       .       •        •       -213 

Inscription  for  the  tomb  of  Mr.  Hamilton,      •  290 

Epitaph  on  a  Hare      •        •       -        -      -        •  Ok 

Kpitaphium  Altermn,     •        .       •       •       .  222 

Accowit  of  the  Author's  treatment  of  Hares,    •  29f 


sa*^  < 


Digitized 


i  by  Google 


THE  TASK. 


THE  SOFA. 


AKGUMENT  OP  THE  FIRST  BOOK. 

llbUriea.  deduction  of  seats^  from  the  Stool  to  the  Sofa— A 
SciiooIboy^B  ramble^A  walk  m  the  country— The  «cone  deteribad 
—■Rural  eoundt  ai  well  oa  aighta  delisbiful — AnoUier  walk- 
Mistake  concerning  the  charms  of  soUtuoe  corrected — Colonnadoa 
commended— Alcore,  and  the  Tiew  from  it — The  wildemee*— 
The  grove— The  throaher— The  neoesflit^  and  benefit  of  exerciaa 
—Tlie  works  of  nature  superiour  to,  and  m  some  instanoea  iniml* 
Cable  bfy  art— The  wearisomeness  of  what  is  commonly  eaUed  a 
Uib  of  pleasure— Change  of  scene  soaaetimes  expedient — ^A  com- 
mon described,  and  the  character  of  crazy  Kate  introduced— 
Ginsiee— The  blessings  of  ciriliised  life— That  state  moat  favoor- 
abU  to  virtue— The  South  Sea  islanders  compassionate^  but 
chiefly  Omai-— His  present  state  of  mind  supposed— Civilized 
life  friendly  to  virtue,  but  not  great  citloa  Croat  cities,  and  Loo- 
don  in  particular,  allowed  their  due  praise,  but  censured — ^F^ 
ehampetre — ^The  book  concludes  with  a  reneetion  on  the  fktal 
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I  SING  the  Sofa.    I,  who  lately  sang 

Truth,  Hope,  and  Charity^*  and  touch'd  with  awe 

The  solemn  chords,  and,  with  a  tremblmg  hand, 

Escap'd  with  pain  from  that  advenfrons  flight, 

Now  seek  repose  upon  im  humbler  theme ;  6 

The  theme,  though  humble,  yet  august  and  proud 

Th*  occasion-^or  the  fair  eommands  the  song. 

Time  was,  when  clothing,  sumptuous  or  fi>r  use, 
Save  their  own  painted  skins,  our  sires  had  none 
As  yet  black  breeches  were  not ;  satin  smooth,         tO 
Or  velvet  soft,  or  plush  with  shaggy  pile  : 
The  hardy  chief,  upon  the  rugged  rock 
WasliM  by  the  sea,  or  on  Iho  gravelly  bank 
•  See  Poems  Vor..  I- 
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ThroMm  ap  by  wintry  torrents  roaring  loud, 

Fearless  of  wrong,  ropos'd  liis  weary  strengtli.         15 

Those  barb'rous  ages  past,  succeeded  next 

The  birthday  of  Invention  ;  weak  at  first, 

]>ull  in  design,  and  clumsy  to  perform. 

JointHstools  were  then  created ;  on  three  legs 

Upborne  they  stood.    Three  legs  upholding  firm      20 

A  massy  (uab,  in  fashion  square  or  round. 

On  such  U  stool  immortal  Alfred  sat, 

And  sway'd  the  sceptre  of  his  infant  realms : 

And  such  in  ancient  halls  and  mansions  drear 

May  still  be  seen ;  but  perforated  sore,  25 

And  driird  in  holes,  the  solid  oak  is  found, 

By  worms  voracious  eating  through  and  through  1 

At  length  a  generation  more  refin'd 
Improved  the  simple  plan ;  made  three  legs  four, 
Gave  them  a  twisted  form  vermicular,  30 

And  o'er  the  seat,  with  plenteous  wadding  stoff'dy 
Induc'd  a  splendid  cover,  green  and  blue, 
Yellow  and  red,  of  tapestry  richly  wrought 
And  woven  close,  or  needlework  sublime. 
There  might  ye  see  the  piony  spread  wide,  35 

The  full-blown  rose,  the  shepherd  and  his  lass, 
Lapdog  and  lambkin  with  black  staring  eyes. 
And  parrots  with  twin  cherries  in  their  beak. 

Now  came  the  cane  from  India,  smooth  and  bright, 
"With  nature's  varnish  ;  severed  into  stripes,  40 

That  interlac'd  each  other,  these  supplied 
Of  texture  firm  a  lattice-work,  that  brac'd 
The  new  machine,  and  it  became  a  chair. 
But  restless  was  the  chair ;  the  back  erect 
Distressed  the  weary  loins,  that  felt  no  ease  ;  *  49 

The  slipp'ry  seat  betrayed  the  sliding  part 
That  press'd  it,  and  the  feet  hung  dangling  down, 
Anxious  in  vain  to  find  the  distant  floor. 
These  for  the  rich ;  the  rest,  whom  Fate  had  plac*d 
In  modest  mediocrity,  content  50 

With  base  materials,  sat  on  well-tann*d  hides, 
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Obdwaito  and  unyielding,  glassy  smootb, 
With  hore  and  there  a  tuil  of  crimson  yarn, 
Or  acarlet  crewel,  in  the  cushion  fix'd, 
If  ouahion  might  be  call'd,  what  hardbr  seem'd        55 
Than  the  firm  oak,  of  which  the  frame  waa  form'd. 
No  want  of  tind>er  then  was  felt  or  fear'd 
III  Albion's  ha]>py  isle.    The  lumber  stood 
Ponderous  and  fix*d  by  its  own  massy  weight 
But  elbows  still  were  wanting;  these,  some  say^     60 
An  alderman  of  Cripplegate  contrived  ; 
And  some  ascribe  th'  invention  to  a  priest 
Bttrly,  and  big,  and  studious  of  his  ease. 
But  rude  at  firsts  and  not  with  easy  dope 
Receding  wide,  they  pressed  against  the  ribsy  6S 

And  bruis'd  the  side ;  and,  elevated  higln 
Taught  the  rais*d  shoulders  te  invade  the  eanij 
JjOiig  time  elapsjd  or  e'er  our  rugged  sires 
Complain*d,  though  iaeommodiously  pent  in^ 
And  ill  at  ease  behiiKL    The  ladies  first  70 

Gan  murmur,  as  bedame  the  softer  set. 
Ingenious  FanOy,  never  beUer  pleas'd 
Tim  when  empk>y*d  t'  aceemmodate^the  fair, 
Heard  the  sweet  moan  with  pity,  and  devie'd 
The  soil  settee ;  one  elbow  at  eaeh  endy  76 

And  in  the  midst  an  elbow  it  reoeiv'd, 
United,  yet  divided,  twain  at  once. 
So  ait  two  kinge  of  Brentford  on  6ne  thrdne ; 
And  so  two  citizens^  who  take  tho  air, 
Cloee  pack'd,  and  smiling,  in  a  chaise  and  one-         80 
But  relaxation  of  the  languid  fitune, 
By  soft  recumbency  of  outstretched  limbs> 
Wbs  bliss  reserv*d  for  h^ypier  days.    Bo  slow 
Tho  growth  of  what  is  excellent ;  so  hard 
T'  attain  perfection  in  this  nether  worki.  85 

Thus  first  Necessity  invented  stools, 
Convenience  next  suggested  elbow-chain, 
AndsLuxury  th'  accomplish*d  Sofa  last 
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The  nurse  sleeps  sweetly,  4iir'd  to  watch  the  tAdfc " 
Whom  snoring  she.  disturbs.    As  sweetly  he,  00  ' 

Who  quits  the  coach-box  at  a  midnight  hour. 
To  sloop  within  the  carriage  more  secure, 
His  legs  depending  at  the  open  door. 
Sweet  sleep  enjoys  the  curate  in  his  desk, 
The  tedious  rector  drawling  o*er  hia  head  ;  96' 

And  sweet  the  clerk  below.    But  neither  sleep 
Of  lazy  nurse,  who  snores  the  sick  man  dead ; 
Nor  his,  who  quits  the  box  at  midnight  hour 
To  slumber  in  the  carriage  more  secure ; 
Nor  sleep  enjoy'd  by  curate  m  his  desk ;  100 

Nor  yet  the  dozings  of  the  clerk,  are  sweet, 
Compared  with  the  repose  the  Sofa  yields. 

O  may  I  live  exempted  (while  1  live 
Guiltless  of  pampered  appetite  obscene) 
From  pangs  arthritic,  that  infest  the  toe  105 

Of  libertine  Excess.    The  Sofa  suits 
The  gouty  limb,  tis  true :  hut  gouty  limb, 
Though  on  a  Sofa,  may  I  never  feel : 
For  I  have  lov'd  the  rural  walk  through  lanes 
Of  grassy  swarth, -close  cropp*d  by  nibblhig  idieop,  110 
And  skirted  thick  with  intertexture  firm 
Of  thorny  boughs ;  have  lov*d  the  rural  walk  ^ 
O'er  liills,  through  valleys,  and  by  rivers*  brink, 
K'er  since  a  truant  boy  I  passed  my  bounds 
T*  enjoy  a  ramble  on  €he  banks  of  Thames ;       .     115 
And  still  remember,  not  without  regret, 
Of  hours,  that  sorrow  since  has  much  endear*d, 
How  oft,  my  slice  of  pockot  store  consum'd. 
Still  hungering,  pennyless,  and  far  from  home, 
I  fed  on  scarlet  hips  and  stony  haws,  180 

Or  blushing  crabs,  or  berries,  that  emboss 
The  bramble,  black  as  jet,  or  sloes  austere. 
Hard  faro  !  but  such  as  boyish  appetite 
Disdains  not ;  nor  the  palate,  undeprav'd 
By  culinary  arts,  unsav'ry  deems.  1S5 
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Ko  Sofa  tlion  awaited  my  return ; 
Mm  Sofa  then  I  needed.    Youth  repain 
His  wasted  epuits  qaickly,  by  long  toil 
Incurring^  short  fatigue ;  and,  though  our  yMi0| 
As  life  declines,  speed  rapidly  away,  131 

And  not  a  year  but  pilfers  as  he  goes 
80me  youthful  grace,  that  age  would  gladly  keep  \ 
A  tooUi  or  auburn  lock,  and  by  degrees 
Their  length  and  colour  from  the  locks  they  qpare ; 
The  olastick  spring  of  an  unwearied  foot,  135 

That  mounts  the  stile  with  ease,  or  le^M  the  fence ; 
That  play  of  lungs,  inhaling  and  again 
Respiring  fireely  the  fresh  air,  that  makes 
Swift  pace  or  steep  ascent  no  toil  to  me, 
Mine  have  not  pil&r'd  yet ;  nor  yet  impaired  140 

My  relish  of  fair  prospect ;  scenes  that  sooth'd 
Or  oharm'd  me  young,  no  longer  young,  I  find 
Still  soothing,  and  of  pow'r  to  charm  ma  stilL 
And  witness,  dear  companion  of  my  .walks, 
Whose  arm  this  twentieth  winter  I  perceive  145 

Fast  lock'd  in  mine,  with  pleasure  such  os  lore, 
Cenfirm'd  by  long  experience  of  thy  worth 
And  well-tried  virtues,  could  alone  inspire— 
Witness  a  joy  that  thou  hast  doubled  long. 
Thou  know'st  my  praise  of  nature  most  sincere,    150 
And  that  ray  raptures  are  not  conjured  up 
To  serve  occasions  of  poetic  pomp. 
But  genuine,  and  art  partner  of  diem  alL 
How  ofl  upon  yon  eminence  our  pace 
Has  ibckea'd  to  a  paase,  and  we  have  borne         155 
The  mffliBg  wind,  scarce  conscious  that  it  blew. 
While  Admiration,  feeding  at  the  eye, 
And  still  unsatedydweh  upon  the  scene 
Thence,  with  what  pleaswre  have  we  just  diseem'd 
The  distant  plough  slow  moving,  and  beside  100 

His  lab*ring  team,  that  swerv'd  not  from  the  tnek. 
The  sturdy  swain  diminish'd  to  a  boy ! 
Here  Onse,  slow  winding  through  a  level  plain 
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Ot  spacious  meads,  wUh  cattle  spiiakled  o  »f 

Conducts  the  eye  along  bU  sinuous  c(mr«e  101 

Delighted.    There,  fast  rooted  in  their  buikf 

Standi  never  overlookVl,  our  iav'rite  elms» 

That  screen  the  herdacnan's  solitary  hut^ 

While  far  beyond,  and  overthwart  the  str^Mly 

That,  as  with  molten  glass,  Mays  tbe  vatoi  199 

The  sloping  land  recedes  into  the  cWttd9» 

Displa3riiig  on  k»  yaiied  aide  the  grace 

Of  hedge-row  beautiea  numberless,  square  Um*t»   , 

TaU  i^e,  from  which  the  sound  of  obeeiliil  Mil 

Just  undulates  «pon  tfae  l^'niag  ear,  1175 

Groves,  heaths,  and  junoking  villages,  rmvote.    ^ 

Scenes  must  be  bemitifbl,  wduch  daily  view'4 

Please  daily,  a»d  whose  novelty  «urvivQS 

Long  knowledge  And  the  scmtii^  jof  jmxm* 

Praise  jusUy  due  to  thoae  thai  ^  describe.  180 

Nor  rural  sights  alone,  bnt  lural  soim4*» 
Exhilarate  the  spit  it,  and  xestore 
The  tone  of  languid  .Nature.    Mighty  wiiW^ 
That  sweep  4he  skict  of  some  iar-0pre«dADg  w^ 
Of  ancient  growth,  make  music  set  unlike  IQI^ 

The  dash  of  Ocean  on  his  winding  shore, 
And  lull  the  spirit  while  they  fiU  U>e  mind ; 
XJnnumher'd  branchfis  waving  in  the  blast. 
And  all  tlieir  leaves  Atat  flutt'ring,  aU  at  oiiee* 
Nor  less  composure  waits  ufMm  the  ro«f  -    190 

Of  distant  floods,  or. on  the  softer  yqioe 
Of  neighb'ring  fiiuitaini  or  of  cUls  Abet«l^ 
Through  the  ckft  xoek,  .ead  ohwiti^  lis  thi^  M 
Upon  loose  pebhks,  lose  themseifyi  wi  h^gglh 
In  matted  grossythal  with  aUmU^rgrMA.  JOS 

Betrays  the  sectet  of  thstr  ttlent.ctDflntt. 
Natuce  inanfanate  emplaye  jnreet  -sonnd^ 
But  animated  nature  sweeter  etiU, 
To  sooth  «nd  satisfy  the  famnan  ear. 
Ten  thousand  warblers  cheer  the  day,  aiul  one       W 
The  livelong  night ;  nor  these  alone,  whoae  noCM 
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mee-finger'd  Art  must  emulate  in  vain, 
But  cawing  rooks,  and  kites  that  swim  sublime 
In  8tiU-repe«ked  eircles,  screaming  loud, 
The  jay,  the  pie,  and  e'en  the  boding  owl,  205 

That  hails  the  rising  moon,  have  charms  for  me. 
Sounds  inharmoaious  in  themselves  and  harsh, 
Tet  heard  ia  seenes  where  peace  for  ever  reigns. 
And  only  there,  please  highly  for  their  sake. 

Peace  to  the  artist,  whose  ingenious  thought      210 
Devis'd  the  weatherhoose,  that  nsofu!  toy  ! 
Fearless  of  humid  air  and  gathering  rains. 
Forth  steps  the  man — an  emblem  of  myself ! 
More  delicate  his  timorous  mate  retires. 
When  Winter  soaks  the  fields,  and  female  feet,       215 
Too  weak  to  straggle  with  tenacious  clay, 
Or  ford  the  rivolets,  are  best  at  liome, 
The  task  of  new  discoveries  falls  on  me. 
At  such  a  SMMOn,  and  with  such  a  charge. 
Once  went  I  ibrth ;  and  found,  till  then  unknown,  230 
A  cottage,  whhbe?  oil  we  eince  repair : 
*Tis  perch'd  upon  the  green  hill  top,  but  close 
Environed  wi^  it  ring  of  branching  elms, 
That  overhanj^  the  tkateh,  itself  unseen 
Peeps  at  the  vale  below ;  so  thick  besot  225 

With  foliage  of  such  dark  redundant  growth, 
I  caird  the  low-roofd  lodge  the  peasant's  nest. 
And,  hidden  as  it  is,  and  far  remote 
From  such  unpleasing  sounds  as  haunt  the  ear 
In  village  or  in  town,  the  bay  of  curs  230 

Incessant,  eHnking  htoniMrs,  grinding  wheels,  ' 
And  infante  dnm*rofKi  whether  pleas'd  or  pained, 
Oft  have  I  wished  the  peaceftil  coveret  mine. 
Here,  I  have  said,  «t  least  I  should  possess 
The  poet's  treasnrar  Slleilcm,  and  hidulge  1355 

The  dreams  of  finey,  tranquil  and  secure. 
Vain  thought  I  the  dweller  in  that  still  retreat    - 
Dearly  obtains  the  refuge  it  aflbrds. 
Its  elevated  site  forbids  the  wretch 
Vol.  IL  2 
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To  d^ink  sweet  waters  of  the  crystal  well ;  S4I 

He  dips  his  bowl  into  the  weedy  ditch^ 

And,  heavy  laden,  brings  his  bev'rage  home, 

Far  fetched  and  little  worth ;  nor  seldom  waitfy 

Dependent  on  t^e  baker's  punctual  call, 

To  hear  his  creaking  panniers  at  the  door,  245 

Angry,  and  sad,  and  his  last  crust  consum  d. 

80  farewell  envy  of  the  peasant's  nest ! 

If  solitude  make  scant  the  means  of  life, 

Society  for 'me  ! — thou  seeming  sweet, 

Be  still  a  pleasing  object  in  my  view ;  250 

My  visit  still,  but  never  mine  abode. 

Not  distant  far,  a  length  of  coloanade 
Invites  us.    Monument  of  ancient  taste, 
Now  scorn'd,  but  worthy  of  a  better  fate. 
Our  fathers  knew  the  value  of  a  screen  255 

From  sultry  suns :  and,  in  their  shaded  walks 
And  long  protracted  bow'rs,  enjoy'd  at  noon 
The  gloom  and  coolness  of  declining  day. 
We  bear  our  shades  about  us ;  self-deprir'd 
Of  other  screen,  the  thin  tunbrella  spread,  260 

And  range  an  Indian  waste  without  a  tree. 
Thanks  to  Benevolus* — he  spares  me  yet 
Those  chestnuts  rang'd  in  corresponding  lines ; 
And,  though  himself  so  polish'd,  still  reprieves 
The  obsolete  prolixity  of  shade.  26^ 

Descending  now  (but  cautious,  lost  too  flMrt;} 
A  sudden  steep  upon  a  rustic  bridge, 
We  pass  a  guljf,  in  which  the  willows  dip 
Their  pendent  boughs,  stooping  as  if  to  drink. 
Hence,  ankle  deep  in  moss  and  Bew'ry  thysM,       290 
We  mount  again,  aod  feel  at  ev'ry  step 
Our  foot  half  sunk  in  hiUoQloi  greoi  and  soft, 
Kais'd  by  the  mole,  the  mmer  of  the  soiL 
He,  not  unlike  the  great  ones  of  mankind, 
Disfigures  Earth :  and,  plotting  in  the  dark,  275 

•  John  Courtney  Throckmorton,  Esq.  of  Weston  VnMt- 
wood. 
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Toils  mucii  to  cam  a  monumental  pile 
That  may  record  the  mischief  ho  has  done. 

The  summit  gain'd,  behold  the  proud  alcove 
That  crowns  it  i  yet  not  ail  its  pride  secures 
The  grand  retreat  from  injuries  impressed  280 

By  rural  carvers,  who  with  knives  deface 
The  panels,  leaving  an  obscure,  rude  name, 
In  characters  uncouth,  and  spelt  amiss. 
So  strong  the  zeal  t*  immortalize  himself 
Beats  in  the  breast  of  man,  that  e'en  a  few,  386 

Few  transient  years,  wop  from  th'  abyss  abhorred 
Of  blank  oblivion,  seem  a  glorious  prize. 
And  even  to  a  clown.    Now  roves  the  eye  ; 
And,  posted  on  this  speculative  height, 
Exults  in  its  command.    The  sheepfold  here  290 

Pours  out  its  fleecy  tenants  o'et  the  glebe. 
At  first,  progressive  as  a  stream,  they  seek 
The  middle  field ;  but,  scattered  by  degrees, 
Each  to  Ills  choice,  soon  whiten  all  the  land. 
There  from  the  sunburnt  hayfield  homeward  creeps 
The  loaded  wain  ;  while,  lighten'd  of  its  charge,   200 
The  wain  that  meets  it  passes  swiflly  by  ; 
The  boorish  driver  leaning  o'er  his  team 
Vocif Tous,  and  impatient  of  delay. 
Nor  less  attractive  is  the  woodland  scene,  300 

Diversified  with  trees  of  ev'ry  growth, 
Alike,  yet  vartoos.    Here  the  gray  smooth  trunks 
Of  ash,  or  lime,  or  beech,  distinctly  shine. 
Within  the  twilight  of  their  distant  shades ; 
There,  lo^  behind  a  rising  ground,  the  wood  305 

Seems  sunk,  and  shorten'd  to  its  topmost  boughs. 
No  tree  in  all  the  grove  but  has  its  charms, 
Though  each  its  hue  peculiar ;  paler  some. 
And  of  a  wannish  gray;  the  willow  such, 
And  poplar,  that  with  silver  lines  his  leaf,  310 

And  ash  far-strotehing  his  umbrageous  arm ; 
Qf  dedper  green  the  elm  ;  and  deeper  still, 
Lnrd  of  the  woods,  tlte  long  surviving  oak 
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Some  glossy  Icav'd,  and  shinijig  in  tho  sun, 
The  maple  and  the  beech  of  oily  nuts  3A& 

Prolifick,  and  the  lime  at  dewy  eve 
Diffusing  odours :  nor  unnoted  pass 
Tho  sycamore,  capricious  in  attirOi 
Now  green,  now  tawny,  and,  ere  autumn  yet 
Have  cliang'd  the  woods,  in  scarlet  honours  bright. 
O'er  those,  but,  far  beyond  (a  spacious  map  381 

Of  hill  and  valley  interpos'd  between) 
The  Ouso,  dividing  the  well-water'd  land, 
Now  glitters  in  the  sun,  and  now  retiros. 
As  bashful,  yet  impatient  to  be  seen.  325 

Hence  the  declivity  is  sharp  and  short, 
'And  such  the  reascent ;  between  them  weeps 
A  little  naiad  her  impov'rish'd  urn 
All  summer  lon^,  which  winter  fills  again. 
The  folded  gates  would  bar  my  progress  now,         330 
But  that  the  lord**  of  this  enclosed*  demesne, 
Communicative  of  the  good  he  owns, 
Admits  me  to  a  share ;  the  guiltless  eyo 
Commits  no  UTong,  nor  wastes  what  it  enjoys. 
Refreshing  change  !  wRere  now  the  blazing  son  t   335 
By  short  transition  we  have  lost  liis  glare, 
And  stepped  at  once  into  a  cooler  clime. 
Yo  fallen  avenues !  once  more  I  mourn 
Your  fate  unmerited,  once  more  rejoice 
That  yet  a  remnant  of  your  race  survives.  340 

How  airy  and  how  light  tlie  graceful  arch, 
Yet  awful  as  tho  consecrated  roof 
Re-echoing  pious  anthems  !  while  beneath 
The  checker'd  earth  seems  restless  as  a  flood 
Brush'd  by  the  wind     So  sportive  is  the  light        345 
Shot  through  the  boughs,  it  dances  as  th^  dance. 
Shadow  and  sunshine  intermingUng  quick, 
And  dark'ning,  and  enlight'ning,  as  the  leaves 
Play  wanton,  ev^ty  moment,  ey'ry  spot. 
And  now,  with  nerves  new  brac'd  and  spirits  cheer*4 
*  See  the  foregoiiw'  note. 
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We  tread  the  wilderness^  whose  wcll-roird  walks,  351 
Witli  curvature  of  slow  and  easy  sweep — 
Deception  innocent — give  ample  space 
To  narrow  bounds.    The  ^ovo  receives  us  next ; 
Between  Uie  upright  shafls  of  whose  tall  elms        855 
Wo  may  discern  the  thresher  at  his  task. 
Thump  after  thump  resounds  the  constant  flail, 
That  seems  to  swing  uncertain,  and  yet  falls 
Full  on  the  dostin'd  car.     Wide  flies  the  chaff, 
The  rustling  straw  sends  up  a  frequent  mist  800 

Of  atoms,  sparkling  in  the  noonday  beam. 
Come  hither,  ye  that  press  your  beds  of  down, 
And  sleep  not ;  see  him  sweating  o'er  his  bread 
Before  he  eats  it. —  *Tis  the  primal  curse, 
But  sofVcn'd  into  mercy  ;  made  the  pledge  865 

Of  cheerful  days  and  nights  without  a  groan. 

By  ceaseldss  action  all- that  is  subsists. 
Constant  rotation  of  th*  unwearied  wheel 
That  Nature  rides  upon,  maintains  her  health, 
Her  beauty,  her  fertility.    She  dreads  370 

An  instant's  pause,  and  lives  but  while  she  moves : 
fts  own  revolvency  upholds  the  World, 
Winds  from  all  quarters  agitate  the  air. 
And  fit  the  limpid  element  for  use, 
Else  noxious ;  oceans,  rivers,  lakes,  and  streams,    375 
All  feel  the  fresh 'ning  impulse,  and  are  cloans'd 
'  By  restless  undulation :  e'en  the  oak 
Thrives  by  the  rude  concussion  of  the  storm  : 
He  seems  indeed  indignant,  and  to  feel 
Th'  impression  of  the  blast  with  proud  disdain,       380 
Frowning,  as  if  in  his  unconscious  arm 
He  held  the  thunder  *  but  the  monarch  owes 
His  firm  stability  to  what  he  scorns. 
More  fix'd  below,  the  more  disturb'd  above. 
The  law,  by  which  all  creatures  else  are  bound,      88S 
Binds  man,  the  Lord  of  all.    Himself  derives 
No  mean  advantage  from  a  kindred  cause, 
From  strenuous  toil  his  hours  of  sweetest  ease. 
2» 
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The  sedentary  stretch  their  lazy  length 

When  Custom  bids,  but  no  refreshment  find,  390 

For  none  they  need :  the  languid  eye,  the  cheek 

Deserted  of  its  bloom,  the  flaccid,  slirunk, 

And  withered  muscle,  and  the  vapid  soul, 

Reproach  their  owner  with  that  love  of  rest, 

To  which  he  forfeits  e'en  the  rest  he  loves.  395 

Not  such  the  alert  and  active.    Measure  lifo 

By  its  true  worth,  the  comforts  it  affords, 

And  theirs  alone  seems  worthy  of  the  name. 

Good  health,  and  its  associate  in  the  most, 

Good  temper ;  spirits  prompt  to  undertake,  400 

And  not  soon  spent,  though  in  an  arduous  task ; 

The  pow'rs  of  fancy  and  strong  thought  are  theirs ; 

E'en  age  itself  seems  privileged  in  them 

With  clear  exemption  from  its  own  defects* 

A  sparkling  eye  beneath  a  wrinkled  front  •  405 

The  vet 'ran  shows,  and,  gracing  a  gray  beard 

With  youthful  smiles,  descends  toward  the  grave 

Sprightly,  and  old  almost  without  decay. 

Like  a  coy  maiden,  Ease,  when  courted  most. 
Furthest  retires — an  idol,  at  whose  shrine  410 

Who  ofl'nest  sacrifice  are  favour'd  least. 
The  love  of  Nature,  and  the  scenes  she  draws, 
Li  nature's  dictate.    Strange  !  there  should  bo  found, 
Who,  6e}f-imprison'd  in  their  proud  saloons, 
Renounce  the  odours  of  the  open  field  415 

For  the  unscented  fictions  of  the  loom ; 
Who,  satisfied  with  only  pencill'd  scenes. 
Prefer  to  the  performance  of  a  God 
Th'  inferiour  wonders  of  an  artist's  hand  I 
Lovely  indeed  the  mimick  works  of  Art  j  -  420 

But  Nature's  works  far  lovelier.    I  admire,^ 
None  more  admires  the  painter's  magick  skill ', 
Who  shows  me  that  which  I  shall  never  ^e, 
Conveys  a  distant  country  into  mine, 
And  throws  Italian  light  on  English  walls .  425 

Bat  imitative  strokes  can  do  no  more 
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Than  please  the  eye — swtet  Nature**  ev'ry  i 
The  air  salubrious  of  her  lofty  hills, 
The  cheering  fragancQ.  of  hejr  dewy  vales, 
And  musick  of  her  wo83s — ho  works  of  man 
May  rival  these,  these  all  bespeak  a  pow*r 
Peculiar,  and  exclusively  her  own. 
Beneath  the  open  sky  she  spreads  the  feast , 
Tis  free  to  all — 'tis  ev'ry  day  renew'd ; 
Who  scorns  it  starves  deservedly  at  home. 
He  does  not  scorn  it,  who,  imprisoned  long 
In  some  unwh(^esome  dungeon,  and  a  prey 
To  sallow  sickness,  which  the  vapours,  dank 
And  clammy,  of  his  dark  abode  have  bred. 
Escapes  at  last  to  liberty  and  light : 
His  cheek  recovers  soon  its  healthful  hue ; 
His  eye  relumines  its  extinguish'd  fires ; 
He  walks,  he  leaps,  he  runs — ^is  wing'd  with  joy. 
And  riots  in  the  sweets  of  ev*iy  breeze. 
He  does  not  scorn  it,  who  has  long  endor'd 
A  fever's  agonies,  and  fed  on  drugs. 
Vor  yet  the  mariner,  his  blood  inflam'd 
With  acrid  salts ;  his  very  heart  athirst, 
To  gaze  at  Nature  in  her  green  array, 
Opon  the  ship's  tall  side  he  stands,  possess'd 
With  visions  prompted  by  intense  desire  ; 
Fur  fields  appear  below,  such  as  he  left 
Far  distant,  such  as  he  would  die  to  find- 
He  seeks  them  headlong,  an^  is  seen  no  more. 

The  spleen  is  seldom  felt  where  Flora  reigns ;    466 
The  low'ring-  ey^  the  petulance,  the  firowui 
And  sullen  sadness,  that  o'ershade,  distort, 
And  mar,  the  face  of  Beauty,  when  no  cause 
For  such  immeasurable  wo  appears. 
These  Flora  banishes,  and  givQS^the  iair  40<l 

Sweet  smiles,  and  bloom  less  transient  than  her  own. 
It  is  the  constant  revolution,  stCb 
And  tasteless,  of  the  same  repeated  joys,  , 
That  palls  and  satiates,  and  makes  languid  lifis    ' 
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A  pedlor's  fwck,  that  bovv  i  tlio  bearer  down.  4(55 

Health  suffers,  and  the  spirits  ebb,  tlie  heart 

Recoils  from  its  own  choice — at  tlie  full  feast 

Is  faniish'd — finds  no  niusick  in  the  song, 

No  smartness  in  the  jest ;  and  wonders  why. 

Yet  thousands  still  desire  to  journey  on,  470 

Though  halt,  and  weary  of  the  path  tliey  tread. 

The  paralytick,  who  can  hold  her  cards. 

But  cannot  play  them,  borrows  a  friend's  hand, 

To  deal  and  shuffle,  to  divide  and  sort 

Her  mingled  suits  and  sequences  ;  and  sits,  475 

Spectatress  both  and  spectacle,  a  sad 

And  silent  cipher,  while  her  proxy  plays. 

Others  are  dragg'd  into  a  crowded  room 

Between  supporters ;  and,  once  seated,  sit, 

Through  downright  inability  to  rise,  480 

Till  the  stout  bearers  lift  the  corpse  again. 

These  speak  a  loud  memento.    Yet  e'en  these 

Themselves  lovo  life,  and  cling  to  it;  as  ho 

That  overhangs  a  torrent,  to  a  twig. 

They  love  it,  and  yet  loathe  it ;  fear  to  die,  485 

Yet  scorn  Uie  purposes  for  >yhich  they  live. 

Then  wherefore  not  renounce  them  ?  No — the  dread; 

The  slavish  dread  of  solitude,  that  breeds 

Reflection  and  remorse,  the  fear  of  shame, 

Artd  their  in  vet 'rate  habits,  all  forbid.  490 

Whom  call  we  gay  ?  That  honour  has  been  long 
The  boast  of  mere  pretenders  to  the  name. 
The  innocent  are  gay — the  lark  is  gay, 
That  dries  his  feathers,  saturate  with  dew, 
Beneath  the  rosy  cloud,  while  yet  the  beams  40^ 

Of  day  spring  overshoot  his  humble  nest. 
The  peasant  too,  a  witness  of  his  song, 
Tlimself  a  songster,  is  as  gay  as  he. 

But  save  mo  from  the  gayety  of  those, 
Whoso  headachs  nail  them  to  a  noonday  bed ;         560 
And  save  me  too  from  theirs,  whose  haggard  eyes 
Flash  desperation,  and  betray  their  pansrs 
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For  property  stripp'd  off  by  cruel  chance ; 
From  gayety,  that  fills  the  lionos  with  pain, 
The  mojith  with  blasphcmyi  the  heart  with  wo.      506 

The  earth  was  made  so  variouis,  that  the  mind 
Of  desultory  man,  studious  of  change, 
And  pleas'd  with  noveltyi  might  be  indulged. 
Prospects,  however  lovely,  may  be  seen 
Till  half  their  beauties  fade :  the  weary  sight        510 
Too  well  acquainted  with  their  smiles,  slides  cS^ 
Fastidious,  ibeking  less  familiar  sc<»ies. 
Then  snug  enclosures  in  the  shelter'd  vale, 
Where  frequent  hedges  intercept  the  eye. 
Delight  us ;  happy  to  renounce  awhile,  515 

Not  senseless  of  its  charms,  what  ctill  we  love, 
That  such  diort  absence  may  endear  it  more. 
Then  forests,  or  the  savage  rock,  may  please, 
That  hides  the  sea-mew  in  his  hollow  clefts 
Above  the  reach  of  man.    His  hoary  head,  590 

Conspicuous  many  a  league,  the  mariner 
Bouiui  homeward,  and  in'hope  alre^y  there, 
Greets  with  three  cheers  exulting.    At  his  ivtkt 
A  girdle  of  half-wi!ther*d  shrubs  he  shows,  * 

And  at  his  feet  the  baffled  billows  die.  635 

The  common,  overgrown  with  fern,  and  rough 
With  prickly  gorse,  that,  shapeless  and  deform'd. 
And  dflUig*rous  to  thq  touch,^  has  yet  its  bloom. 
And  decks  itself  with  ornaments  of  gold, 
Yields  no  unpleasing  ramble ;  there  the  turf  630 

Smells  fresh^  and,  rkh  in  odtiHf^ous  herbs 
And  fungous  fruits  of  earth,  regales  the  sense 
With  luxury  of  unexpected  sl^eets. 

There  often  wanders  one,  wbem  better  days 
BaLW  better  clad,  in  cloak  of  siatin  trirhm'd  535 

With  laee,  and  hat  with  splendid  riband  bound, 
A  serving  maid  was  she,  and  fell  in  love 
With  one  who  left  her,  went  to  sea,  and  di^d. 
Her  fancy  followed  him  through  foaming  waves 
To  distant  shores ;  and  she  would  sit  and  weep       540 
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At  wnat  a  sailor  saiicrs  ;  fancy  loo, 

Delusive  most  wiiure  warmest  wishes  are, 

Would. oft  anticipato  his  glad  return, 

And  dream  of  transports  she  was  not  to  know. 

She  heard  the  doleful  tidings  of  his  death —  549 

And  never  smil'd  again !  and  now  she  roams 

The  dreary  waste  ;  tliere  spends  the  livelong  da/y 

And  there,  unless  when  charity  forbids, 

The  livelong  night.    A  tatter'd  apron  hideS; 

Worn  as  a  cloak,  and  hardly' hides,  a  gown  550 

More  tatter'd  still }  and  both  but  ill  conceal 

A  bosom  heav'd  with  never-ceasing  sighs. 

She  begs  an  idle  pin  of  all  she  meets, 

And  hoards  them  in  her  sleeve ;  but  needfol  food,  554 

Though  press'd  with  hunger  oft,  or  comelier  clotkes, 

Though  puich'd  with  cold,  asks  never. — ^Kate  is  cna*d. 

I  see  a  column  of  slow  rising  smoke 
Overtop  the  lofty  wood,  that  skirts  the  wild. 
A  vagabond  and  useless  tribe  there  eat 
Their  miserable  meaL    A  kettle,  shing  5G(I 

Between  two  polos  upon  a  stick  transverse, 
Receives  the  morsel — ^flesh  obscene  of  dog, 
Qr  vermin,  or  at  best  of  cock  purloin'd 
From  his  aceustom'd  perch.    Hard  fiiring  race ! 
They  pick  their  fuel  out  of  ev'ry  hedge,  505 

Which,  kindled  with  dry  leaves,  just  saves  UD^ieneh^ 
The  spark  of  life.    The  sportive  wind  blows  wide 
l*heir  fluttering,  rags,  and  shows  a  tawny  ^n, 
The  vellum  of  the  pedigree  they  claim. 
Great  skill  have  they  in  palmistry,  and  mora  571 

To  conjure  clean  away  the  gold  they  touch, 
Conveying  worthless  dross  into  its  place ; 
Loud  when  they  beg,  dumb  only  when  they  steal 
Strange !  that  a  creature  rational,  and  cost 
In  human  mould,  should  brutalize  by.choiee  571 

His  nature ;  and,  though  capable  of  arts. 
By  wliich  the  world  might  profit,  and  himself 
SeU'-banish'd  from  society,  prefer 
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Such  iqualid  sloth  to  honourable  toil  I 
Yet  even  these^  though  feigning  sickness  oft  580 

They  swathe  the  forehead,  drag  the  linking  Ihnb, 
And  vex  their  flesh  with  artificial  sores, 
Can  change  their  whine  into  a  mirthful  note, 
Wben  safe  oceaaion  offers ;  and  with  dance, 
And  musick  of  the  bladder  and  the  bag,  G8S 

Beguile  their  woes,  and  make  the  woods  resound. 
Such  health  and  gayety  of  heart  enjoy 
The  houseless  rovers  of  the  sylvan  world ; 
And,  breathing  wholesome  air,  and  wand'ring  mneli, 
Need  other  physick  none  to  heal  th'  effects  596 

Of  loathsome  diet,  penury,  and  cold. 

Blest  he,  though  undistinguish'd  from  tlic  crowd 
By  wealth  or  dignity,  who  dwells  secure, 
Where  man  by  nature  fierce,  has  laid  aside 
His  fierceness,  having  learnt,  though  slow  to  learn, 


The  manners  and  the  arts  of  civil  life. 
HiB  wants  indeed  are  many ;  but  supply 
Is  obvious,  plac'd  within  the  easy  reach 
Of  temp'rate  wishes  and  industrious  hands. 
Here  virtue  thrives  as  iu  her  proper  soil ; 
Not  rude  and  surly,  and  beset  with  thorns. 
And  terrible  to  sight,  as  when  she  springs, 
(If  e*er  she  spring  spontaneous,)  in  remote 
And  barb'rous  chmea,  where  violence  prevails, 
And  slrengUi  is  lord  of  ail  ;  but  gentiu,  kind, 
By  culture  tam'd,  by  liberty  refreshed. 
And  all  her  iruits  by  radiant  truth  matur'd. 
War  and  the  ehaae  engross  the  savage  whole ; 
War  follow'd  for  revenge  or  to  soppiant 
The  envied  tenants  of  some  hjqtfner  spot : 
The  chase  for  sustenance,  precarious  trust 
His  hard  conditbn  with  severe  constraint 
Binds  all  his  fecuUics,  forbids  all  growth 
Of  wisdom,  proves  a  school,  in  which  he  learna 
Sly  circumvention,  unrelenting  hate. 
Mean  self-attachment,  and  scarce  aujrht  beside 
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Thus  faro  the  shiv'rmg  natives  of  the  north, 

And  thus  the  rangers  of  the  western  world. 

Where  it  adyances  far  mto  the  deep, 

Towards  .the  antarctick.    E'en  the  fftvour'd  isle*    GSN 

So  lately  found,  although  the  constant  sun 

Cheer  all  their  seasons  with  a  grateful  smile. 

Can  boast  but  little  virtue ;  and  inert 

Through  plenty,  lose  in  morals  what  they  gain 

In  manners — ^victims  of  luxurious  ease.  €65 

These  therefore  I  can  pity,  placed  remote 

From  all  that  science  traces,  art  invents, 

Or  inspiration  teaches ;  and  enclosed 

Jn  boundless  oceans  never  to  be  pass'd 

By  navigators  uninformed  as  they,  630 

Or  plough'd  perhaps  by  British  bark  again . 

But  far  beyond  the  rest,  and  with  most  cause. 

Thee,  gentle  savage  !*  whom  no  love  of  thee 

Or  thine,  but  curiosity  perhaps. 

Or  else  vain  glory,  pron^.ted  us  to  draw  686 

Forth  from  thy  native  bo'^'rs,  to  show  thee  hero 

With  what  superiour  skill  we  can  abuse 

The  gifts  of  Providence,  and  squander  life. 

The  dream  is  past ;  and  thou  hast  found  agun 

Thy  cocoas  and  bananas,  palms  and  yams,  64G 

And  faomestall  thatch'd  with  leaves.    But  hast  the« 

found 
Their  former  charms  ?  And,  having  seen  our  state, 
Our  palaces,  our  ladies,  and  our  pomp 
Of  equipage,  our  gardens,,  and  our  sports^ 
And  heard  our  miisick ;  are  thy  simple  friendr,      ^4k 
Thy  simple  fiure,  and  aU  thy  pkm  delights. 
As  dear  to  thee  as  onee  ?  And  have  thy  joyt 
Lost  nothing  by  comparison  with  o«rs  ? 
Rude  as  then  art,  (for  we  retuarn'd  thee  rado 
And  ignorant,  except  of  outward  show,)  681 

I  cannot  think  thee  yet  so  doU  of  heart 
And  spiritless,  as  never  to  regret 
•  Omni. 
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Sweets  taAed  here,  and  left  as  soon  as  kiiofWA. 
Mcthinks  I  see  thee  straying  on  the  beach, 
And  asking  of  the  surge,  that  bathes  thj  ibot,        661 
If  eyer  it  has  wash'd  our  distant  sher«* 
I  see  thee  weep,  and  thine  are  honest  ttai% 
A  patriot's  for  his  country :  thou  art  sad 
At  thought  of  her  forlorn  and  abject  state, 
From  which  no  pow'r  of  thine  caA  raise  her  Qp«     fiOO 
Thus  fancy  paints  tliee,  and,  though  apt  to  err, 
Fe)>haps  errs  little,  when  she  paints  thee  thus. 
S^e  tells  me  too,  that  duly  ev'ry  morn 
Thou  climb'st  the  mountain  top,  with  eager  eye 
Exploring  far  and  wide  tlie  wat*ry  waste  €65 

For  sight  of  ship  firom  England.    Ev'ry  speoh 
Seen  in  the  dim  horiaon  turns  thee  pale 
With  conikt  of  contending  hopes  ud  fbaas. 
But  comes  at  last  the  duU  and  dusky  eye> 
And  sends  thee  to  thy  cabin,  well  prepar'd  ^Tf 

To  dream  aU  night  of  what  the  day  denied. 
Alts !  expect  it  not.    We  found  no  bait 
To  tempt  us  in  thy  country.    Doing  good, 
Disinterested  good,  is  not  our  trade. 
We  travel  fiur,  'tis  true,  but  not  for  nought ;  075 

And  must  be  brib'd  to  compass  Earth  again 
fiy  other  hopes  and  richer  ihiiU  than  yours. 

But  tliough  true  worth  and  virtue  in  the  mild 
And  genial  soil -of  cultivated  life 
Thrive  most,  and  may  perhaps  thrive  only  there,   (J6B 
Tet  not  in  cities  efl:  in  proud, and  gay , 
Afld  gaia-deveted  eitiea.    Thither  flew, 
As  to  a  common  and  most  noisome  sewMV 
The  dregs  and  feculence  of  every  land* 
In  cities,  foul  example  en  most  muids*  68S 

BegeU  its  likeness.    Rank  abundaoee  breeds^ 
in  gross  and  pamper'd  cities,  sloths  and  hist, 
And  wantonness,  and  ghittonous  ezoass. 
In  cities,  vice  is  hidden  with  most  ease, 
Or  seen  with  least  reproach  ;  and  virtue,  taught    600 
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By  frequent  lapse,  can  hope  no  triumph  there 

Beyond  th*  achievement  of  successful  flight. 

(  do  confess  them  nurseries  of  the  arts, 

In  which  they  flourish  roost ;  where  in  the  beamt 

Of  warm  enconragfement,  and  m  the  eye  OOS 

Of  publick  note,  they  reach  their  perfect  siz^. 

Such  London  is,  by  taste  and  wealth  proclaim*d 

The  fairest  capital  of  all  the  world, 

By  riot  and  incontinence  the  worst. 

There  tonch*d  by  Reynolds,  a  dull  blank  becomes  tOO 

A  lucid  mirror,  in  which  Nature  sees 

All  her  reflected  features.    Bacon  there 

Gives  more  than  female  beauty  to  a  stone, 

And  Chatham's  eloquence  to  marble  lips. 

Nor  does  the  chisel  occupy  alone  705 

The  powers  of  sculpture,  but  the  style  as  much ; 

Each  province  of  her  art  her  equal  care. 

With  nice  incision  of  her  guided  steel 

^e  ploughs  a  brazen  field,  and  clothes  a  soil 

So  sterile  with  what  charms  soever  she  will,  710 

The  richest  scenery  and  the  loveliest  forms. 

Where  finds  Philosophy  her  eagle  eye. 

With  which  she  gazes  at  yon  burning  disk 

Undazzled,  and  detects  and  counts  his  spots  ? 

In  London.    Where  her  implements  exact;  715 

With  which  she  calculates,  computes,  and  scans. 

All  distancjB,  motion,  magnitude,  and  now 

Measures  an  atom,  and  now  girds  a  world  ' 

In  London.    Where  has  commerce  such  a  mart, ' 

So  rich,  so  throngM,  so  drain*d,  and  so  supplied,     791 

As  London-— <^lent,  enlai^'d,  and  still 

Increasing  London  '  Babylon  of  old 

^ot  mora  the  glory  of  the  Earth,  than  she, 

A  moro  aceomplishM  world's  chief  glory  now. 

She  has  her  praise.    Now  mark  a  spot  er  two,    795 
That  so  much  beauty  would  do  Mrell  to  purge  ; 
And  show  this  queen  of  cities,  that4K>  fair, 
May  yet  be  foul  >  so  witty,  yet  not  wise 
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It  is  not  soemly,  nor  of  good  report, 
That  she  U  slack  in  discipline ;  more  prompt  730 

T'  avenge  than  to  prevent  the  breach  of  law : 
That  she  is  rigid  in  denouncing  death 
On  petty  robbers,  and  indulges  life, 
And  liberty,  and  ofttimos  honour  too, 
To  peculators  of  the  public  gold :  735 

That  thieves  at  home  must  hang ;  but  ho  tliat  puts 
Into  his  overgorg'd  and  bloated  purse 
The  wealth  of  Indian  provinces,  escapes. 
Nor  is  it  well,  nor  can  it  come  to  good. 
That,  through  profane  and  infidel  contempt  740 

Of  holy  writ,  she  has  presumed  t'  apnul 
And  abrogate,  as  roundly  as  she  may. 
The  total  ordinance  and  will  of  God  ; 
Advancing  Fashion  to  the  post  of  Truth, 
And  centring  all  authority  in  modes  745 

And  customs  of  her  own,  till  sabbath  rites 
Have  dwindled  into  nnrespected  forms. 
And  knees  and  hassocks  are  well-nigh  divorc*d. 

God  made  the  country,  and  man  made  the  town. 
What  wonder  then  that  health  and  virtue,  gifts      750 
That  can  alone  make  sweet  the  bitter  draught 
That  life  holds  out  to  all,  should  most  abound 
And  least  be  threatened  in  the  fields  and  groves  ? 
Possess  ye,  therefore,  ye  who,  borne  about 
In  chariots  and  sedans,  know  no  fatigue  756 

But  that  of  idleness,  and  taste  no  scenes 
But  such  as  art  contrives,  possess  ye  still 
Tour  element,  there  only  can  ye  shine ; 
There  only  minds  like  yours  can  do  no  harm. 
Our  groves  were  planted  to  console  at  noon  7G0 

The  pensive  wand'rer  in  their  shades.    At  eve 
The  moon-beam,  sliding  sofUy  in  between 
The  sleeping  leaves,  is  all  the  light  they  wish, 
Birds  warbling  all  the  musick.    We  can  spare 
The  splendour  of  your  lamps ;  they  but  eclipse       765 
Our  softer  satellite.    Your  songs  confound 
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Our  more  haimonious  notes :  the  thrush  departa 

Scar'd,  and  tli'  offended  nightingale  is  mute. 

There  is  a  publick  miMhiof  in  your  mirth ; 

It  plagues  your  country.    Folly  such  as  your»,       TTC 

Grac'd  with  a  sword,  and  wortliier  of  a  fan, 

Was  made,  what  enemies  could  ne'er  have  done> 

Our  arch  of  empire,  steadfast  but  for  yoo, 

A  inulilated  structure  soon  to  6iL 
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THE  TIME-PIECE. 


ARGUMENT  OP  THE  SECOND  BOOK. 

KofleetioiM  sogfested  by  the  eonclosion  of  the  former  book— Peaee« 
mraong  the  nations  recommended  on  the  ground  of  their  common 
lellowihin  in  forrow— Prodi^i^  enumerated— -Sieilian  eartli- 
quakefl— Man  reqdered  obnoxious  to  these  calamities  by  sin— 
uod  tlie  agent  in  them— The  philosophy  that  stops  at  secondary 
causes  reprored— Our  own  late  miscarriagea  accounted  for— 
Satirical  notico  taken  of  our  trips  to  Fontainbleau — But  the 
pulpit,  not  satire,  tlie  proper  engine  of  reformation — ^The-  Rere* 
rend  Advertiser  of  curved  sermons— Fetit-maitre  parson— TIm 
good  preacher — ^Picture  of  a  theatrical  clerical  coxcomb— Story- 
tellers and  jesters  in  the  pulpit  reproved— Apostrophe  to  popular 
applause— Ketailers  of  ancient  philosophy  expostulated  with— 
Sum  of  the  whole  matter— Efiects  of  sacerdotal  mismanagement 
on  the  laiti^-Tbeir  folly  and  extraraganoe— The  mischiefs  of 
profusion— ^Prafnsion  itself,  with  all  its  conset^uent  evils,  ascribed, 
as  to  its  principal  cause,  to  the  want  of  discipline  in  the  uioiver- 


O  FOR  a  lodge  in  some  vast  wilderness. 
Some  boundless  contigmty  of  shade, 
Where  rumour  of  oppression  and  deceit, 
Of  unsuccessful  or  successful  war, 
Might  never  reach  me  more  !  My  ear  is  pained. 
My  soul  is  sick  with  ev*ry  day*s  report 
Of  wrong  and  outrage  with  which  earth  is  fillU 
There  is  no  flesh  in  man's  obdurate  heart ; 
It  does  not  feel  for  man  ;  the  natural  bond 
Of  brotherhood  is  sever'd,  as  the  flax, 
3« 
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That  falls  asunder  at  the  touch  of  tire. 
He  finds  his  fellow  guilty  of  a  skin 
Not  colour'd  like  his  own ;  and  having  pow'r 
T'  enforce  the  wrong,  for  such  a  worthy  cause 
Dooms  and  devotes  him  as  a  lawful  prey.  IS 

Lands  intersected  by  a  narrow  frith 
Abhor  each  other.    Mountains  interposed 
Make  enemies  of  nations,  who  had  else 
Like  kindred  drops  been  mingled  into  one. 
Thus  man  devotes  his  brother,  and  destroys ;  20 

And  worse  than  all,  and  most  to  bo  doplor'd, 
As  human  nature*s  broadest,  foulest  blot. 
Chains  him,  and  tasks  him,  and  exacts  his  sweat 
With  stripes,  that  Mercy  with  a  bleeding  heart, 
Weeps  when  she  sees  inflicted  on  a  beast.  85 

*Then  what  is  man  ?  And  what  man,  seeing  tliis, 
And  having  human  feelings,  does  not  bhisli. 
And  hang  his  head,  to  think  himself  a  man  ? 
I  would  not  hav«  a  slave  tb  till  my  ground, 
To  carry  me,  to  fan  me  while  I  sleep,  30 

And  trcftible  when  I  wake,  ^r  all  the  wealth 
That  sinews  bought  and  sold  have  ever  earned 
No :  dear  as  fireedom  is,  and  in  my  boait*8 
Just  estimation  prized  above  all  price, 
1  had  much  rather  be  myself  the  slave,  35 

And  wear  the  bonds,  than  fasten  them  on  Iiim. 
We  have  no  slaves  at  homa.e^Then  why  abroad  ? 
And  they  themselves,  once  ferried  o'er  the  wavo 
That  parts  us,  are  emancipate  and  loos*d. 
Slaves  cannot  breathe  in  England ;  if  their  lungs    4& 
Receive  our  air,  that  moment  they  are  ftee  ; 
They  touch  our  country,  and  their  shackles  fall. 
That's  noble,  and  bespeaks  a  nation  proud 
And  jealous  of  the  blessing.    Spread  it|  then, 
And  let  it  circulate  through  ev'ry  vein  45 

Of  all  your  empire :  that,  where  Britain's  pow'r 
Is  felt,  mankind  may  feel  her  mercy  too. 
Sure  there  is  need  of  social  intercourse, 
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HeuoYolence,  and  peace,  and  mutual  aid, 
Between  the  nations,  in  a  world  tliat  seemi  60 

To  toll  the  death-bell  of  its  own  ueceaso. 
And  by  the  voice  of  all  its  elements 
To  preach  the  gen*ral  doom.*    When  were  tho  winds 
Let  slip  with  such  a  warrant  to  destroy  ? 
When  did  the  waves  so  Haughtily  overleap  5& 

Their  ancient  barriers,  deluging  the  dry  f 
Fires  firom  beneath,  and  meteorst  from  aborei 
Portentous,  unexampled,  unexplained, 
Ha7e  kindled  beacons  in  the  skies ;  and  th*  old 
\.nd  crazy  Earth  has  had  her  shaking  fits  00 

llore  frequent,  and  foregone  her  usual  resU 
[s  it  a  time  to  wrangle,  when  the  props 
^nd  pillars  of  our  planet  seem  to  fail, 
^nd  Nature  with  a  dim  and  sickly  eyet 
To  wait  the  close  of  all  ?  But  grant  her  end  (S 

\Iore  distant,  and  that  prophecy  demands 
A,  longer  respite,  unaccomplish'd  yet ; 
Btill  they  are  frowning  signals,  and  bespeak 
Displeasure  in  his  breast  who  smites  the  Eartii 
Or  heals  it,  makes  it  languish  or  rejoice.  yO 

And  'tis  but  seemly,  that,  where  all  deserve 
And  stand  exposed  by  common  peccancy 
To  what  no  few  have  felt,  there  should  be  pe^My 
And  brethren  in  calamity  should  love* 

Alas  for  Sicily !  rude  fragments  now  95 

Lie  scattered,  where  the  shapely  oolnmns  itood. 
Her  palaces  are  dust.    In  all  her  streets     * 
The  voice  of  singing  and  the  sprightly  chord 
Are  silent.    Revelry,  and  dance,  and  fkow. 
Suffer  a  syncope  and  solemn  pause  ;  80 

While  God  performs  upon  the  trembling  stage 
Of  his  own  works  his  dreadful  part  alone. 
How  does  the  earth  receive  him  ?  with  what  tAgOB 

*  Alludiiig  to  the  calamities  in  Jamaica, 
t  August,  18, 1783. 

i  Alluding  to  the  fog  that  covered  both  Europe  and  An% 
during  the  whole  summer  of  1783. 
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Of  gratulation  and  delight  lier  king  f 

PoQrs  she  not  all  her  choicest  fruits  abroad,  85 

Her  sweetest  flow'rs,  her  aromatick  gums, 

Disclosing  Paradise  where'er  he  treads  ? 

She  quakes  at  his  approach.    Her  hollow  womb, 

Conceiving  thunders,  through  a  thousand  deeps 

And  fiery  caverns  roars  beneath  his  foot.  90 

The  hills  move  lightly,  and  the  mountains  smoko, 

For  he  has  touch'd  them.    From  th'  eztremest  point 

or  elevation  down  into  the  abyss 

His  wrath  is  busy,  and  his  frown  is  felt. 

The  rocks  fall  headlong,  and  the  valleys  rise,  95 

The  rivers  die  into  offensive  pools. 

And,  charg'd  with  putrid  verdure,  breathe  a  gross 

And  mortal  nuisance  into  all  the  air. 

What  solid  was,  by  transformation  strange, 

Grows  fluid  ;  and  the  fix'd  and  rooted  earth,         -100 

Tormented  into  billows,  heaves  and  swells. 

Or  with  vertiginous  and  hideous  whirl 

Sucks  down  its  prey  insatiable.    Immense 

The  tumult  and  the  overthrow,  the  pangs 

And  agonies  of  human  and  of  brute  105  ' 

Multitudes,  fugitive  on  ev'ry  side. 

And  fugitive  in  vaui.    The  sylvan  scene 

Migrates  upUfited :  and,  with  all  its  soil 

Alighting  in  far  distant  fields,  finds  out 

A  new  possessor,  and  survives  the  change.  110 

Ocean  lias  caught  the  frenzy,  and,  upwrought 

To  an  enormous  and  o'erbearing  height. 

Not  by  a  mighty  wind,  but  by  that  voice 

Which  winds  an4  waves  obey,  invades  tlie  shore 

Resistless.    Never  such  a  sudden  flood,  115 

(Jpridg*d  so  high,  and  sent  on  such  a  charge. 

Possessed  an  inland  scene.    Where  now  the  tlirong 

That'press*d  the  beach,  and,  hasty  to  depart, 

Look'd  to  the  sea  for  safety  ?  They  are  gono^ 

Gone  witli  tlie  refluent  wave  into  the  deep—  191 

A  prince  with  half  his  people  *  Ancient  tow'rs, 
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And  roofs  embattled  high,  the  gloomy  Bconei 
Where  beauty  oft  and  letter 'd  worth  consume 
Life  in  the  unproductive  shades  of  death, 
Fall  prone  :  the  pale  inhabitants  come  forth,  125 

Andy  happy  in  their  unforeseen  release 
From  all  the  rigours  of  restraint,  enjoy 
The  terrours  of  the  day  that  sets  them  free. 
Who,  then,  that  has  Ihce,  would  not  hold  thee  fait 
Freedom !  whom  they  that  lose  thee  so  regret,       130 
That  e'en  a  judgment,  making  way  for  thee, 
Seems  in  their  eyes  a  mercy  for  thy  sake  ? 
Soeh  evil  Sin  hi^  wrought ;  and  such  a  flame 
Kindled  in  Heaven,  that  it  bums  down  to  Earth, 
And  in  the  furious  inquest  that  it  makes  135 

On  God's  behalf,  lays  waste  his  fairest  works. 
The  very  elements,  though  each  be  meant 
Th«  minister  of  man,  to  serve  his  wants, 
Conspire  against  him.    With  his  breath  he  drawt 
A  plague  into  his  blood  ;  and  cannot  use  140 

Life's  necessary  means,  but  he  must  die. 
Storms  rise  t'  o'erwhelm  him ;  or  if  stormy  wind* 
Rise  not,  the  waters  of  the  deep  shall  rise. 
And,  needing  none  asnstance  of  the  storm. 
Shall  roll  themselves  ashore,  and  reach  him  there.  145 
The  earth  shall  shake  him  out  of  all  his  holds. 
Or  make  his  house  his  gnve  s  nor  so  content. 
Shall  counterfeit  the  motions  of  the  flood. 
And  drown  him  in  her  dry  and  dusty  gulfs. 
What  then ! — were  they  the  wicked  above  aM,        150 
And  we  the  righteous,  whose  fiist-anchor'd  isle 
Mov'd  not,  while  th^rs  was  rook'd,  like  a  light  §\dtti 
The  sport  of  every  wave  ?  No ;  none  are  clear. 
And  none  than,  we  more  guilty.    But,  where  aQ 
Stand  chargeable  with  guilt,  and  to  the  sha£U         155 
Of  wrath  obnoxious^  God  may  choose  his  mafki 
May  punish,  if  ho  please^  the  less,  to  warn 
The  more  malignaat.    If  he  spar'd  not 
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Tremble  and  bo  amaz'd  at  tliine  escape, 

Far  guiltier  England,  lest  he  spare  not  thoo  .  160 

Happy  the  man,  who  sees  a  God  employ'd 
In  all  the  good  and  ill  that  checker  life  ! 
Resolving  all  events,  with  their  effects 
And  manifold  results,  into  the  wil] 
And  arbitration  wise  of  the  Supremo.       .  165 

Did  ngt  liis  eye  rule  all  things,  and  intend 
The  least  of  our  concerns  ;  (since  from  the  least 
The  greatest  oft  originate  ;)  could  chance 
Find  place  in  his  dominion,  or  dispose 
One  lawless  particle  to  thwart  his  plan ;  17& 

Tlien  God  might  be  surprised,  and  unforeseen 
Contingence  might  alarm  him,  and  disturb 
The  smooth  and  equal  course  of  his  affairs. 
This  truth  Philosophy,  though  eagle-ey'd 
In  nature's  tendencies,  oft  overlooks ;  ITS 

And,  haymg  found  his  instrument,  forgets, 
Or  disregards,  or,  more  presumptuous  still, 
Denies  the  power  that  wields  it.     God  proclaims 
His  hot  displeasure  against  foolish  men, 
That  live  an  atheist  life  ;  involves  the  Heavens      180 
In  tempests ;  quits  his  grasp  upon^he  winds, 
And  gives  them  all  their  fury ;  bids  a  plague 
Kindle  a  fiery  bile  upon  the  skin. 
And  putrefy  tlie  breath  of  blooming  Health. 
He  calls  for  Famine,  and  the  meagre  fiend  185 

iilows  mildew  from  between  his  shrivell'd  lips. 
And  taints  tlio  golden  ear.    He  springs  his  minos, 
And  desolates  a  nation  at  a  blast. 
Forth  steps  the  spruce  Philosopher,  and  tolls 
Of  homogeneal  and  discordant  springs,  190 

And  principles ;  of  causes  how  they  work 
By  necessary  laws  their  sure  effects 
Of  action  and  reaction :  lie  has  found 
The -source  of  the  disease  that  nature  feels, 
And  bids  the  world  take  heart  and  banish  Ibar.       195 
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Thou  fool  ?  will  thy  discov'rj  of  llic  cause 
Suspend  th*  efTect,  or  heal  it  ?  Has  not  God 
8till  wroaght  by  means  since  first  he  made  the  world 
And  did  he  not  of  old  employ  his  means 
To  drown  it  ?  What  is  his  creation  less,  200 

Than  a  capacious  reservoir  of  means, 
Form*d  for  his  use,  and  ready  at  his  will  ? 
Oo,  dress  thine  eyes  with  eye -salve  ;  ask  of  Him, 
Or  ask  of  whomsoever  he  has  taught ; 
4nd  learn,  though  late,  the  genuine  cause  of  all.    205 
*  £nghuidy  with  all  thy  faults,  I  love  thee  still — 
My  country !  and,  while  yet  a  nook  is  left. 
Where  English  minds  and  manners  may  bo  found. 
Shall  be  constrain'd  V>  love  thee.   ^Though  thy  elimo 
Be  fidde,  and  thy  year  most  pai:t  deform'd  210 

With  dripping  rains,  or  withered  by  a  frost, 
I  would  not  yet  exchange  thy  sullen  r^es, 
And  fields  without  a  fiow'r,  for  warmer  France 
With  all  her  vines :  nor  for  Ausonia*s  groves 
Of  golden  fruitage,  and  her  m3rrtlo  bow'rs.  215 

To  shake  thy  senate,  and  firom  heights  sublime 
Of  patriat  eloquence  to  fladi  down  fire 
Upon  thy  fees,  was  never  meant  my  task : 
But  I  can  feel  thy  fortimes,  and  partake 
Thy  joys  and  sorrows,  with  as  true  a  heart  220 

As  any  thund'rer  there.    And  I  can  feel 
Thy  follies  too ;  and  with  a  just  disdain 
Frown  at  e^minates,  whose  very  looks 
Reflect  dishonoar  on  the  land  I  love. 
How  in  thp  name  of  soldiership  and  sense,  225 

Should  Kngiand  prosper,  when  such  things,  tn  smooth 
And  tender  as  a  girl,  all  essenc*d  o*er 
With  odours,  and  as  profligate  as  sweet ; 
Who  sell  their  laurel  for  a  mjrrtle  wreath,  . 
And  love  when  they  should  fight :  wlien  such  as  thone 
Presume  to  lay  their  hand  upon  tho  ark  231 

.  Of  her  magnificent  and  awful  cause  ^ 
Time  was  when  it  was  nraise  and  b^ast  enough 
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In  every  clime,  and  travel  where  we  might, 

That  we  were  born  her  children.    Praise  enougk  235 

To  fill  th*  ambition  of  a  private  man 

That  Chatham's  language  was  bis  mother-t<mg«e, 

And  Wolfe's  great  name  compatriot  with  his  own. 

Farewell  those  honours,  and  farewell  with  tkeoi 

The  hope  of  such  hereafter  !  They  have  fail's        dIO 

Each  in  his  field  of  glory  ;  one  in  arms, 

And  one  in  council — ^Wolfe  upon  ihe  lap 

Of  smiling  Victory  that  moment  wcm, 

And  Chatham  heart-sick  of  his  coimtry's  sham?  I 

They  made  ns  many  soldiers.    Chatham,  0till        S45 

Consulting  England's  happiness  at  home, 

Secur'd  it  by  an  unforgiving  frown,      ' 

If  any  vnrong'd  her.    Wolfe,  where'er  he  fi>uglil, 

Put  so  much  of  his  heart  into  his  act, 

That  his  example  had  a  magnet's  force,  d50 

And  all  were  swift  to  follow  whom  all  lor^d. 

Those  suns  are  set    O  rise  some  other  suehl 

Or  all  that  we  have  lefl  is  empty  talk 

Of  old  achievements  and  despair  of  new. 

Now  hoist  the  sail,  and  let  the  streamers  fisat     255 
Upon  the  wanton  breezes.    Strew  the  deck 
With  lavender,  and  sprinkle  liquid  sweets, 
That  no  rude  savour  maritime  invade 
The  nose  of  jiice  nobility  !  Breathe  soft. 
Ye  clarionets  ;  and  softer  still,  ye  flutes ;  960 

That  winds  and  waters,  lull'd  by  magsek  soundsi 
May  beur  us  smoothly  to  the  Gallio  dioare* 
True,  we  have  lost  m  ^mpise — let  it  pass. 
True,  we  may  thank  tho  perfidy  of  Fmiee, 
That  pick'd  the  jewel  out  of  Bnglasd's  eiowti,       8G6 
With  all  the  cunning  of  an  envious  durew. 
And  let  that  pass— 'twas  but  a  trick  ef  states 
A  brave  man  knows  no  malice,  but  at  oaee 
Aorgots  in  peace  the  injuries  of  war, 
And  gives  his  direst  foe  a  friend's  embrace.  270 

And  sham'd  as  we  have  been,  to  th'  very  board 
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QraF  d  and  defied,  and  in  our  own  sea  proy*d 
Too  weak  for  those  decJBive  blows  that  once 
Ensured  us  mast'ry  there,  we  yet  retain 
Some  small  pre-eminence ;  we  justly  boast  27& 

At  least  superiour  jockeyship,  and  claim 
The  honours  of  the  turf  as  all  our  own ! 
Go,  tlien,  well  worthy  of  the  praise  ye  seek, 
And  show  the  shame  ye  might  conceal  at  home, 
f  n  foreign  eyes  ' — be  grooms  and  win  the  plate,      380 
Where  once  your  nobler  fathers  won  a  crown '— ^ 
'Tis  gen'rous  to  communicate  your  skill 
To  those  that  need  it.    Folly  is  soon  leam*d : 
And  under  such  preceptors  who  can  fail  ? 

There  is  a  pleasure  in  poetick  pains^  285 

Wliich  only  poets  know.    The  shifts  ^nd  turns^ 
Th*  expedients  and  inventions  multiform, 
To  which  the  mind  resorts,  in  chase  of  terms, 
Though  apt,  yet  coy,  and  difficult  to  win — 
T'  arrest  the  fleeting  images,  that  fill  290 

The  mirror  of  the  mind,  and  hold  them  fast. 
And  force  them  sit,  till  he  has  pencil'd  off 
A  ^thful  likeness  of  the  forms  he  views ; . 
Then  to  dispose  his  copies  with  such  art, 
That  each  may  find  its  most  propitious  light,  29b 

And  shine  by  situation,  hardly  less 
Than  by  the  labour  and  the  skill  it  cost ; 
Are  occupations  of  the  poet's  mind 
So  {^easing,  and  that  st«al  away  the  tliought. 
With  such  address  from  themes  of  sad  import,       300 
That,  lost  in  his  own  musings,  happy  man ! 
He  feels  the  anzieties^f  life  denied  * 
Their  wonted  entertainment ;  all  retire. 
Such  joys  has  he  that  sings.    But*  ah !  not  sucli,    - 
Or  seldom  such,  the  hearers  of  his  song.  306 

Fastidious,  or  else  listless,  or  perhaps 
Aware  of  nothing  arduous  in'  a  task  ►     ^ 

Thoy  never  undertook,  they  little  note 
His  dangers  or  escapes,  and  haply  find 

Vol.  11  4 
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Their  least  amusement  where  he  found  the  most    310 

But  is  amusement  all  ?  Studious  of  song, 

And  yet  ambitious  not  to  sing  in  vain, 

I  would  not  trifle  merely,  though  the  world 

Be  loudest  in  their  praise  who  do  no  more. 

Yet  whdt  can  satire,  whether  grave  or  gay  ?  315 

It  may  correct  a  foible,  may  chastise 

Tlie  freaks  of  fashion,  regulate  the  dress. 

Retrench  a  sword-blade,  or  displace  a  patch ; 

But  where  are  its  sublimer  trophies  found  ? 

What  vice  has  it  subdued  ?  whoso  heart  reclaimed  320 

By  rigour,  or  whom  laugh'd  into  reform? 

Alas !  Leviathan  is  not  so  tam'd : 

Laughed  at,  he  laughs  again ;  and  stricken  hard, 

Turns  to  the  stroke  his  adamantine  scales, 

That  fear  no  discipline  of  human  hands.  325 

The  pulpit,  therefore — (and  I  name  it  fill'd 
With  solemn  awe,  that  bids  me  well  beware 
With  what  intent  I  touch  that  holy  thing) — 
The  pulpit — (when  the  sat'rist  has  at  last, 
Strutting  and  vap'ring  in  an  empty  school,  330 

Spent  all  his  force,  and  made  no  proselyte) — 
I  say  the  pulpit  (in  the  sober  use 
Of  its  legitimate  peculiar  pow'rs) 
Must  stand  acknowledged,  while  the  world  shall  stand, 
The  most  important  and  effectual  guards  335 

Support,  and  ornament,  of  Virtue's  cause. 
There  stands  the  messenger  of  truth ;  there  standi 
The  legate  of  the  skies ! — His  theme  divine, 
His  oflice  sacred,  his  credentials  clear. 
By  him  the  violated  law  speaks  out  340 

Its  thunders :  and  by  him,  in  strains  as  sweet 
As  angels  use,  the  Gospel  whispers  peace. 
He  'stablishes  the  strong,  restores  the  weak, 
Reclaims  the  wand'rer,  binds  the  broken  heart. 
And,  arm'd  himself  in  panoply  complete  345 

Of  hoav'nly  temper,  furnishes  with  arms 
Bright  as  his  own,  and  trains,  by  every  rule 
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Of  holy  discipline,  to  glorious  war 
The  sacramental  host  of  God's  elect :  349 

Are  all  such  teachers  ? — would  to  Heav'n  all  were ! 
Bat  hark — the  doctor's  voice  ! — fast  wedg*d  between 
Two  empiricks  he  stands,  and  with  swoln  cheeks 
Inspires  the  news,  his  trumpet.    Keener  far 
Than  all  invective  is  his  bold  harangue, 
While  through  that  publick  organ  of  report  36S 

He  hails  the  clergy  ;  and,  defying  shame. 
Announces  to  the  world  his  own  and  theirs  ! 
He  teaches  those  to  read  whom  schools  dismiBS^d, 
And  colleges,  untaught :  sella  accent,  tone. 
And  emphasis  in  score,  and  gives  to  pray'r  360 

Th*  adagio  and  andante  it  demands. 
He  grinds  divinity  of  other  days 
Down  into  modern  use ;  transforms  old  print 
To  zigzag  manuscript,  and  cheats  the  eyes 
Of  gall'ry  critics  by  a  thousand  arts.  965 

Are  there  who  purchase  of  the  doctor's  ware  ? 
O,  name  it  not  in  Gath ! — it  cannot  be. 
That  grave  and  learned  clerks  should  need  such  aid» 
He  doubtless  is  in  sport,  and  does  but  droll. 
Assuming  thus  a  rank  unknown  before—  370 

Grand  caterer  and  dry-nurse  of  the  church ! 
I  venerate  the  man,  whose  heart  is  warm, 
Whose  hands  are  pure,  whose  doctrine  and  whose  lile. 
Coincident,  exhibit  lucid  proof 

That  he  is  honest  in  the  sacred  cause.  375 

To  such  [  render  more  than  mere  respect. 
Whose  actions  say  that  they  respect  themselves. 
But  loose  in  moraitt  and  in  manners  vain. 
In  conversation  frivolous,  in  dress 
Extreme  at  once  rapacious  and  profuse  ;  380 

Frequent  in  park  with  lady  at  his  side, 
Ambling  and  prattling  scandal  as  he  goes ; 
But  rare  at  home,  and  never  at  his  books. 
Or  witli  his  pen,  save  when  he  scrawls  a  card  ; 
Constant  at  routs,  familiar  with  a  round  385 
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Of  ladyships,  a  stranger  to  the  poor; 

Ambitious  of  preferment  for  its  gold, 

And  well  propar'd,  by  ignorance  and  sloth, 

^y  infidelity  and  love  of  world, 

To  make  God*s  work  a  sinecure  ;  a  slave  390 

To  his  own  pleasures  and  his  patron's  pride  y 

From  such  apostles,  O  ye  mitred  heads, 

Preserve  the  church  !  and  lay  not  careless  hands 

On  skulls  that  cannot  teach,  and  will  not  learn. 

Would  I  describe  a  preacher,  such  as  Paul,  3D5 

Were  he  on  Earth,  would  hear,  approve,  and  own, 
Paul  should  himself  direct  me.    I  would  trace 
His  master-strokes,  and  draw  from  his  desigft. 
I  would  express  him  simple,  ^ave,  sincere  > 
In  doctrine  uncorrupt ;  in  language  plain,  4^ 

And  plain  in  manner  ;  decent,  solemn,  chaste, 
And  natural  in  gesture  ;  much  impressed 
Himself,  as  conscious  of  his  awful  charge. 
And  anxious  mainly  that  the  flock  he  feeds 
May  feel  it  too  ;  affectionate  in  look,  405 

And  tender  in  address,  as  well  becomes 
A  messenger  of  grace  to  guilty  men. 
Behold  the  picture  ! — ^Is  it  like  ? — Like  whom  ? 
The  things  that  mount  the  rostrum  with  a  skip, . 
And  then  skip  down  again ;  pronounce  a  text ;       410 
CVy — ^hem ;  and,  reading  what  they  never  wrote 
Just  fifteen  minutes,  huddle  up  their  work, 
And  with  a  well-bred  whisper  close  the  scene ! 

In  man  or  woman,  but  far  most  in  man. 
And  most  of  all  in  man  that  ministers  415 

And  serves  flie  altar,  in  my  soul  I  loathe 
All  affectation.    *Tis  my  perfect  scorn ; 
Object  of  my  implacable  disgus^ 
What ! — ^will  a  man  play  tricks — will  he  indulge 
A  silly  fond  conceit  of  his  fair  form,  420 

And  just  proportion,  fashionable  mien. 
And  pretty  face,  in  presence  of  his  God  ' 
Or  will  he  seek  to  dazzle  me  with  tiopes, 
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Am  with  the  diamond  on  his  lily  hand, 
And  play  his  brilliant  parts  before  my  eyes,  425 

When  I  am  hungry  for  the  bread  of  life  ? 
He  mocks  his  Maker,  prostitutes  and  shames 
His  noble  office,  and,  instead  of  truth, 
Displaying  his  own  beauty,  starves  his  flock. 
Therefore  avaunt  all  attitude  and  stare,  430 

And  start  theatrick,  practised  at  the  glass ! 
I  seek  divine  simplicity  in  him 
Who  handles  things  divine ;  and  all  besides, 
Though  leam'd  with  labour,  and  though  much  admir'd 
By  curious  eyes  and  judgments  ill-inform*d,  435 

To  me  is  odious  as  the  nasal  twang 
Hoard  at  conventicle  where  worthy  men, 
Misled  by  custom,  strain  celestial  themes 
Through  the  pressed  nostril,  spoctacle-bestrid. 
Some,  decent  in  demeanour  while  they  preach,      440 
That  task  performed,  relapse  into  themselves ; 
And,  having  spoken  wisely,  at  the  close 
Grow  wanton,  and  give  proof  to  ev*ry  eye, 
Whoe'er  was  edify'd,  themselves  were  not  I 
Forth  comes  the  pocket-mirror.    First  we  stroke    445 
An  eyebrow ;  next  compose  a  straggling  lock  ^ 
Then  with  an  air  most  gracefully  perform*d, 
Fall  back  into  our  seat,  extend  an  arm, 
And  lay  it  at  its  ease  with  gentle  care. 
With  handkerchief  in  hand  depending  low  ;  450 

The  better  hand  more  busy  gives  the  noso 
Its  bergamot,  or  aids  th*  indebted  eye 
With  op'ra  glass,  to  walch  the  moving  scene, 
And  recognise  the  slow  retiring  fair. — 
Now  this  is  fulsome ;  and  offends  me  more  455 

Than  in  a  churchman  slovenly  neglect 
And  rustic  coarseness  would.    A  heavenly  mind 
May  be  indiBTrent  to  her  house  of  clay, 
And  slight  the  hovel  as  Beneath  her  care ; 
Bat  how  a  body  so  fantastic,  trim,  460 

4» 
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And  quaint,  in  its  deportment  and  attire, 

Can  lodge  a  heav'nly  mind — demands  a  doubt. 

He  that  negotiates  between  God  and  man. 
As  God's  ambassador,  the  grand  concerns 
Of  judgment  and  of  mercy,  should  beware  465 

Of  lightness  in  his  speech.    'Tis  pitiful 
To  court  a  grin,  when  you  should  woo  a  soul : 
To  break  a  jest,  when  pity  would  inspire 
Pathotick  exhortation  ;  and  t'  address 
The  skittish  fancy  w"th  facetious  tales,  470 

When  sent  with  God's  commission  to  the  heart  I 
So  did  not  Paul.    Direct  me  to  a  quip 
Or  merry  turn  in  all  he  ever  wrote, 
And  I  consent  you  take  it  for  your  text, 
Your  only  one,  till  sides  and  benches  fail.  475 

No  :  he  was  serious  in  a  serious  cause. 
And  understood  too  well  the  weighty  terms, 
That  he  had  ta'en  in  charge.    He  would  not  titotp 
To  conquer  those  by  jocular  exploits, 
Whom  truth  and  soberness  assail'd  in  vain.  460 

O  Popular  Applause  !  what  heart  of  man 
Is  proof  against  thy  sweet  seducing  charms  ? 
The  wisest  and  the  best  feel  urgent  need 
Of  all  their  caution  in  thy  gentlest  gales ; 
But  sweird  into  a  gust — who,  then,  alas !  465 

With  all  his  canvass  set,  and  inexpert. 
And  therefore  heedless,  can  withstand  thy  powV  ? 
Praise  from  the  rivell'd  lips  of  toothlessy  bald 
Decrepitude,  and  in  the  looks  of  lean 
And  craving  Poverty,  and  in  the  bow  480 

Respectful  of  the  smutch'd  artificer. 
Is  ofl  too  welcome  and  may  much  disturb 
The  bias  of  the  purpose.    How  much  more, 
Pour'd  forth  by  beauty  splendid  and  polite, 
[n  language  soft  as  Adoration  breathes  ?  406 

Ah,  spare  your  idol,  think  him  human  still. 
Charms  he  may  have,  but  he  has  frailties  loo ! 
Dote  not  too  much  nor  spoil  what  ye  admire. 
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All  truth  18  from  the  sempiternal  source 
Of  light  divine.    But  Egypt,  Greece,  and  Rome,  500 
Drew  from  tlie  stream  below.     More  favoured,  we 
Drink  when  we  choose  it,  at  the  fountain  head. 
To  them  it  flow'd  much  mingled  and  defil'd 
With  hurtful  errour,  prejudice,  and  dreams 
niusive  of  philosophy,  so  call'd,  505 

But  falsely.    Sages  after  sages  strove 
In  vain  to  filter  off  a  crystal  draught 
Pure  from  the  lecyi,  which  often  more  enhanc'd 
The  thirst  than  slak'd  it,  and  not  seldom  bred 
Intoxication  and  delirium  wild.  510 

In  vain  they  pushed  inquiry  to  the  birth 
And  spring-time  of  the  world;  ask'd.  Whence  is  hub' 
Why  form'd  at  all '  and  wherefore  as  he  is  ? 
Where  must  he  fin^  Iiis  maker  ?  with  what  rites 
Adore  him  ?  Will  ho  hear,  accept,  and  bless  ?  515 

Or  does  he  sit  regardless  of  his  works  ? 
Has  man  within  him  an  immortal  seed  ? 
Or  does  the  tomb  take  all  ?  If  he  survive 
His  ashes,  where  ?  and  in  what  weal  or  wo  ? 
Knots  worthy  of  solution,  which  alone  520 

A  Deity  could  solve.     Their  answers,  vague 
And  all  at  random,  fabulous  and  dark, 
Lefl  them  as  dark  themselves.    Their  rules  of  lifo 
Defective  and  unsanction'd,  prov'd  too  weak 
To  bind  the  roving  appetite,  and  lead  535 

Blind  nature  to  a  God  not  yet  reveal'd. 
*Tis  Revelation  satisfies  ail  doubts, 
Elzplains  all  mysteries,  except  her  own, 
And  so  illuminates  the  path  of  life 
That  fix)ls  discover  it,  and  stray  no  more.  590 

Now  tell  me,  dignified  and  sapient  sir. 
My  man  of  morals,  nurtured  in  the  shades 
Of  Academus — ^is  this  false  or  true  ? 
Is  Chrisit  the  abler  teacher  or  the  schools 
If  Christ,  then  why  resort  at  ev'ry  turn  53i 

To  Athens^  or  to  Rome,  for  wisdom  diore 
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Of  man's  occasions,  when  in  him  reside 
Grace,  knowledge,  comfort — an  unfathom*d  store? 
How  oft,  when  Paul  has  serv'd  us  with  a  text, 
Has  Epictetus,  Plato,  Tully,  preached !      %  54Q 

Men  that,  if  now  alive,  would  sit  content 
And  humble  learners  of  a  Saviour's  worth, 
•  Preach  it  wlio  might.     Such  was  their  love  of  trutli, 
Their  thirst  of  knowledge,  and  their  candour  too. 

And  thus  it  is. — The  pastor,  either  vain  »'>4i 

By  nature,  or  by  flatt'ry  made  so,  taught 
To  gaze  at  his  own  splendour,  and  t'  exalt 
Absurdly,  not  liis  office,  but  himself; 
Or  unenligliten'd  and  too  proud  to  learn ; 
Or  vicious,  and  not  therefore  apt  to  teach  >  560 

Perverting  often  by  the  stress  of  lewd 
And  loose  example,  whom  he  should  instruct  j 
Exposes,  and  holds  up  to  broad  disgrace, 
The  noblest  function,  and  discredits  much 
The  brightest  truths  that  man  has  ever  seen.  555 

For  ghostly  counsel ;  if  it  either  fall 
Below  the  exigence,  or  be  not  back'd 
With  show  of  love,  at  least  with  hopeful  proof 
Of  some  sincerity  on  the  giver's  part ; 
Or  be  dishonour'd  in  th'  exteriour  form  560 

And  mode  of  its  conveyance,  by  such  tricks 
As  move  derision,  or  by  foppish  airs 
And  histrionick  mumm'ry  that  let  down 
The  pulpit  to  the  level  of  the  stage  ; 
Drops  from  the  lips  a  disregarded  thing.  5Git 

The  weak  perhaps  are  mov*d,  but  are  not  taught 
While  prejudice  in  men  of  stronger  minds 
Takes  deeper  root,  confirm'd  by  what  they  see. 
A  relaxation  of  religion's  hold 

Upon  the  roving  and  untutor'd  heart  570 

Soon  follows,  and,  the  curb  of  conscience  snappid 
The  laity  run  wild.    But  do  they  now  ? 
Note  their  extravagance,  and  be  convinced- 

Af  nations,  ignorant  of  God,  contrive 
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A  wooden  one  :  so  wo,  no  longer  taught  575 

By  monitors,  tliat  mother  church  supplies, 
Now  make  pur  own.    Posterity  will  ask, 
(If  o'er  posterity  see  verse  of  mine,) 
Some  fifty  or  a  hundred  lustrums  hence. 
What  was  a  monitor  in  George's  days  .*  580 

My  very  gentle  reader,  yet  unborn, 
Of  whom  I  needs  must  augur  better  things, 
Since  Heav'n  would  sure  grow  weary  of  a  world 
Productive  only  of  a  race  like  ours, 
A  monitor  is  wood — plank  shaven  thin.  585 

We  v'car  it  at  our  backs.    There,  closely  brac'd 
And  neatly  fitted,  it  compresses  hard 
The  prominent  and  most  unsightly  bones, 
And  binds  the  shoulder  fiat.    We  prove  its  use 
Sov'reign  and  most  effectual  to  secure  590 

A  form,  not  now  gymnastick  as  of  yore, 
From  rickets,  and  distortion,  else  our  lot. 
But  thus  admonish'd,  we  can  walk  erect — 
One  proof  at  least  of  manhood !  while  the  friend 
Sticks  close,  a  Mentor  worthy  of  his  charge.  595 

Our  habits,  costlier  than  Lucullus  wore, 
And  by  caprice  as  multiplied  as  his. 
Just  please  us  while  the  fashion  is  at  full, 
But  change  with  ev'ry  moon.    The  sycophant, 
W)io  waits  to  dress  us,  arbitrates  their  date  ',  COO 

Surveys  his  fair  reversion  with  keen  eye  ; 
Finds  one  ill  made,  another  obBolete, 
This  fits  not  nicely,  that  is  ill  conceived ; 
And,  making  prize  of  all  that  he  condemns, 
With  our  expenditure  defrays  his  own.  (506 

Variety's  the  very  spice  of  life, 
That  gives  it  all  its  flavour.    We  have  run 
Through  ev'ty  change,  Ihat  Fancy  at  the  loom 
Exhausted,  has  had  genius  to  supply ; 
And  stu*dioiis  of  mutation  still,  discard  CIO 

A  real  elegance,  a  little  us'd. 
For  monstrous  novelty  and  strahge  disguise 
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We  sacrifice  to  dresS;  till  household  joys 

And  comforts  cease.     Dress  drains  our  cellar  dry, 

And  keeps  our  larder  loan ;  puts  out  our  fires;        615 

And  introduces  liunger,  frost,  and  wo, 

Where  peace  and  hospitality  might  reign. 

What  man  that  lives,  and  that  knows  how  to  livei 

Would  fail  t'  exhibit  at  the  publick  shows 

A  form  as  splendid  as  the  proudest  there,  630 

Though  appetite  raise  outcries  at  the  cost  ? 

A  man  o*  th'  town  dines  late,  but  soon  enough, 

With  reasonable  forecast  and  despatch, 

T'  ensure  a  side-box  station  at  half  price. 

You  think,  perhaps,  so  delicate  his  dress,  625 

His  daily  fare  as  delicate.     Alas ! 

He  picks  clean  teeth,  and,  busy  as  he  seems 

With  an  old  tavern  quill,  is  hungry  yet ! 

The  rbut  is  Folly's  circle,  which  she  draws 

With  magick  wand.    So  potent  is  the  spell,  630 

That  none,  decoyM  into  that  fatal  ring, 

Unless  by  Heaven's  peculiar  grace,  escape. 

There  we  grow  early  gray,  but  never  wise ; 

There  form' connexions,  but  acquire  no  friend , 

Solicit  pleasure  hopeless  of  success ;  635 

Waste  youth  in  occupations  only  fit 

For  second  childhood,  and  devote  old  age 

To  sports,  which  only  childhood  could  excuse. 

There,  they  are  happiest  who  dissemble  best 

Their  weariness  ;  and  they  the  most  polite  640 

Who  squander  time  and  treasure  with  a  smile, 

Though  at  their  own  destruction.     She  that  asks 

He**  dear  five  hundred  friends,  contemns  them  all, 

And  hates  their  coming. .  They  (what  can  they  loss  ?) 

Make  just  reprisals ;  and  with  cringe  and  shlrug,    645 

And  bow  obsequious,  hide  their  hate  of  her. 

All  catch  the  frenzy,  downward  from  her  grace, 

Whose  flambeaux  flash  against  the  mormng  skieSi. 

And  gild  our  chamber  ceilings  as  they  pass, 

To  her,  whp,  frugal  only  that  her  thrift  650 
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May  f?ed  excesses  sho  can  ill  a  (lord, 
b  hackneyed  home  unlack^y'd  :  who,  in  haste 
Alighting,  turns  the  key  in  lier  own  door, 
And,  at  the  watchman's  lantern  borrowing  light, 
Finds  a  cold  bed  her  only  comfort  left.  653 

Wivea  beggar'husbands,  husbands  starve  their  wives, 
On  Fortune's  yelvet  altar  ofTring  up 
Their  last  poor  pittance— Fortune,  most  severe 
Of  goddesses  yet  known,  and  costlier  far 
Than  all  that  hold  their  routs  in  Juno's  Heav*n. —  600 
So  fare  we  in  this  prison-house,  the  World ; 
And  *tis  a  fearful  spectacle  to  see 
So  many  maniacks  dancing  in  their  chains. 
They  gaze  upon  the  links,  that  hold  them  fkst. 
With  eyes  of  anguish,  execrate  their  lot,  <365 

Then  shake  them  in  despair,  and  dance  again  * 

Now  basket  up  the  family  of  plagues, 
That  waste  our  vitals ;  peculation,  sale 
Of  honour,  perjury,  corruption,  fVauds 
By  forgery,  by  subterfuge  of  law,  670 

By  tricks  and  lies  as  numerous  and  as  keen 
As  the  necessities  their  authors  feel : 
Then  east  them,  closely  bundled,  ev'ry  brat 
At  the  right  door.    Profusion  is  the  sire. 
Profusion  unrestrain'd,  with  all  that's  base  675 

In  character,  has  litter'd  all  the  land, 
And  bred,  within  the  mem'ry  of  no  few, 
A  priesthood,  such  as  Baal's  was  of  old, 
A  people,  such  as  never  was  till  now. 
U  is  a  hungry  vice  : — ^it  eats  up  all  C80 ' 

That  gives  society  Its  beauty,  strength. 
Convenience,  security,  and  use  : 
Mloken  men  mere  vermin,  worthy  to  bo  trapped 
ilnd  gibbeted,  as  fast  as  catchpole  claws 
Can  seize  the  slippery  prey  :  unties  tlio  knot  685 

Of  union,  and  converts  the  sacred  baud 
That  holds  mankind  together,  to  a  s  no  urge. 
Profusion  deluging  a  state  with  lii>t.4 
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Of  grossest  nature  and  of  worst  effects, 

Prepares  it  for  its  ruin  :  hardens,  blinds,  ^U^ 

And  warps,  the  consciences  of  publick  men. 

Till  they  can  laugh  at  Virtue ;  mock  the  fools 

That  trust  them ',  and  in  th'  end  disclose  a  faC9> 

That  would  have  shock'd  Credulity  herself. 

Unmask*d,  vouchsafing  this  their  sole  excuse—       09$ 

Since  all  alike  are  selfish,  why  not  they  ? 

This  does  Profusion,  and  th'  accursed  cause 

Of  such  deep  mischief  has  itself  a  cause. 

In  colleges  and  halls  in  ancient  days, 
When  learning,  virtue,  piety,, and  truth,  70ft 

Were  precious  and  inculcated  with  care, 
There  dwelt  a  sage  called  Discipline.    His  headj^ 
Not  yet  by  time  completely  silver'd  o'er, 
Bespoke  him  past  the  bounds  of  freakish  youths 
But  strong  for  service  still,  and  unimpair'd.  705 

His  eye  was  meek  and  gentle,  and  a  smile 
Play*d  on  his  lips ;  and  in  his  speech  was  heax4 
Paternal  sweetness,  dignity,  and  love 
The  occupation  dearest  to  his  heart 
Was  to  encourage  goodness.    He  would  stroke      710 
The  head  of  modest  and  ingenious  worth. 
That  blush'd  at  his  own  praise :  and  press  the  youth 
Close  to  his  side  that  pleas'd  him.    Learning  grew 
Beneath  his  care,  a  thriving  vig'rous  plant ; 
The  mind  was  well  informed,  the  passions  held       715- 
Subordinate,  and  diligence  was  choice^ 
If  e'er  it  chanc'd,  as  spmetime^  chance  i^  mvifit^ 
That  one  among  so  many  overleap 'd 
The  limits  of  control,  his  gejxCe  eye 
Grew  stem,  and  darted  a  severe  rebuke ;  720 

His  frown  was  full  of  terrour,  and  his  voice 
Shook  the  delinquent  with  such  fits  of  awe^ 
As  left  him  not,  till  penitence  had  won 
Lost  favour  back  again,  and  clos'd  the  breach. 
But  Discipline,  a  faithful  servant  long,  725 

Doclin'd  at  length  into  the  vale  of  years  • 
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A  paltj  struck  his  arm  ;  bis  sparkling  oye 
Was  quenched  in  rheams  of  a^e*;  his  voioe,  UBstnaif^ 
Grew  treranlons,  and  mov'd  derision  more 
Than  rev*rence,  in  perverse  rebelliotis  yoatii.  739^ 

So  colleges  and  halls  neglected  much 
Their  good  old  firiend ;  and  Discipline  at  lengthy 
O'erlookM  and  unemployed,  fell  sick  and  died. 
Then  Study  langtiished.  Emulation  slept. 
And  Virtae  fled.    The  schools  became  a  scene       799 
Of  solemn  fiurce,  where  Ignorance  in  stilts, 
Hisicap  well  lin'd  with  logick  not  his  own, 
Wkh  parrot  tongue  performed  the  scholarii  part. 
Proceeding  soon  a  graduated  dunce. 
Then  compromise  had  place,  and  scrutiny  719 

Became  stone  blind  ;  precedence  went  ill  tmei^ 
And  he  was  competent  whose  purse  was  so. 
A  dissolution  of  all  bonds  ensued ; 
The  curbs  invented  for  the  mulish  mouth 
Of  headstrong  youth  were  broken ;  bars  and  belts  746 
Grew  rusty  by  disuse  ;  uid  massy  gates 
Forgot  their  office,  opening  with  a  totich ; 
TUI  gowns  at  length  are  found  mere  masquerade. 
The  tassefd  cap  and  the  spruce  band  a  jest, 
A  mo^L'ry  of  the  world  \  What  need  of  these  750 

For  gamesters,  jockeys,  brothelers  impure, 
Spendthrifts,  and  booted  sportsmen,  oft^nerseen 
With  belted  waist  and  pointers  at  their  heels. 
Than  in  the  beunds  of  duty  ^  What  was  leam'd, 
If  aught  was  leam*d  in  dvildhood,  is  fbrgot  *  755 

And  such  expense,  as  pinches  parents  bhm. 
And  mortifies  the  lib'ral  hand  ^lv?e, 
Ib  squandered  in  pursuit  of  idle  sports 
And  vicious  pleasures ;  buys  the  boy  a  name 
That  sits  a  stigma  on  his  fhtker's  house,  ^60 

And  cleaves,  through  lifb  inseparably  close 
To  hiiii  that  wears  it.    What  can  after  games 
Of  riper  joys,  and  commerce  with  the  world, 
Vol.11.  5 
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Tho  lewd  vain  world,  that  must  receive  him  soon, 

Add  to  such  erudition,*  thus  acquired,  7Gi 

Where  science  and  where  virtue  are  professed  ? 

They  may  confirm  his  habits,  rivet  fast 

His  foUy,  but  to  spoil  him  is  a  task 

That  bids  defiance  to  th'  united  powers 

'  Of  fashion,  dissipation,  taverns,  stews.  770 

Now  blame  we  most  the  nurselings  or  the  nurse  f 
The  children  crook'd,  and  twisted,  and  dofbrm*dy 
Through  want  of  care ;  or  her,  whose  winking  eyo 
And  slumbering  oscitancy  mars  the  brood  ?  % 

The  nurse,  no  doubt.    Regardless  of  her  charge,  775 
She  needs  herself  correction ;  needs  to  learn 
That  it  is  dang*rous  sporting  with  the  world, 
With  things  so  sacred  as  a  nation's  trust, 
The  nurture  of  her  youth,  her  dearest  pledge. 

All  are  not  such.    I  had  a  brother  once—  780 

Peace  to  the  memory  of  a  man  of  worth, 
A  man  of  letters,  and  of  manners  too  ! 
Of  manners  sweet  as  Virtue  always  wears. 
When  gay  good-natured  dresses  her  in  smiles. 
He  graced  a  college,*  in  which  order  yet  78fr 

Was  sacred  ;  and  was  honoured,  lov'd,  and  wept 
By  more  than  one,  themselves  conspicuous  there. 

*  Some  minds  are  tempered  happily,  and  mizM 
With  such  ingredients  of  good  sense,  and  taste 
Of  what  is  excellent  in  man,  they  thirst  790 

With  such  a  zeal  to  be  what  they  approve, 
That  no  restraints  can  circumscribe  them  more 
Than  they  themselves  by  choice,  for  wisdom's  sake. 
Nor  can  example  .hurt  them ;  what  they  see 
Of  vice  ir  others  but  enhancing  more  795 

The  charms  of  virtue  in  their  just  esteem. 
If  fbch  escape  contagion,  and  emerge 
Pure  from  so  foul  a  pool  to  shine  abroad. 
And  give  tlie  world  their  talents  and  thomeehree 
Bene'tColl  Cambridge. 
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Bmall  tliank«  to  those  whose  negligence  or  sloth    800 
Exposed  their  inexperience  to  Uie  snare. 
And  left  them  to  an  undirected  choice. 

See  then  the  quiver  broken  and  decaj'd. 
In  which  are  kept  our  arrows  !  Rusting  tliere 
In  wild  disorder,  and  unfit  for  use,  805 

What  wonder,  if  discharged  into  the  world, 
They  shame  their  shooters  with  a  random  flight. 
Their  points  obtuse,  and  feathers  drunk  with  wine ! 
Well  may  the  church  wage  unsuccessful  war 
With  such  artill'ry  arm'd.     Vice  parries  wide         81U 
Th*  undreaded  volley  with  a  sword  of  straw, 
And  stands  an  impudent  and  fearless  mark. 

Have  we  not  track'd  the  felon  home,  and  found 
His  birthplace  and  his  dam  ?  The  country  mourns, 
Mourns  because  ev*ry  plague  that  can  infest  81  & 

Society,  and  that  saps  and  worms  the  base 
Of  th*  edifice  that  policy  has  rais'd, 
Swarms  in  all  quarters :  meets  the  eye,  the  ear, 
And  suffocates  the  breath  at  ev'ry  turn. 
Profusion  breeds  them ;  and  the  cause  itself  890 

Of  that  calamitous  miscluef  has  been  found : 
Found,  too,  where  most  otfensive,  in  the  skirts 
Of  the  rob'd  pedagogue !  Else  let  th*  arraigned 
Stand  up  unconscious,  and  refute  the  charge. 
So  when  the  Jewish  leader  stretch 'd  his  arm,         825 
And  wav'd  his  rod  divine,  a  race  obscene. 
Spawned  in  the  mud4y  beds  of  Nile,  came  fortn, 
Polluting  Egypt :  gardens,  fields,  and  plains. 
Were  covered  with  the  pest ;  the  streets  were  fill'd ; 
The  croaking  nuisance  lurk*d  in  evVy  nook  ;  83C 

Nor  palaces,  nor  even  chambers,  'f;cap*d ; 
^nd  the  land  stank — so  numerous  was  tho  fiy. 
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ABGUMENT  OP  THE  THIRD  BOOK. 

Self>rccoIleetionf  and  reproof— Address  to  domestick  happiness-* 
Bomo  account  of  myself— The  vanity  of  many  of  their  pursuits, 
who  are  reputed  wise— Justification  of  my  eensuree  ■  Divine  11^ 
lumination  necessary  to  thtfmost  expert  pliilosoplier^— The4|ue8- 
tion,  What  is  truth  f  answered  by  otlier  auostions— Domestick 
happiness  addressed  again — Pew  lover*  of  the  eo«utr]^— My  tame 
hare— Occupations  of  a  retired  ^ntleman  in  his  nzdoo— Pruning 
— ^Framing---Greenhou8e — Sowing  of  flower  seMs— The  country 
preferable  to  the  town  oven  in  the  winter-— Keason*  why  it  u^ 
deserted  at  that  season— Ruinous  effects  of  gaming  and  of  exri 
pensive  improvement — ^Book  concludes  with  an  apostrophe  to  the 
metropolis. 


AS  one,  who  long  in  Ihickots  and  in  brakes 

Entangled,  winds  now  this  way  and  now  that 

His  devious  course  uncertain,  seeking  home; 

Or  having  long  m  miry  ways  been  foil'd 

And  sore  discomfited,  from  slough  to  slough  5 

liunging,  and  half  despairing  of  escape  *, 

If  chance  at  length  he  find  a  greensward  smooth 

And  faithful  to  the  foot,  his  spirits  rise, 

fie  cherups  brisk  his  ear-erecting  steed, 

And  winds  his  way  with  pleasure  and  with  ease  .      10 

So  I,  designing  other  themes,  and  call'd 

T'  adorn  the  Sofa  whh  culogium  due, 
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To  tell  its  slambers,  and  to  paint  its  dreams, 
Have  rambled  wide.    In  country,  citj,  seat 
Of  academick  fame,  (however  deserv'd,)  15 

Long  held,  and  scarcely  disengag'd  at  last : 
But  now  with  pleasant  pace  a  cleanlier  road 
I  mean  to  tread.    I  feel  myself  at  large, 
Coarageons,  and  refVesh'd  for  fbture  toil, 
If  toil  await  me,  or  if  dangers  new.  SMI 

Since  pnlpits  fail,  and  sonnding  boards  reflect 
Most  part  an  empty  ineffectual  sound, 
What  chance  that  I,  to  fkme  so  little  known. 
Nor  conversant  with  men  or  manners  much. 
Should  speak  to  purpose,  or  with  better  hope  S5 

Crack  the  satirick  thong  ?  Twere  wiser  for 
For  me,  enamoured  of  sequestor'd  scenes. 
And  charm'd  with  rural  beauty,  to  repoje 
Where  chance  may  throw  me,  beneath  elm  or  vmo 
My  languid  limbs ;  when  summer  sears  the  plains ;  90 
Or,  when  rough  winter  rages,  on  the  sod 
And  sheHer*d  Sofa,  while  the  nitrous  air 
Feeds  a  blue  flame,  and  makes  a  cheerful  hearth ; 
There,  ondisturb'd  by  Folly,  and  apprized 
How  great  the  danger  of  disturbing  her,  35 

To  muse  in  silence,  or  at  least  confine 
Remarks,  that  gall  so  many,  to  tho  few 
My  partners  in  retreat.    Disgust  concealed 
Is  ofttimes  proof  of  wisdom,  when  the  fault 
Is  obstinate,  and  cure  beyond  our  reach.  40 

Domestick  happiness,  thou  only  bliss 
Of  Paradise,  that  has  survived  the  fall ! 
Though  few  now  taste  thee  unimpaired  and  pure 
Or  tasting,  long  enjoy  tliee !  too  infirm, 
Or  too  incautious,  to  preserve  thy  sweets  45 

Unm!X*d  with  dn^s  of  bitter,  which  neglect 
Or  temper  sheds  into  thy  crystal  cup ; 
Thou  art  the  nurse  of  Virtue— in  thine  arms 
She  smiles,  appearing,  as  in  truth  she  is, 
Hear'n-born,  and  desiin*d  to  the  skies  again.  50 
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Thou  art  not  known  where  PleMure-  is  atk^r.dy 

That  reeling  goddess,  with  the  sonelefis  wal«l 

And  wandering  eyes,  still  leaiung  on  the  arm 

Of  Novelty,  her  fickle,  frail  support ; 

For  thou  art  meek  and  constant,  hating  cltange^      fiftf 

And  finding  in  the  ctdm  of  truth-tried  \^v%y 

Joys  that  her  stonuy  raptures^  never  yiehK 

Forsaking  thee,  what  shipwreek  have  we-iaAdie  ' 

Of  honour,  dignity,  and  fair  renown  J 

Till  prostitution  elbows  us  aside  €0* 

In  all  our  crowded  streets ;  and  senatee:  seent^ 

Convened  for  purposes  of  empire  less 

Tinn  to  release  the  adolt'rees  from  her  bond* 

Th*  adulteress!  what  a  theme  for  angry  veiMtt 

What  provocation  to  th'  indignant  heart,  6S 

That  feels  for  injur'd  love  !  but  I  disdatit 

The  nauseous  tari^  to  paint  her  as  she  is, 

Cruel,  abandon'd,  glorying  in  her  shame  ? 

No : — let  her  pass,  and,  charioted  along 

In  guilty  splendour,  shake  the  poblick  ways;  7§ 

The  fre<|uency  of  crimes  has  wash'd  them  whiter 

And  verse  of  mine  shall  never  brand  the  wretoli. 

Whom  matrons  now  of  charaet^  unsrairch'd 

And  chaste  thema^ves>.  are  not-  ashamed  to  owib     . 

Virtue  and  vice  had  boundaries  in  old  ttme^  9S 

Not  to  be  pass'd :  and  she  that  had  renoimced. 

Her  sex's  honour^  wm  renouno'd  herself 

!9f  all  that  pri^'d  it ;  not  fi>r  prudery's  sake 

But  dignity's,  reseatful  of  the  wrong. 

*Twas  hard  perhaps  on  here  i^  there  a  waif)  8^ 

Desirous  to  return  and  net  receiv'd ' 

But  was  a  wholesome  rigour  in  the  main, 

And  taught  th'  unbl^aaisk'd  to  preserve  wtlktoara 

That  purity,  whose  loan  was  loss  of  all. 

Men  too  were  nice  in  honour  in  those  dayw,  81 

And  judged  ofiendeirs  well.    Then  he  that' sharp' J, 

And  pocketed  a  prize  by  fraud  obtained. 

Was  mark'd  and  shunn'd  as  odious.    He  tfaateeld      * 
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His  coontiy,  or  was  idaok  when  sho  ro^alr'd 
His  ev*ry  nenre  in  sction  and  at  itTBtch^  tt/ 

Paid  with  the  blood  that  he  had  baaely  ■par*d' 
The  price  of  his  defaidt.    But  now — j%Bf  now 
Wt  are  beodme  so  candid  and  so  fair 
So  liberal  in  coBstrttctiony  and  so  rich 
In  christian  charsty,  (good  natur'd  ago  '.)  9& 

That  thtf  an  safo ;  sinners  of  eithjMr  sex 
Transgress  what  laws  they  may*    WeU  dreturdi  weU 

bredt     . 
Well  equipag'd,  is  ticket  good  enongh^ 
To  pass  as  readily  through  oVry  door. 
Hypocrisy^  detest  her  aa  we  may,  100 

(And  no  man*a  hatred  ever  wrong'd  her  yet, 
Mi^'  claim  this  merit  stiU--tfaat  she  admits 
The  worth  of  what  she  mimtckn,  with  stteh  cate^ 
And  thus  gives  virtue  indirect  applause ; 
But  she  has  burnt  her  ma^,  not  needed  h«re,         106; 
Where  vice  has  such  allowance,  that  her  shifU. 
And  specious  semblanees  have  kM  their  use; 

I  was  a  strickdn  deer,  that  left  the  herd 
Long  since.    With:  many-  an  arrow  deep  iafis'd 
My  panting  side  was  charged,  when  I  withdraw^     110 
To  seek  a  tranquil  death  in  ttistant  shades* 
'Hkere  was  I  finind  by  one  who  had  hisnaelf 
Been  hurt  by  th'  arcdiers.    In  fata  side  he  hore^ 
And  in  his  hands  and  feet,  the  cruel  scarsi 
With  gentle  force  aollciting  the  darts,  lli 

He  drew  them  forth,,  aad  healed,  aild  bade  nmlcPO« 
Sinoe  then^  with  few  aasociKtes^  in  remete 
Aidd  silent  woods  I  ¥rander>  far  from  tboset 
My  former  psrtaefs  oi  the  peopled  scene ', 
With.fewasaoeiatos,  and  not  wishing^  mmre.  Iflft 

Here  much  I  qpadnatey  as  much  I  may, 
With  other  views,  of  men  and  manners  now 
Than  once,  and  others  of  a  life  to  cooner 
I  see  that:  all  are  wand'rors,  gone  oakray 
Each  in>hi8  ewn  delusions  ;  they  are  lost  12^ 
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In  chase  of  fascMd  luq>pme88,  still  woo'd         I 

And  nerer  won.    Dream  after  dream  ensues ; 

And  still  they  dream  that  thej  shall  still  succeed, 

And  still  are  disappointed.    Rings  the  world 

With  the  vain  stir.    I  sum  up  half  maaxind  130 

And  add  two  thirds  of  the  remaining  half, 

And  find  the  total  of  their  hopes  and  fears 

Dreams,  empty  dream's.    The  million  flit  as  gay. 

As  if  created  only  like  the  fly, 

That  spreads  his  motley  wings  in  th*  eye  of  noon,  135 

To  sport  their  season,  and  be  seen  no  more. 

The  rest  are  sober  dreamers,  grave  and  wise. 

And  pregnant  with  discoveries  new  and  rare. 

Some  write  a  narrative  of  wars,  and  feats 

Of  heroes  little  known ;  and  call  the  rant  HO- 

A  history :  describe  the  man,  of  whom 

His  own  coevals  took  but  little  note. 

And  paint  his  person,  character,  and  views, 

As  they  had  known  him  from  his  mother^  womb. 

They  disentangle  from  the  puzEled  skein,  145 

In  which  obscurity  has  wrapp'd  them  up. 

The  threads  of  politick  and  shrewd  design. 

That  ran  through  all  his  purposes,  and  charge 

His  mind  with  meanings  that  he  never  had. 

Or,  having,  kept  conceal'd.    Some  drill  and  boro    150 

The  solid  earth,  and  from  the  strata  there 

Extract  a  register,  by  which  we  learn. 

That  he  who  made  it  and  reveal'd  its  date 

To  Modes,  was  nustaken  in  its  age. 

Some,  more  acnte,  and  more  industrious  still,         1S6 

Contrive  creation  ;  travel  nature  up 

To  ihe  sharp  peak  of  her  suldimest  height. 

And  tell  us  whence  the  stars ;  why  some  are  fix'd, 

And  planetary  some  ;  what  gave  them  first 

Rotation,  from  what  fountain  flowed  their  light.      1G6  - 

Great  contest  follows,  and  much  learned  dust 

Involves  the  combatants ;  each  claiming  trtitli. 

And  truth  disclaiming  both.    And  thus  they  spend 
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The  little  wick  of  life's  poor  shallow  lamp 
lu  playing  tricks  with  natuce,  giving  laws  16d 

To  distant  worlds,  and  trifling  in  their  own. 
Is^i  not  a  pity  aow,  thai  tickling  rheums 
Should  ever  tease  the  lungs,  and  blear  Uie  sight. 
Of  oracles  lika  thaae  ?  (xreat  pity,  too, 
That  having  wieUed  th'  elements,  and.  built  170 

A  thousand  i^stems^  each.  in.  hie  own  way. 
They  should  go  out  in  fiune,  ajod  be  ibrgot 
Ah !  what  is  lifo.tbu»  spent  ?  and  what  are  they 
But  frantick,  who  thus  spend  it?  all  for  smoke-^ 
Eternity  for  bubbles,  proves  at  last  L7& 

A  senseless  bargain.    When  I  see  such  games 
PlajF'd  by  the  creatures  of  a  pew.'r  who  uveas» 
Tiuit  lie  will  judge  the  Ear.tlk,  and  call  the  ibol: 
To  a  sharp  reckoning,  that  has  liv'd  in.  vain-v 
And  when  I  weigh>  this  seeming  wisdom:  weilV/        ^^ 
And  prove  it  in  th'  iofaUible  result 
80  hollow  and  sq  false-^I  feel  my  heari 
I^ifeolr»  m  pity^  and  aAOoiuot  the  learn'd, 
If  this  be  leamiag,  most  of  all  decelv'd. 
Great  eximea  adaim  the  conscience^  bait  i^  sleepsv*  ^^ 
While  thought^  maa^  i»  plausibly  amused., 
Defiind  me,  therefoce,  common  sense,  saj:  I, 
From  reveries,  aOrai^y,.  from  the  toil 
Of  dropping  buekets  into^  empty  wells. 
And  growing  old  in  drawing  nothing  up !.  1^ 

'Twere  well,  says  one,  sage,  erudite,  proibuAd 
"Cerribly  arch-'d  and  a^^uiline  his  nose, 
And  overbuilt  with  mxM  impending  brows, 
*Twere  well,  could  you  permit  the  World  to  Uvo 
As  the  world  pleases :  what's  the  World  to  yoa  ?    195 
Much.    I  was  uom  of  woman,  and  drew  milk 
Ae  eweet  as  charity  from  human  breasts, 
I  think,  articulate— *I  laugh  and  weep. 
And  exercise  all  funoUons  of  &  man. 
How  then  should  I  uwl  any  man  that  lives  200 

Be  strangers  to  each  oiher  ?  Fierce  my  vein, 
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Take  of  the  crimson  stream  meand'ring  there, 
And  catechise  it  well :  apply  thy  glass, 
Search  it,  and  prove  now  if  it  be  not  blood 
Congenial  with  thine  own :  and,  if  it  be,  908 

What  edge  of  subtlety  canst  thou  suppose 
Keen  enough,  wise  and  skilful  as  thou  art, 
To  cut  the  link  of  brotherhood,  by  which 
One  common  Maker  bound  me  to  the  kind  ? 
True  ;  I  am  no  proficient,  I  confess,  210 

In  arts  like  yours.    I  cannot  call  the  swift 
And  perilous  lightnings  from  the  angry  clouds, 
And  bid  them  hide  themselves  in  earth  beneath  ; 
I  <^annot  analyze  the  air,  nor  catch 
The  parallax  of  yonder  luminous  point,  215 

That  seems  half  quench'd  in  the  immense  abyss  * 
Such  powers  I  boast  not — ^neither  can  I  rest 
A  silent  vritness  of  the  headlong  rage, 
Or  heedless  folly,  by  which  thousands  die, 
Bone  of  my  bone,  and  kindred  souls  to  mine.         230 
God  never  meant  that  man  should  scale  the  Heav^ 
By  strides  of  human  wisdom.   In  his  works. 
Though  wondrous,  he  commands  us  in  his  word 
To  seek  Aim  rather  where  his  mercy  shines. 
The  mind,  indeed,  enlighteif  d  from  above,  225 

Views  him  in  all ;  ascribes  to  the  grand  cause 
The  grand  effect ;  acknowledges  with  joy 
His  manner,  and  with  rapture  tastes  his  style. 
But  nev^r  yet  did  philosophick  tube. 
That  brings  the  planets  home  into  the  eye  290 

Of  observation,  and  discovers,  else 
Not  vbiblo,  his  family  of  worlds, 
Discover  him  that  rules  them  ;  such  a  veil 
Hangs  over  mortal  eyes,  blind  from  the  birth, 
And  dark  in  things  divine.     Full  oflen  too,  230 

Our  wayward  intellect,  tiie  more  we  learn 
Of  nature,  overlooks  her  author  more ; 
From  instrumental  causes  proud  to  draw 
('k>nclusions  retrograde,  and  mad  mistake 
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But  if  his  word  once  teach  ua — shoot  a  ray  240 

Through  all  the  heart's  dark  chambers,  and  raveal 
Troths  undiscem'd  but  by  that  hdy  light ; 
Then  all  is  plain.     Fhilooophy,  baptiz'd 
In  the  pure  fountain  of  eternal  love, 
Has  eyes  indeed ;  and  viewing  all  she  sees  845 

As  meant  to  indicate  a  God  to  man, 
Obres  Aim  his  praise,  and  forfeits  not  her  own. 
Learning  has  borne  such  firnit  in  other  days 
On  all  her  branches :  piety  has  found 
Friends  in  tho  friends  of  science,  and  true  pray*r   250 
Has  flow'd  from  lips  wet  with  Castalian  dews. 
Soch  was  thy  wisdom,  Newton,  childlike  sage ! 
Sagacious  reader  of  the  works  of  God, 
And  in  his  word  sagacious.    Such,  too,  thine, 
Milton,  whose  genius  had  angelick  wings,  255 

And  fed  on  manna !  And  such  thine,  in  whom 
Our  British  Themis  gloried  with  just  cause. 
Immortal  Hale !  for  deep  discernment  praia'd, 
And  sound  integrity,  not  more  than  fam'd 
For  sanctity  of  manners  undefil'd.  200 

All  flesh  is  grass,  and  all  its  glory  fades 
Like  tlie  fair  flow'r  dishevell'd  in  the  wind ; 
Riches  have  wings,  and  grandeur  is  a  dream , 
The  man  we  celebrate  must  find  a  tomb. 
And  wo  that  worship  him,  ignoble  graves.  2G5 

Notliing  is  pro<^  against  the  gen'ral  curse 
Of  vanity  that  seizes  all  below. 
The  only  amaranthine  flow'r  on  earth 
Is  virtue  ;  th'  only  lasting  treasure,  truth. 
But  what  is  truth  ?  *Twas  Pilate's  question  pat      370 
To  Truth  itself,  that  deign'd  him  no  reply. 
And  wherefore  ?  will  not  God  impart  his  light 
To  them  that  ask  it  ? — Freely — 'tis  his  joy, 
His  glory,  and  his  nature,  to  impart. 
But  to  the  proud,  uncandid,  insincere,.  5991 

Or  negligent  inquirer,  not  a  ^>ark. 
What's  that  which  brings  contempt  upon  a  book. 
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And  him  who  writes  it,  though  the  style  htf 

The  method  clear,  and  argument  exact  i 

That  makea  a  minister  in  lioly  tilings  ifll 

The  joy  of  many,  and  the  dread  of  more. 

His  name  a  theme  -for  pwwe  and  for  repro«ch  ?— 

That,  while  it  gives  ««  worth  ki  God's  aooounty 

Depreciates  and  iwdMs  us  in  o«r  own  ? 

What  pearl  is  it,  that  nch  men  cumot  ^bvy^  #91 

That  learning  is  too  proad  to  gather  up  ; 

But  which  the  poer,  and  the  deopis'd  of  «U> 

Beek  and  cibtain,  and  oft«n  find  misought ; 

Tell  me-Hind  I  will  lell  tliee  what  is  tm^ 

O  friendly  to  iht  htai  pursuks  of  mui,  ili 

Friendly  to  thought,  %o  virtue,  and  to  pMCii  * 
Domestiek  life  in  rural  leisure  passed  t 
Fow  know  tby  vahie,  and  few  lasle  thy  crwuiMlic 
Though  many  boast  thy  foroufrs,  and  a^ilt 
To  understand  Und  «lH>ose  thee  fbr  ikieif  own.        901 
But  foolish  man  ibregoes  his  ^^eper  hlhm^ 
E'en  ap  his  first  progenitor,  and  quits> 
Though  plac'd  in  Paradiso,  (for  eaith  has  Mifly 
Some  traces  o#  her  youthlul  beac^y  1^) 
Substantia]  happiness  for  ^ansient  joy :  -866 

Scenes  formed  for  contemplation,  and  to  nufss 
The  growing  seeds  of  wisdom ;  that  iniggeit 
By  ev'ry  pleasing^  image  they  present, 
Reflections  sueh  as  meliorate  the  heait, 
Compose  the  passions,  and  ozalt  the  nrind ;  30tt 

Scenes  such  as  tlMse  'tSt$  hh  Mipveme  d^fifht 
To  fill  with  riot,  and  defile  ^«^  Mood. 
Siiould  womb  ooBttg^on,  kind  to  the  peer  kmUm 
We  persecute,  annihUate  tiie  tiftet 
That  draw  the  «porttitaraA  orer  kiXL  «nd  M&^  W^ 

Fearless  and  wrapt  away  from  all  his  oarM  \ 
Should  never  gamo-lbwl  hateh  her  «g<gs  aga^ 
Kor  baited  hook  de<seive  the  lbh*fl  eye ; 
Could  pageantry  and  dance,  and  foast  and  song, 
Bo  quell^  in  all  our  summer^montlis'  retreats ;       315 
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How  iQUiy  Bolf-deludcd  nyinphs  and  swains. 
Who  dream  they  have  a  taste  for  fields  and  greres, 
Would  find  them  hideous  nurseries  of  the  spleen. 
And  crowd  th«  roads,  impatient  for  the  town  ! 
Thej  love  the  country ,  and  none  else,  who  seek,    38C 
For  their  own  sake,  its  silence  and  its  shade. 
Delights  which  who  would  leave  that  has  9,  heart 
Susceptible  of  pity,  or  a  mind 
Coltor'd  and  capable  of  sober  thought 
For  all  the  savage  dm  of  the  swift  paok  9K 

And  clamours  ef  the  field  ? — Detested  sport, 
That  owes  its  pleasures  to  another  ^s  jMiin ; 
That  feeds  upon  the  sobs  and  dying  shrieks 
Of  harmless  nature,  dumb,  but  yet  endued 
With  eloquence,  that  agonies  inspire,  880 

Of  silent  (eafs  and  heart-distending  sighs  ? 
Vain  tears,  alas,  and  sighs  that  never  find 
A  corresponding  tone  in  jovial  souls ! 
Well— one  at  least  is  safe.    One  sheker'd  haro 
Has  never  heard  the  sanguinary  yeH  835 

Of  cruel  man,  exuking  in  her  woes. 
Innocent  partner  of  my  peaceiU  home, 
Whom  tea  long  years^  experience  of  my  care 
Has  made  at  huit  familiar  t  idie  has-lost 
Much  of  her  vigilant  instinctive  dread,  340 

Not  needful  liere,  beneath -a  roof  like-  mine. 
Yes — ^thou  mayst  eat  thy  bread,  and  lick  t!ie  hand 
That  feeds  thee ;  thou  mayst  fV<^ick  on  the  floor 
At  ev'ning,  and  at  night  retire  secure 
To  thy  straw  eouch,  and  slumber  unalarm'd  ,         349 
For  I  have  gained  thy  confidence,  liave  pledged 
All  that  is  human  in  me,  to  ^etect 
Thine  unsuspecting  gratitude  and  love. 
If  I  survive  thee,  I  will  dig  thy  grave ; 
And,  when  I  place  thee  in  it,  sighing  say,  350 

[  knew  at  least  oae  hare  ^it  had  a  friend.* 

*  See  the  note  at  die  f  ud. 
Vol.  II.  r, 
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How  rurious  his  employments,  whom  tlie  world 
Calls  idle ;  and  who  justly  in  return 
Esteems  that  busy  world  an  idler  too ! 
Friends,  books,  a  garden,  and  perhaps  his  pen,        358 
Delightful  industry  enjoyed  at  home. 
And  nature  in  her  cultivated  trim 
Dress*d  to  his  taste,  inviting  liim  abroad— 
Can  he  want  occupation  who  has  these  ? 
Will  he  be  idle  who  has  much  t'  enjoy  ?  3G0 

Me  therefore  studious  of  laborious  ease. 
Not  slothful,  happy  to  deceive  the  time, 
Not  waste  it,  and  aware  that  human  life 
Is  but  a  loan  to  be  repaid  with  use, 
When  He  shall  call  his  debtors  to  account,  866 

From  whom  are  all  our  blessings,  business  findi 
E'en  here :  while  sedulous  I  seek  t'  improve^ 
At  least  neglect  not,  or  leave  unemployed. 
The  mind  he  gave  me ;  driving  it,  though  slaek 
Too  oft,  and  much  impeded  in  its  work  370 

By  causes  not  to  be  divulg'd  in  vain, 
To  its  just  point — ^the  service  of  mankind. 
He  that  attends  to  his  interiour  self, 
That  has  a  heart,  and  keeps  it ;  has  a  mind 
That  hungers  and  supplies  it ;  and  who  sedu        375 
A  social,  not  a  dissipated  life. 
Has  business ;  feels  himself  engaged  t'  achieve 
No  unimportant,  though  a  silent  task. 
A  life  all  turbulence  and  noise  may  seem 
To  him  that  leads  it  wise,  and  to  be  prais'd;  830 

But  wisdom  is  a  pearl  with  most  success 
Sought  in  still  water,  and  beneath  clear  skies  • 
He  that  is  ever  occupied  in  storms. 
Or  dives  not  for  it,  or  brings  up  instead, 
Vainly  industrious,  a  disgraceful  prize.  36i 

The  morning  finds  the  self-sequester'd  man 
Fresh  for  his  task,  intend  what  task  he  may. 
Whetlior  inclement  seasons  recommend 
His  warm  but  simple  hctme,  where  he  enjoys 
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With  her  who  shares  his  pleasures  and  his  lioart,   900 

Sweet  converse ;  sipping  calm  the-  fragrant  lymph, 

Which  neatly  she  prepares :  then  to  liis  book 

Well  chosen,  and  not  sullenly  perused 

In  selfish  silence,  but  imparted,  oil 

As  aught  occurs  that  she  may  smile  to  hear,  dlKi 

Or  turn  to  nourishment,  digested  well. 

Or  if  the  garden  with  its  many  cares. 

All  well  repaid,  demand  him,  he  attends 

The  welcome  call,  conscious  how  much  the  hand 

Of  lubbard  Labour  needs  his  watchful  eye,  400 

Oft  loitering  lazily,  if  not  o'crseen. 

Or  misapplying  his  unskilful  strength. 

Nor  does  he  govern  only,  or  direct. 

But  much  performs  himself.    No  y/orks  indeed, 

That  ask  robust,  tough  sinews  bred  to  toil,  405 

Servile  employ ;  but  such  as  may  amuse. 

Not  tire,  demanding  rather  skill  than  force. 

Proud  of  his  wellnspread  walls,  he  views  his  trees. 

That  meet,  no  barren  interval  between. 

With  pleasure  more  than  e*en  their  fruits  afford ;   410 

Which,  save  himself  who  trains  tliem,  none  can  feel. 

These  therefore  are  his  own  peculiar  charge ; 

No  meaner  hand  may  discipline  the  shoots. 

None  but  his  steel  approach  them.    What  is  weak, 

Distemper'd,  or  has  lost  prolifick  powers,  415 

Impaired  by  age,  his  unrelenting  hand 

Dooms  to  the  knife  :  nor  does  he  spare  the  soft 

And  succulent,  that  feeds  its  giant  growth. 

But  barren,  at  th'  expense  of  neighboring  twigs 

Less  ostentatious,  and  yet  studded  thick  420 

With  hopeful  gems.    The  rest,  no  portion  left 

That  may  disgrace  his  art,  or  disappoint 

Large  expectation,  he  disposes  neat 

At  measured  distances,  that  air  and  sun,    ~ 

Admitted  freely  may  afford  their  aid,  42k 

\nd  ventilate  and  warm  the  swelling  buds. 

Hence  summer  has  her  riches.  Autumn  hence, 
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And  hence  o'cn  Winter  fills  liisVither'd  hand 
'With  blushing  fruits,  and  plenty  not  his  own.* 
Fair  recompense  of  labour  well  bdstow'd,  430 

And  wise  precaution  ;  which  a  cliino  so  rude 
Makes  needful  still,  whose  Spring  is  but  the  child 
Of  churlish  Winter,  in  her  froward  moods 
Dbcov'ring  much  the  temper  of  her  airei 
For  oil,  as  if  in  hor  the  stream  of  mild  485 

Maternal  nature  had  reversed  its  course, 
She  brings  her  infants  forth  with  m&nj  smilet  i 
But  once  deliver 'd,  kills  them  with  a  frown. 
He  therefore,  timely  warned,  himself  supplies 
Her  want  of  care,  screeiiing  and  keeping  warm     440 
The  plenteous  bloom^  that  no  rough  blast  may  sweep 
His  garlands  from  tlie  boughs.    Again,  as  oft 
As  the  sun  peeps,  and  vernal  aits  breathe  mild, 
The  fence  withdrawn,  he  gives  them  cv*ry  beani, 
And  spreads  his  hopes  before  the  blate  of  day.       445 

To  raise  the  prickly  and  green-coated  gourde 
So  grateful  to  the  palate,  and  when  rare 
So  coveted,  else  base  and  disesteem'd^ 
Food  for  the  vulgar  merely — is  an  art 
That  toiling  ages  have  but  just  matured,  450 

And  at  this  moment  unessay'd  in  song. 
Yet  gnats  have  had,  and  frogs  and  micO)  long  nneey 
Their  eulogy  ;  those  sang  the  Mantuan  bard^ 
And  these  tho  Grecian,  in  ennobling  strains ; 
And  in  thy  numbers.  Philips,  shines  for  aye  455 

Tlio  solitary  shilling.     Pardon,  then, 
Ye  sago  di^ensers  of  pootick  fame, 
Th*  ambition  of  one  meaner  far,  whose  pow*r% 
Presuming  an  attempt  not  less  sublime, 
Pant  for  the  praise  of  dressing  to  the  taste  460 

Of  critick  appetite,  no  sordid  fare, 
A  cucumber,  while  costly  yet  and  searee. 

Tho  stable  yields  a  storcoraceous  heap, 

^  MiraUirque  novos  fructus  et  non  sua  poma.     Vir;^ 
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Impregnated  with  quick  fermenting  salts, 
And  potent  to  resist  the  freezing  blast :  4M 

For  ere  tlie  beech  and  elm  have  cast  their  leaf 
Deciduous,  when  now  November  dark 
Checks  vegetation  in  the  torpid  plant 
Expos'd  to  his  cold  breath,  the  task  begins. 
Warily,  therefore,  and  with  prudent  heed,  470 

He  seeks  a  favoured  spot ;  that  where  he  builds 
Th'  agglomerated  pile  his  frame  maj  front 
The  sun*s  meridian  disk,  and  at  the  back 
Enjoj  close  shelter,  wall,  or  reeds,  or  hedge 
Impervious  to  the  wind.    First  he  bids- spread         475 
Dry  fern  or  litter'd  hay,  that  may  imbibe 
Th*  ascending  damps;  then  leisurely  imposei 
And  lightly  shaking  it  with  agile  hand 
From  the  full  fork,  the  saturated  straw. 
What  longest  binds  the  closest  forms  secure  480 

The  shapely  side,  that  as  it  rises  takes, 
By  just  degrees,  an  overhanging  breath, 
Shelt'ring  the  base  with  its  projected  eaves ; 
Th*  uplifted  frame,  compact  at  ev*ry  joint, 
And  overlaid  with  clear  translucent  glass,  48ft 

He  settles  next  upon  the  sloping  mount, 
Whose  sharp  declivity  shoots  off  secure 
From  the  dash'd  pane  the  deluge  as  it  falls.  j 

Ho  shuts  it  cbse,  and  the  first  labour  ends. 
Thrice  must  the  voluble  and  restless  Earth  490 

Spin  round  upon  her  axle,  ere  the  warmth, 
Blow  gathering  in  the  midst,  through  the  square  MtM 
Difius'd,  attain  the  surface  ;  when,  behold  ! 
A  pestilent  and  most  corrosive  stream. 
Like  a  gross  fog  Boeotian,  rising  fast,  496 

And  fast  condens'd  upon  the  dewy  sash. 
Asks  egress  ?  which  obtained,  the  overcharged 
And  drenched  conservatory  breathes  abroad, 
'  In  volumes  wheeling  slow  the  vapour  dank  ; 
And,  purified,  rejoices  to  have  lost  500 

Its  foul  inhabitant.    But  to  assuage 
6' 
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Th*  impatient  fervotir,  which  it  first  conceives 

Within  its  reeking  bosom>  threatening  death 

To  his  jonng  hopes,  requires  discreet  delay. 

Experience,  slow  preceptress,  teaching  oft  501 

The  way  to  glory  by  miscarriage  foul, 

Must  prompt  him,  and  admonish  ho-w  to  catch 

Th'  auspicious  moment,  when  the  tempered  heat. 

Friendly  to  vital  motion,  may  afford 

Sofl  fomentatioti,  and  invite  the  seed.  SIO 

The  seed,  selected  wisely,  plump,  and  smeotfai 

And  glossy,  ho  commits  to  pots  of  size 

Diminutive,  well  fill'd  with  wcU-prepat'd 

And  fruitful  soil,  that  has  been  treasured  loiig« 

And  drank  no  moisture  from  the  dripping  clouds.  615 

These  on  the  warm  and  genial  earth  that  hides 

Tho  smoking  manure,  and  o'erspreads  it  all, 

Ha  places  lightly,  and,  as  time  subdues 

The  rage  of  fermentation,  plunges  deep 

In  the  soft  medium,  till  they  stand  immers'd.  580 

Then  rise  the  tender  germs,  upstarting  quick 

And  spreading  wide  their  spongy  lobes ;  at  first 

Me,  wan,  and  livid ;  but  assuming  soon. 

If  fanned  by  btlmy  and  nutritious  air, 

Strain'd  througk  tiie  fnendly  mats,  a  vivid  green.  525 

Two  loaves  produced,  two  rough  indented  loaves. 

Cautious  he  pinches  from  the  secon<l  stalk 

A  )>imple  that  portends  a  future  sprout. 

And  interdiets  its  growth.    Thence  straiglit  succeed 

The  branches,  sturdy  to  his  utmost  wish  ;  530 

Prolifick  all,  and  harbingers  of  more. 

The  crowded  roots  demand  enlargement  boW| 

khd  transplantation  in  an  ampler  spaee. 

Indulg'd  in  what  they  wish,  they  soon  supply 

Large  foliage,  overshadowing  golden  flow'rs,  596 

Blown  on  the  summit  of  the  apparent  fruit. 

These  have  their  soxes ;  and  when  summer  tdiines 

The  bee  transports  the  fertilising  meal 

From  flow'r  to  flow'r,  and  e*en  the  breatliing  air 
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Walls  the  rich  prize  to  its  appointed  use.  540 

Not  so  when  winter  scowls.  Assistant  Art 
Then  acts  in  Nature's  office,  brings  to  pass 
The  glad  espousals,  and  ensures  the  crop. 

Grudge  not,  ye  rich,  (since  Luxury  must  hav« 
His  dainties,  and  the  World's  more  num'rous  half  546 

'  Lives  by  contriving  delicates  for  you,) 
Grudge  not  the  cost.    Te  little  know  the  caies 
The  vigilance,  the  labour,  and  the  skill, 
That  day  and  night  are  exercis'd,  and  hang 
Upon  the  ticklish  balance  of  suspense,  560 

That  ye  may  garnish  your  profuse  regales 
With  summer  fruits  brought  forth  by  wintry  suns. 
Ten  thousand  dangers  lie  in  wait  to  thwart 
The  process.    Heat,  and  cold,  and  wind,  and  stoam^ 
Moisture  and  drought,  mice,  worms,  and  swarmiiig 
'flies,  555 

Minute  as  dust,  and  numberless,  oft  work 
Dire  disappointment,  that  admits  no  cure, 
And  which  no  care  can  obviate.    It  were  lung. 
Too  long,  to  tell  th'  expedients  and  the  shifts, 
Which  he  that  fights  a  season  so  severe  560 

Devises  while  he  guards  his  tender  trust ; 
And  oft  at  last  in  vain.    The  leam'd  and  wise 
Sarcastick  would  exclaim,  and  judge  the  song 
Cold  as  its  theme,  and  like  its  theme  the  fruit 

.  Of  too  much  labour,  worthless  when  produced.       565 
Who  bves  a  garden  loves  a  green-house  too 
Unconscious  of  a  less  propitious  clime. 
There  blooms  exotick  beauty,  warm  and  snug, 
While  the  winds  whistle  and  the  snows  descend 
The  spiry  myrtle  with  unwith*ring  leaf  570 

Shines  there,  and  flourishes.    The  golden  boast 
Of  Portugal  and  western  India  there, 
Tlie  ruddier  orange,  and  the  paler  lime 
Peep  through  their  polish'd  foliage  at  the  storm. 
And  seem  to  smile  at  what  they  need  not  foai.       575 
The  amomum  there  with  Intermingling  flow'rs 
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And  cherries  hangs  her  twi^s.     Geranium  boturts 

Her  crimson  honours  ;  and  the  spangled  beau, 

Ficoides  glitters  bright  the  winter  long. 

All  plants  of  cv*ry  leaf,  that  can  endure  680 

The  winter's  frown,  if  screen'd  from  his  shrewd  bite, 

Live  there,  and  prosper.    Those  Ausonia  claims, 

Levantine  regions  these ;  th'  Azores  send 

Their  jessamine,  her  jessamine  remote 

Caifraria :  foreigners  from  many  lands,  585 

They  form  one  social  shade,  as  if  convened 

By  magick  summons  of  th*  Orphean  lyre. 

Yet  just  arrangement,  rarely  brought  to  pass 

But  by  a  master's  hand,  disposing  well 

The  gay  diversities  of  leaf  and  flow'r,  590 

Must  lend  its  aid  t'  illustrate  all  their  charms. 

And  dress  the  regular  yet  various  scene. 

Plant  behind* plant  aspiring,  in  the  van 

The  dwarfish,  in  the  rear  retir'd,  but  still 

Sublime  above  the  rest,  the  statelier  stand.  51>5 

So  once  were  rang'd  the  sons  of  ancient  RomO| 

A  noble  show  !  while  Roscius  trod  the  stage ; 

And  so,  while  Garrick,  as  renown'd  as  he, 

The  sons  of  Albion ;  fearing  each  to  lose 

Some  note  of  Nature's  mosick  from  his  lips,  COO 

And  covetous  of  Shakspeare's  beauty,  seen 

In  ev'ry  flash  of  his  far-beaming  eye, 

Nor  taste  alone  and  well-contriv'd  display 

Suffice  to  give  the  marshall'd  ranks  the  grace 

Of  their  complete  effect.    Much  yet  remams  005 

Unsung,  and  many  cares  are  yet  behind. 

And  more  laborious  ;  cares  on  which  depend 

Their  vigour,  injur'd  soon,  not  soon  restored. 

The  soil  must  be  renew'd,  which  often  wash'd 

Loses  its  treasure  of  salubrious  fialts,  010 

And  disappoints  the  roots ;  the  slender  roota 

Close  interwoven,  where  they  meet  the  vase, 

Must  smooth  be  shorn  away  ;  the  sapless  branchy 

Must  fly  before  the  knife ;  the  withcr'd  leaf 
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Must  be  detached,  and  where  it  strews  the  floor      615 
Swept  with  a  woman's  neatness,  breeding  else 
Contagion  and  disseminating  death. 
Discharge  but  these  kind  offices,  (and  who 
Would  spare,  that  loves  them,  offices  like  tboM  ?) 
Well  they  repay  the  toil.    The  mght  is  pleaB6d>     AM 
The  scent  regal'd,  each  odoriTrons  leaf, 
Each  opening  blossom,  freely  breathes  abroad 
Its  gratitude,  and  thanks  him  with  itff  sweeti* 

So  manifold,  all  pleasing  in  their  kind. 
All  healthful,  are  th*  employs  of  rural  lifo.  635 

Reiterated  as  the.  wheel  of  time 
Runs  round ;  still  ending,  and  beginning  sUli 
Nor  are  these  all.    To  deck  the  shapely  kBoHl 
That  sofUy  swell'd  and  g&yly  dress'd  appears 
A  flow'ry  island,  firom  the  dark  green  lawn  030 

Emerging,  must  be  deem*d  a  labour  doe 
To  no  mean  hand,  and  asks  the  touch  of  tasta^ 
Here  also  grateful  mixture  of  well-match'd 
And  sorted  hues,  (each  giving  each  relief. 
And  by  contrasted  beauty  shining  more,)  635 

Is  needful.    Strength  may  wield  the  ponderous  spadB|. 
May  turn  the  clod,  and  wheel  the  compost  home  | 
But  elegance,  chief  grace  the  garden  sbowsy 
And  most  attractive,  is  the  &ir  result 
Of  thought,  the  creature  of  a  polish'd  miad.  640 

Without  it  all  is  Gothick  as  the  scene 
To  which  th*  insipid  citizen  resorts 
Near  yonder  heath  ;  where  industry  mispenti 
But  proud  of  his  uncouth,  ill-chosen  task, 
Has  made  a  Heav'n  on  Earth ;  with  suns  uid  moont 
Of  close-ramm'd  stones  has  charged  th'  enciuBbvr'd 
soil,  646 

And  fairly  laid  the  Eodiack  in  the  dust. 
He,  therefore,  who  would  see  his  flow'rs  disposed 
Sightly  and  in  just  order,  ere  he  gives 
The  beds  the  trusted  treasure  of  their  seeds,  660 

forecasts  the  future  whole ;  that,  when  the  soelM 
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Shall  break  into  its  preconcciv'd  display, 

Each  for  itself,  and  all  as  with  one  voice 

Conspiring,  may  attest  his  bright  design, 

Nor  even  then  dismissing  as  perform'd,  €65 

His  pleasant  work,  may  he  suppose  it  done. 

Few  self-supported  flow'rs  endure  the  wind 

Uninjur'd,  but  expect  the  upholding  aid 

Of  the  smooth  shaven  prop,  and,  neatly  tied, 

Are  wedded  thus,  like  beauty  to  old  age,  660 

For  interest  sake,  the  living  to  the  dead. 

Some  clothe  the  soil  that  feeds  them,  far  difitis*d 

And  lowly  creeping,  modest  and  yet  fair, 

Like  virtue,  thriving  most  where  little  seen 

Some  more  aspiring  catch  the  neighbour  shrub       665 

With  clasping  tendrils,  and  invest  his  branch. 

Else  unadom'd,  with  many  a  gay  festoon 

And  fragrant  chaplet,  recompensing  well 

The  strength  they  borrow  with  the  grace  they  lend. 

All  hate  the  rank  society  of  weeds,  670 

Noisome,  fcnd  ever  greedy  to  exhaust 

Th*  impov*rish*d  earth ;  an  overbearing  race, 

That,  like  the  multitude  made  faction  mad, 

Disturb  good  order,  and  degrade  true  worth. 

O  blest  seclusion  from  a  jarring  world,  675 

Which  he,  thus  occupied,  enjoys !  Retreat 
Cannot  indeed  to  guilty  man  restore 
Lost  innocence,  or  cancel  follies  past ; 
But  it  has  peace,  and  much  secures  the  mind 
From  all  assaults  of  evil ;  proving  still  680 

A  faithful  barrier,  not  o*erleap*d  with  ease 
By  vicious  Custom,  raging  uncontroll'd 
Abroad,  and  desolating  publick  life. 
When  fierce  Temptation,  seconded  within 
By  traitor  Appetite,  and  arm'd  with  darts  685 

Temper*d  in  Hell,  invades  the  throbbing  breast, 
To  combat  may  be  glorious,  and  success 
Perhaps  may  crown  us  ;  but  to  fly  is  safe. 
Had  I  the  choice  of  sublunary  good, 
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What  eou»d  i  wish,  that  I  posaeffs  not  here  ?  690 

Health,  leisure,  means  t'  unprove  it,  friendship^  peacOf 
No  loose  or  wanton,  thoun^h  a  wandering  musoi 
And  constant  occupation  without  care. 
Thus  hlest,  I  draw  a  picture  of  that  blisi; 
Hopeless,  indeed,  that  dissipated  minds,  G95 

And  profligate  abusers  of  a  world 
Created  fair  so  much  in  vain  for  them, 
Should  seek  the  guiltless  joys  that  I  deacribey 
AUur*d  b J  mj  report :  but  sure  no  less 
That  self-condemn'd  they  most  neglect  the  pnze^  700 
And  what  they  will  not  taste  must  yet  approve. 
What  we  adndre  we  praise ;  and  when  we  praiM 
Advance  it  into  notice,  that,  its  worth 
Acknowledg'd,  others  may  admire  it  too. 
I  therefore  recommend,  though  at  the  risk  706 

Of  popular  disgust,  yet  boldly  still, 
The  cause  of  piety  and  sacred  truth, 
4nd  virtue,  nnd  those  scenes  which  God  ordain'd 
Should  best  secure  them,  and  promote  them  most; 
Scenes  that  I  love,  and  with  regret  perceive  710 

Forsaken,  or  through  folly  not  enjoy'd. 
f  ure  is  the  nymph,  though  liberal  of  her  smiles, 
And  chaste,  though  unconfin'd,  whom  I  eztoL 
Not  as  the  prince  in  Skushan,  when  he  call'd. 
Vain-glorious  of  her  charms,  his  Vashti  forth,        715 
To  grace  the  full  pavilion.    His  design 
Was  but  to  boast  his  own  peculiar  good. 
Which  all  might  view  with  envy,  n<me  partako. 
My  charmer  is  not  mine  alone ;  my  sweets. 
And  she  that  sweetens  all  my  bitters  too,  720 

Nature,  enchanting  Nature,  in  whose  form 
And  lineaments  divine  I  trace  a  hand 
That  errs  not,  and  find  natures  still  renow*d, 
Xs  free  to  all  men — ^universal  prize. 
'Strange  that  so  fair  a  creature  should  yet  want      725 
Admirers,  and  be  de&\in'd  to  divide 
IVith  moaner  objects  e'en  the  few  she  fin4s ! 
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Stripped  of  her  ornaments,  hor  loAves  and  flow*iSy 

She  losei  all  her  influence.    Cities  then 

Attract  us,  and  nogleeted  Nature  pinea  730 

Abandoned  as  unworthy  of  our  love. 

But  are  not  whoksome  airs,  though  ttnpevfum'4 

B J  roses ;  and  olear  suns,  though  scarcely  felt , 

And  groves,  if  unharmonious,  yet  secure 

From  clamour,  and  whose  very  silence  charms  ;     935 

To  be  preferr*d  to  ssaoke,  to  the  eclipssi 

That  metropolitan  volcanoes  make, 

Whose  Stygian  throats  breathe  darkness  all  day  loag; 

And  to  the  stir  of  Commerce,  driving  slow. 

And  thund'mig  loud,  with  U»  ten  thovsand  wlieehi? 

They  would  be,  were  not  madness  in  the  faead^       7il 

And  folly  in  the  heart ;  were  England  now^ 

What  England  was,  plain,  hospitable,  kind. 

And  undebauch'd.    Bat  we  have  bid  fareweB 

To  all  the  virtues  of  those  better  days,  74$ 

And  all  their  lienest  i^easuMS.    Mmismmm  once 

Know  their  own  masters ;  and  laborious  hiiMk, 

Who  had  mirviv'd  the  father,  serv'd  the  son. 

Now,  the  legitimate  and  rightful  lord  « 

Is  but  » tranuent  j^est,  newly  arriv'd,  9ii 

And  soon  to  be  supplanted.    He  that  saw 

His  patrimonial  timber  cast  its4eaf^ 

Sells  the  last  scantling,  and  transfers  the  price 

To  some  shrewd  sharper,  ere  it  buds  again. 

Estates  a^.  landscapes,  gaz*d  upon  a  while,  75S 

Thdn  advertis*d,  and  auctioneer*d  away. 

The  country  starves,  and  they  that  feed  th'  o'ecoharg'id 

And  surfeited  lewd  town  with  her  £ur  d'^ee, 

By  a  just  judgment  strip  and  starve  tliemsdves. 

The  wings  that  waft  our  riches  out  of  sight,  700 

Grow  on  the  gamester's  elbows,  B'ld  the  alert 

And  nimble  motion  of  those  resLess  joints, 

That  never  tire,  soon  fans  them  all  ^way. 

Improvement,  too,  tho  idol  of  the  q  re, 

U  fed  with  many  a  victim.     Lo.  ho  K>mes !  9106 
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Th*  omnipotent  magiciaii;  BrowB,  appears ! 
Down  fallf  the  venerable  pile,  th*  abode 
Of  our  forefatbere — a  ffrave  wididter'd  raee^ 
But  tastelese.    Sprhigs  a  palace  In  its  stetidy 
But  in  a  distant  spot ;  where  mere  espba*^  971 

It  may  enjoy  th'  advanta^  of  the  Borth, 
And  aguisli  east,  till  time  shall  hare  «ransfeni*d 
Those  naked  acres  to  a  shelt'ring^  grove. 
He  speaks.    The  lake  hn  front  heeeroos  a  Itmn ; 
Woods  Tanish,  hills  subside,  and  iraUeys  risa  97ft 

And  streacBSy  as  if  created  for  his  nae, 
Pursne  the  track  of  Ins  directing  wand,    ^ 
Blnuous  or  straight,  now  rapid  and  now  skup, 
Now  minrm*ring  soft,  ntm  roaring  in  cascades— 
E*en  as  he  bids !  Th*  enraptnrM  owner  smites.       980 
'Tis  finish*d,  and  yet,  finish 'd  as  it  seems, 
Still  wants  a  grace,  the  loveliest  it  eonkl  shoir, 
A  mine  to  satisfy  th'  enormous  eoi^ 
Drain'd  to  the  last  poor  item  of  hfei  wealth, 
He  sighs,  departs,  and  leaves  th*«ceompliBh*d  plan  98$ 
That  he  has  toneh'd,  retonch'd,  many  a  long  day 
Laftour'd,  and  many  a  night  pursu'd  in  dreams, 
Just  when  it  meets  his  hopes,  and  proves  the  Heav*n 
He  wanted,  for  a  wealthier  to  enjoy ! 
And  now  perhaps  the  glorious  hour  is  come,  790 

When,  having  no  stake  left,  no  pledge  t*  endear, 
Her  int'rests,  or  that  gives  her  eacred  cause 
A  moment's  operation  en  his  love, 
He  bums  with  most  intense  and  flagrant  seal 
To  serve  his  conntry.    Ministerial  grace  706 

Deals  him  out  money  from  the  publick  chest ; 
Or,  if  that  mine  be  shut,  some  private  parse 
Supplies  his  need  with  a  usurious  loaBy 
To  be  refunded  duly,  when  his  vote 
Well-manag'd  shall  have  eam'd  its  worthy  price.   800 
O  innocent,  oompar'd  with  arts  like  these. 
Crape,  and  cock'd  pistol,  and  the  whistling  ball 
Sent  through  the  trav'ller's  temples  *  He  that  finds 
Vol.  IL  7 
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One  drop  of  Heav'n's  sweet  mercy  in  his  cop. 

Can  dig,  beg,  rot^  and  perish ,  well  content,  805 

So  he  maj  wrap  himself  in  honest  rags 

At  his  last  gasp  ;  but  could  not  for  a  world 

Fish  up  his  dirty  and  dependent  bread 

From  pools  and  ditches  of  the  commonwealth, 

Sordid  and  sick'ning  at  his  own  Bucceni.  blO 

Ambition,  avarice,  penury,  incurr'd 
By  endless  riot,  vanity,  the  lust 
Of  pleasure  and  variety,  despatch 
As  duly  as  the  swallows  disappear, 
The  world  of  wand'ring  knights  and  squires  to  town 
London  ingulfs  them  all !  The  shark  is  there,         816 
And  the  shark's  prey ;  the  spendthrift,  and  the  leech 
That  sucks  him  •  there  the  sycophant,  and  ho 
Who,  with  bareheaded  and  obsequious  bows. 
Begs  a  warm  office,  doomed  to  a  cold  jail  820 

And  groat  per  diem,  if  his  patron  frown. 
The  levee  swarms,  as  if  in  gt>Iden  pomp 
W^re  charactered  on  ev'ry  statesman's  door, 
**  Batter'd  and  bankrupt  fortunes  mended  here.^ 
These  are  the  charms  that  sully  and  eclipse        ,  825 
The  charms  of  nature.    'Tis  the  cruel  gripe, 
That  lean,  hard-handed  Poverty  inflicts, 
The  hope  of  better  things,  the  chance  to  win. 
The  wish  to  shine,  the  thirst  to  be  amus*d, 
That  at  the  sound  of  Winter's  hoary  wing  830 

Unpeople  all  our  countries  of  such  herds 
Of  fluttering,  loit'ring,  cringing,  begging,  1ooM| 
And  wanton  vagrants,  as  make  London,  vast 
And  boundletss  as  it  is,  a  crowded  coop. 

O  thou  resort  and  mart  of  all  the  eartb,  835 

Checkered  with  all  complexions  of  mankind,  , 
And  spotted  with  all  crimes ;  in  whom  I  see 
Much  that  I  love,  and  more  that  I  admire, 
And  all  that  I  abhor  ;  thou  freckled  fair, 
That  plcasest  and  yet  shock'st  me  !  I  can  laugh.    brlU 
And  1  can  weep,  can  liope  and  can  doepoud 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  GARDEN. 

feel  wrath  and  pity,  when  I  think  on  thee ! 
Ten  righteoas  would  have  sav'd  a  cky  once, 
And  thou  hast  many  righteous. — ^WeU  for 
That  salt  preserves  thee ;  more  corrupted  else. 
And  therefore  more  obnoxious,  at  this  hour. 
Than  Sodom  in  her  day  had  pow*r  to  be, 
**or  wkom  Qad  heard  hki  Abr'ham  plead  fai 
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ARGUMENT  OF  THE  FOURTH  BOOK. 

riio  poit  comes  in— The  newspaper  is  read— The  WorM  contea* 
plated  at  a  distance — Address  to  Winter- The  rural  amusement* 
of  a  winter  evening  compared  with  the  fashionable  onos^ — Ad- 
dress to  evening— A  brown  study— Fall  of  snow  in  the  evening 
The  wagoner— A  poor  family  piece— The  rural  thief— Pubhck 

1  houses— ?rho  multitude  of  them  censured— The  farmer's  daugh- 
ter :  what  she  was, — wliat  she  is— The  simplicity  of  country 
manners  almost  lost — Causes  of  the  change — Desertion  of  the 
country  by  the  rich— Neglect  of  the  magistrates— The  militia  prin- 
cipally in  fault — The  new  recruit  and  his  transformation — Re- 
flection on  bodies  corjiorate — The  love  of  rural  objects  natural  to 
all,  and  never  io  bo  totally  extinguished. 


HARK  !  His  the  twanging  horn  o'er  yonder  bridge, 

That  with  its  wearisome  but  needful  length 

Bestrides  the  wintry  flood ;  in  which  the  moon 

Sees  her  unwrinkled  face  reflected  bright : — 

He  comes,  the  herald  of  a  noisy  world,  & 

With  spatter'd  boots,  strapp'd  waist,  and  frozen  locks, 

News  from  all  nations  lumbering  at  his  back. 

True  to  his  charge,  the  close-pack 'd  load  behind, 

Yet  careless  what  he  brings,  his  one  concern 

Is  to  conduct  it  to  the  destin'd  inn ;  10 

And  having  dropp'd  th'  expected  bag,  pass  en. 

He  whistles  as  he  goes,  liglit- hearted  wretch. 
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Cold  and  jet  chearful :  messenger  of  grief 
Perhaps  to  thousands,  and  of  joy  to  some ; 
To  him  indifferent  whether  grief  or  joj.  1ft 

Houses  in  ashes,  and  the  £ill  of  stocks, 
Births,  deaths,  and  marriages,  epistles  wet 
With  tears,  that  trickled  down  the  writer's  ciieekf 
Fast  as  the  periods  from  his  fluent  quill, 
Qr  charged  with  am'roui  sighs  of  absent  swains,      20 
Or  njmphs  rei^nsive,  equally  affect 
His  horse  and  him,  unconscious  of  them  alL    ' 
But  O,  th'  important  budget !  ushered  in 
With  such  heart-shaking  munck,  who  .can  saj 
What  are  its  tidings  ?  have  our  troops  awak*d  ?        25 
Or  do  they  still,  as  if  with  opium  drugg'd, 
Snore  to  the  murmurs  of  th*  Atlantick  wave 
Is  India  free  ?  and  does  she  wear  her  plum*d 
And  jewel'd  turban  with  a  smile  of  peace, 
Or  do  we  grind  her  still  ?  The  grand  debate,  90 

The  popular  harangue,  the  tart  reply, 
The  logick,  and  the  wisdom,  and  the  wit, 
And  the  loud  laugh — ^I  long  to  know  them  all ; 
I  bum  to  set  th'  imprison'd  wranglers  firee. 
And  giye  them  yoice  and  utt'rance  once  again.         35 

Now  stir  the  fire,  and  close  the  shutters  fast, 
Let  fall  the  curtains,  wheel  the  sofa  round, 
And,  while  the  bubbling  and  loud-hisnng  urn 
Throws  up  a  steamy  column,  and  the  cups. 
That  cheer  but  not  inebriate,  wait  on  each,  40 

So  let  uswwelcome  peacefiil  ey*ning  in. 
Not  such  lus  ev'ning,  who  with  shining  face 
Sweats  in  the  crowded  theatre,  and,  squeezed 
And  bor'd  with  elbow  points  through  both  his  sides, 
Outscolds  the  ranting  actor  on  the  stage  :  45 

Nor  his,  who  patient  stands  till  his  feet  throb. 
And  his  head  thumps,  to  feed  upon  the  breath 
Of  piUriots,  bursting  with  heroick  rage, 
Or  placemen,  all  tranquillity  and  smiles. 
This  folio  of  four  pages  happy  work  I  60 
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Which  not  e'en  criticks  criticise  ;  that  fi^Idv 
Inquisitive  attention,  while  I  read, 
Fast  bound  in  chains  of  silimoe,  which  the  feir, 
Though  eloquent  themselves,  yet  fear  to  break  ; 
What  is  it,  but  a  map  ef  busy  lifb,  56 

Its  fluctuations,  tnd  its  vast  concerns  ? 
Here  runs  the  roomntaiiiouB  and  eraggy  ridge, 
That  tempts  Audition.    Ob  the  summit  see 
The  seals  of  office  glitter  in  Ms  eyes ; 
He  climbs,  he  pants,  he  grasps  them !  At  his  heels  6d 
Close  at  his  heels,  a  demagogue  ascends, 
And  with  a  de^'rous  jerk  soon  twists  him  tJown, 
And  wins  them,  but  to  lose  them  in  his  turn. 
Here  rills  of  oily  eloquence,  in  soft 
Meanders  lubricate  the  course  they  take;  66 

The  modost  speaker  is  asham'd  and  grieved,    * 
T*  engross  a  moment's  notice  ;  and  yet  begs. 
Begs  a  propitious  ear  for  bis  poor  thoughts, 
However  trivial,  all  that  he  conceives. 
Sweet  bashfulnefis ;  it  claims  at  least  this  praise :     T6 
The  dearth  of  information  and  good  sense 
That  it  forete^.ls  us  always  comes  to  pafts. 
Cataracts  of  declamation  thunder  here ; 
There  forests  <tf  no  meaning  spread  the  page. 
In  which  aU  eomprehensien  wanders,  lost ;  99 

While  fields  of  pleasantry  amuse  us  there 
With  merry  descants  on  a  nation's  woes. 
The  rest  appears  a  'wilderness  of  strange 
But  gay  confusion ;  roses  for  the  cheeks, 
And  lilies  for  the  hrows  of  faded  age,  €0 

Teeth  for  the  toothless,  ringlets  for  the  haW, 
Heav'n,  earth,  and  ocean,  plundered  of  their  sweets, 
Nectareous  efssences,  Olympian  dews. 
Sermons,  and  city  feaste,  and  fav'rite  airs, 
iEthereal  journeys,  submarine  exploits,  ^     ^89 

And  Katterfelto,  with  his  hair  on  end 
At  his  own  wonders,  wond'ring  for  his  bread. 
Tis  pleasant,  through  the  loopholes  of  retreat, 
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To  peep  at  such  a  world  ',  to  see  the  sUr 
Of  th<)  great  Babel,  and  not  feel  the  crowd ;  90 

To  hear  the  roar  she  sends  through  all  her  galM 
At  a  sale  distance,  where  the  dymg  sound 
Falls  a  soft  murmur  on  th*  uninjur'd  ear. 
*Thus  sitting,  and  surveying  thus  at  ease 
The  globe  and  its  concerns,  I  seem  adrano'd  U6 

To  some  secure  and  more  than  mortal  height^ 
That  liberates  and  exempts,  me  from  them  aU. 
It  turns  submitted  to  ny  view,  turns  rovnd 
With  all  its  generations ;  I  behold 
The  tumult,  and  am  stilL    The  sound  of  war         100 
Has  lost  its  terrours  ere  it  reaches  me  ; 
Grieves,  but  alarms  me  not.    I  mourn  the  prid« 
And  av'rice  that  make  man  a  wolf  to  man ; 
Hear  the  faint  echo  of  those  brazen  throats, 
By  which  he  speaks  the  language  of  his  heait,       XQ^ 
And  sigh,  but  never  tremble  at  the  sound. 
He  travels  and  expatiates,  as  the  bee 
From  flow'r  to  flow'r,  so  he  from  land  te  kmd} 
The  manners,  customs,  policy,  of  all 
Pay  contributi<m  to  the  store  he  gleans;  IW 

He  sucks  intelligence  in  ev'ry  clime, 
And  spreads  the  honey  of  his  deep  research 
At  his  return-^-^  rich  repast  for  me. 
He  travels,  and  I  too.    1  tread  liis  deck, 
Ascend  his  topmast  through  his  peering  eyes  JUi 

Discover  countries,  with  a  kindred  heart 
Sufiler  his  woes,  and  share  in  his  escapes ;     . 
While  fiuicy,  like  the  finger  of  a  clock. 
Runs  the  great  circuit,  and  is  still  at  home 

O  Winter,  ruler  of  th'  inverted  year,  ISO 

Thy  scatter'd  hair  with  sleet  like  asiies  fill'd. 
Thy  breath  congeal'd  upon  thy  lips,  thy  cheeks 
Fring*d  with  a  beard  made  white  with  other  snows 
Thau  those  of  age,  thy  Ibrehead  wrapp'd  in  clouds, 
A  leafless  branch  thy  sceptre,  and  thy  throne  ld& 

A  sliding  car,  indebted  to  no  wheels, 
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But  urg'd  by  storms  along  its  slipp'ry  >vay, 
I  love  thee,  all  unlovely  as  thou  sccm'st, 
And  dreaded  as  thou  art !  Thou  hold'st  the  bun  > 
A  prisoner  in  the  yet  undawning  east,  13C 

.  Shortening  his  journey  between  mom  and  noon. 
And  hurrying  him,  impatient  of  his  stay, 
Down  to  tlie  rosy  west :  but  kindly  still- 
Compensating  his  loss  with  added  hours 
Of  social  converse  and  instructive  ease,  139 

And  gathering,  at  short  notice,  in  one  group 
The  family  dispers'd,  and  fixing  thought, 
Not  less  dispersed  by  daylight  and  its  cares. 
I  crown  thee  king  of  intimate  delights, 
Fireside  enjoyments,  homeborn  happiness,  140 

And  all  the  comforts  that  the  lowly  roof 
Of  undisturb'd  Retirement,  and  the  hourf 
Of  long,  uninterrupted  ev'ning  know. 
No  rattling  wheels  stop  short  before  tliese  gates , 
No  powdered  pert  proficient  in  the  art  145 

Of  sounding  an  alarm,  assaults  those  doors 
Till  the  street  rings ;  no  stationary  steeds 
Cough  their  own  knell,  while,  heedless  of  the  sound, 
The  silent  circle  fan  themselves,  and  quake  ; 
But  here  the  needle  plies  its  busy  task,  150 

The  pattern  grows,  the  well-depicted  flow'r, 
Wrought  patiently-into  the  snowy  lawn. 
Unfolds  its  bosom ;  buds,  and  leaves,  and  sprigs, 
And  curling  tendrils,  gracefully  disposed. 
Follow  the  nimble  finger  of  the  &ir ;  165 

A  wreath,  that  cannot  fade,  or  flow'rs  that  blow 
With  most  success  when  all  besides  decay. 
The  poet's  or  historian's  page  by  one 
Made  vocal  for  th'  amusement  of  the  rest :  159 

The  sprightly  lyre,  whose  treasure  of  sweet  Bounds 
The  touch  from  many  a  trembling  chord  shakes  out  • 
And  the  clear  voice  symphonious,  yet  distinct. 
And  in  the  charming  strife  triumphant  still. 
Beguile  the  night,  and  set  a  keener  edge 
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On  fomalo  industry  :  tho  tlureaded  steel  161 

Flies  swiftly,  and  unfelt  the  task  proceeds. 
The  volume  elos'd,  the  customary  rites 
Of  the  last  meal  cosunenoe.    A  Roman  meal: 
Such  as  tbe  mistress  of  the  world  oneo  found 
Delicious,  when  her  patriots  of  high  note,  170 

Perhaps  by  moonlight,  at  their  humble  doors^ 
And  under  an  old  oak's  domestick  shade, 
Enjoy'd,  spare  feast !  a  radish  and  an  egg. 
Discourse  ensues,  not  trivial,  yet  not  dull, 
Nor  such  as  with  a  frown  forbids  tho  play  175 

Of  fancy,  or  proscribes  the  sound  of  mirth : 
Nor  do  we  madly,  Ukv  an  impious  World, 
'  Who  deem  religion  frenzy,  and  the  God 
That  made  them  an  intruder  on  tlietr  joysy 
Start  at  his  awful  name,  or  deem  his  praise  180 

A  jarving  note.    Themes  of  ^a  graver  torn 
Exciting  oft  our  gratitude  and  love, 
While  we  retrace  with  Mem'ry's  pointing  ynmit 
That  calls  th«  post  to  our  exact  review. 
The  dangers  we  have  'scaped,  the  broken  pii«r»»     18ft 
The  disappointed  foe,  deliverance  found 
Unlook'd  for,  lifis  present 'd,  and  peace  restcNr'd-* 
Fruits  of  omnipotent  eternal  love. 
O  ev*nings  worthy  of  the  gods!  exdaim'd 
The  Sabine  bard.    O  ev'nings,  I  reply,  190 

More  to  be  priz'd  and  coveted  than  yovrsy 
As  more  illumin'd,  and  with  nobler  truths. 
That  I,  and  mine,  and  those  we  love,  enjoy. 

Is  Winter  hideous  in  a  gaih  like  this  ? 
Needs  he  the  tragiok,fur,  the  smoke  of  lampSi        190 
The  pent-up  breath  of  an  unsavVy  tlirongi 
To  thaw  him  inta  fiieling,  or  the  smart 
And  snappiBh  dialogue^  that  flippant  witfl 
Call  comiedy,  to  prompt  him  with  a  smite  i 
The  self-complacent  actor,  when  he  view*  900 

(Stealing  a  sidelong  glance  at  a  full  house) 
Tho  slope  of  faces,  from  the  floor  to  th'  roof 
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(As  if  one  master  spring  controll'd  them  all,") 

Relax'd  into  a  aniversal  grin, 

Sees  not  a  count'nance  there,  that  speaks  of  joy     90S 

Ha]f  so  refin'd  or  so  sincere  as  ours. 

Cards  were  superfluous  here,  with  all  the  tricks 

That  idleness  has  ever  yet  contrived 

To  fill  the  void  of  an  unfumish'd  brain, 

To  palliate  dulness,  and  give  time  a  diove.  910 

Time,  as  he  passes  us,  has  a  dove's  wing, 

UnsoiPd,  and  swift,  and  of  a  silken  sound  ; 

But  the  world's  Time  is  Time  in  masquerade  ! 

Theirs,  should  I  paint  him,  has  his  pinions  fledg'd, 

With  motley  plumes ;  and  where  the  peacock  shows 

His  azure  eyes,  is  tinctur'd  black  and  red  216 

With  spots  quadrangular  of  diamond  form, 

Ensanguined  hearts,  clubs  typical  of  strife, 

And  spades,  the  emblem  of  untimely  graves. 

What  should  be,  and  what  was  an  hourglass  once»  8S0 

Becomes  a  dicebox,  and  a  billiard  mace 

Well  does  the  work  of  his  destructive  sithe. 

Thus  dock'd,  he  charms  a  World  whom  Fashion  blinds 

To  his  true  worth,  most  pleas*d  when  idle  most: 

Whose  only  happy,  are  their  idle  hours.  235 

E'en  misses,  at  whose  age  their  mothers  wore 

The  backstring  and  the  bib,  assume  the  dress 

Of  womanhood,  sit  pupils  in  the  school 

Of  card  devoted  Time,  and,  night  by  night, 

Plac'd  at  some  vacant  comer  of  the  board,  290 

Learn  ev*ry  trick,  and  soon  play  all  the  game. 

But  truce  with  censure.    Roving  as  I  rove, 

Where  shall  I  find  an  end,  or  how  proceed  ? 

As  he  that  travels  far  oft  turns  aside, 

To  view  some  rugged  rock  or  mould'ring  tow'r,     235 

Which  seen,  delights  him  not ;  then  coming  iiomo 

Describes  and  (Prints  it,  that  the  world  may  know 

How  far  he  went  for  what  was  nothing  worth : 

So  I,  with  brush  in  hand  and  pallet  spread, 

With  colours  mix'd  for  a  far  diflTrent  use,  249 
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Pmint  cards,  and  dolls,  and  cv'ry  idlo  thing, 
That  Fancy  finds  in  her  excursive  flights. 

Come,  Ev'ning,  onco  again,  season  of  peaee, 
Return,  sweet  Evening,  and  continue  long ! 
Methinks  I  see  thee  in  the  streaky  west,  245 

With  matron  step  slow-moying,  while  the  Night 
Treads  on  thy  sweeping  train ;  one  hand  employed 
In  letting  fall  the  curtain  of  repose 
On  bird  and  beast,  the  other  charged  for  man 
With  sweet  oblivion  of  the  cares  of  day :  850 

Not  sumptuously  adom'd,  nor  needing  aid. 
Like  bomely-featur*d  Night,  of  clust'ring  gems , 
A  star  or  two,  just  twinkling  on  thy  brow. 
Suffices  thee ;  save  that  the  moon  is  tliiite 
No  less  than  hers,  not  worn  indeed  on  high  S55 

With  ostentatious  pageantry,  but  sot 
With  modest  grandeur  in  thy  purple  xcme, 
Resplendent  less,  but  of  an  ampler  round. 
Come  then,  and  thou  shalt  find  thy  votary  calm, 
Or  make  me  so.    Composure  is  thy  giA ;  9G0 

And,  whether  I  devote  thy  gentle  hours 
To  books,  to  masick,  or  the  poet's  toil ; 
To  weaving  nets  for  bird-aUuiing  fruit ; 
Or  twining  silken  threads  round  ivory  reels. 
When  they  command  whom  man  was  bom  to  please ; « 
I  slight  thee  not,  but  make  thee  welcome  still.        26C 

Just  when  our  drawing-rooms  begin  to  blaze 
With  lights,  by  clear  reflection  multiplied 
From  many  a  mirror,  in  which  he  of  Grath, 
Groliath,  might  have  seen  his  giant  bulk  S90 

Whole  without  stooping,  towering  crest  and  all, 
My  pleasures,  too,  begin.    But  me  perhaps 
The  glowing  hearth  may  satisfy  awhile 
With  faint  illumination,  that  uplifls 
The  shadows  to  the  ceiling,  there  by  fits  275 

Dancing  uncouthly  to  the  qniv'ring  flame, 
Not  undelightful  is  an  hour  to  me 
Bo  spent  in  parlour  twilight :  such  a  gloom 
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8oiti  well  the  thoughtful  or  unthmking  imiid« 

The  mind  contempiative,  with  some  new  then«     S^ 

Pregnaaty  or  indicpos'd  alike  to  alL 

Laugh  ye,  who  boast  your  more  mercurial  pow'nb 

That  never  feel  a  stupor,  know  no  pawse,  * 

Nor  need  one ;  I  am  conscious,  and  confess 

Fearless,  a  soul  that  does  not  always  think*  995 

Me  od  has  Fancy,  ludicrous  and  wild, 

Booth'd  with  a  waking  dream  of  houses,  tew'rii 

Trees,  churches,  and  strange  visages,  ezprMs'4 

In  the  red  cinders,  while  with  poring  eye 

I  gaz*d,  myself  creating  what  I  saw.  |{90 

Nor  less  amus'd  have  I  quiescent  wi^tch*d 

The  sooty  films  that  play  upon  the  bars 

Pendulous,  and  foreboding  in  the  view 

Of  superstition,  prophesying  still. 

Though  still  deceived,  some  stranger's  near  a^pcotch. 

Tis  thus  the  understanding  takes  repose  296 

In  indolent  vacuity  of  thought. 

And  sleeps,  and  is  refreshed.    Meanwhile  the  fiuse 

Conceals  the  mood  lethargick  with  a  mask 

Of  deep  deliberation,  as  the  man  ,  300 

Were  task'd  to  his  full  strength,  absorbed  and  lest 

Thus  ofl,  reclined  at  ease,  I  lose  an  hour 

^t  evening,  till  at  length  the  freezing  blast 

That  sweeps  the  bolted  shutter,  summons  home 

The  recollected  pow'rs  ;  and  snapping  short  305 

Tho  glassy  threads,  with  which  the  Fancy  weaves 

Her  brittle  toilfs  restores  me  to  myself. 

How  cahn  is  my  recess ;  and  how  Uie  frost, 

Raging  abrosd,  and  the  rough  wind,  endear 

The  silence  and  the  warmth  cnjoy'd  within  !  310 

I  saw  the  woods  and  fields  at  close  of  di^t 

A  variegated  show  ;  the  meadows  ^rcen. 

Though  faded ;  and  the  lands,  where  lately  wav*d 

The  golden  harvest,  of  a  mellow  brown, 

Upturn'd  so  lately  by  tho  forceful  share.  315 

I  saw  far  off  the  woody  follo^vs  smile 
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With  verdare  not  unprofitable,  grraz*d 
Bj  flocks,  fast  fbeding,  and  folecting  emek 
His  fav*rite  herb :  while  all  the  leafless  groym 
That  skirt  th'  horizon  wore  a  sable  hae. 
Scarce  notic'd  in  the  kindred  dosk  of  ere* 
f*o-morrow  brin^  a  chan^,  a  total  ehange ! 
Which  even  now,  though  silently  peT£ona*df 
And  slowly,  and  by  movt  imfbH,  ih%  face 
Of  universal  nature  undergoes. 
Fast  iklls  a  fleecy  show*r :  the  downy  flaket 
Descending,  and  with  never-ceasing  lapse, 
SofUy  alighting  upon  all  below, 
Assimilate  all  objects.    Earth  receives 
Gladly  the  thickening  mantle  ;  and  the  green 
And  tender  bUde,  that  fear*d  the  chilling  blaet« 
Escapes  unhurt  beneath  00  warm  a  veil. 

Jn  such  a  world,  eo  thorny,  and' where  none 
finds  hl^ppiness  unblighted,  or,  if  found. 
Without  some  thistly  sorrow  at  its  side; 
It  seems  the  part  of  wisdom,  and  no  sin 
Against  the  law  of  love,  to  measure  lots 
With  less  distinguished  than  ourselves ;  that  thui 
We  may  with  patience  bear  our  moderate  His, 
And  sympathize  with  others  suflTring  more. 
Ill  fores  the  traveler  now,  and  he  that  stalks     . 
In  pond*rous  boots  beside  his  reeking  team 
The  wain  goes  heavily,  impeded  sore 
By  congregated  loads  acfliering  close 
To  the  clogg'd  wheels ;  and  in  its  shiggish  pace 
Noiseless  appears  a  moving  hill  of  snow. 
The  toiling  steeds  expand  the  nostril  wide, 
While  ev*ry  breath,  by  respiration  strong 
Forc*d  downward,  is  consolidated  soon 
Upon  their  jutting  chests.    He,  torm'd  to  bear 
The  pelting  bruht  of  the  tempestuous  night, 
With  half  shut  eyes,  and  pucker*d  cheeks,  and  teeth 
Presented  bare  against  the  storm,  plods  on. 
One  hand  secures  his  hat,  save  when  with  br^th 

Vol.  n.  8 


335 


310 


345 


35i 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ae  THE  TASK. 

Ho  orandishes  hii  pliant  length  of  whip,  880 

Resounding  oft,  and  never  heard  in  vain. 

O  happj ;  and  in  my  account  denied 

That  sensibilitjr  of  pain  with  which 

Refinement  is  endu'd,  thrice  happy  thou ! 

Thy  frame,  robust  and  hardy,  feels  indeed  309 

The  piercing  cold,  but  feels  it  unimpaired. 

The  leam'd  finger  never  need  explore 

Thy  vig'rous  pulse  ;  and  the  unheathful  east, 

That  breadies  the  spleen,  and  searches  ev^ry  bone 

Of  the  infirm,  is  wholesome  air  to  thee.  366 

Thy  days  roll  on  exempt  from  household  care ; 

Thy  wagon  is  thy  wife  ;  and  the  poor  beasts, 

That  drag  the  dull  companion  to  and  fro, 

Thine  helpless  charge,  dependent  on  thy  care. 

Ah,  treat  them  kindly  ;  rude  as  thou  appear'st,      370 

Yet  show  that  thou  hast  mercy  !  which  the  great,    , 

With  needless  hurry  wbirl'd  from  place  to  place. 

Humane  as  they  would  seem,  not  always  show. 

Poor,  yet  industrious,  modest,  quiet,  neat, 
Such  claim  compassion  in  a  night  like  tliis,  375 

And  have  a  friend  in  ev'ry  feeling  heart. 
Warm*d,  while  it  lasts,  by  labour,  all  day  long 
They  brave  the  season,  and  yet  find  at  eve, 
III  cla4,  and  fed  but  sparely,  time  to  cool. 
The  frugal  housewife  trembles  when  she  lights      380 
Her  scanty  stock  of  brushwood  blazing  clear. 
But  dying  soon,  like  all  terrestrial  jo3rs. 
The  few  small  embers  left  she  nurses  well ; 
And,  while  her  infant  race,  with  outspread  bands 
And  crowded  knees,  sit  cowering  o*er  the  spado,   385 
Retires,  content  to  quake,  so  they  be  warm*d 
The  man  feels  least,  as  more  ihur*d  than  she 
To  winter,  and  the  current  in  his  veins 
More  briskly  mov'd  by  his  severer  toil; 
Tet  he  too  &ids  his  own  distress  in  theirs.  390 

The  taper  soon  extmguish'd,  which  I  saw    » 
Dangled  along  at  tlie  cold  finger'n  end 
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Joit  when  the  day  declm'd :  and  the  brown  loaf 
Lodged  on  the  shelf  half  eaten  without  sauce 
Of  sav'ry  cheese^  or  batter,  costlier  still ;  3(6 

Sleep  seems  their  only  refuge  :  for,  alas ! 
Where  penary  is  felt  the  thought  is  ohain'd, 
And  sweet  colloquial  pleasures  are  but  few  ! 
With  all  this  thrift  they  thrive  not.    All  tlio  caro, 
Ingenious  Parsimony  takes,  but  just  400 

Saves  the  small  inventory,  bed,  and  stool,      ^ 
Skillety  and  old  carv'd  chest,  from  publick  sale.  * 
They  Uve,  and  live  without  extorted  alms 
From  grudging  hands :  but  other  boast  have  none. 
To  sooth  their  honest,  pride,  that  scorns  to  beg,       405 
Nor  comfort  else,  but  in  their  mutual  love. 
I  praise  you  much,  ye  meek  and  patient  pair, 
For  yo  are  worthy ;  clioosing  rather  far 
A  dry  but  independent  crust,  hard  cam'd, 
And  eaten  with  a  sigh,  than  to  endure  410 

The  nigged  frowns  and  insolent  rebuffs 
Of  knaves  in  office,  partial  in  the  work 
Of  distribution ;  lib*ral  of  their  aid 
To  clamorous  Importunity  in  rags, 
But  ofttimes  deaf  to  suppliants,  who  would  blush  415 
To  wear  a  tatter*d  garb,  however  coarse, 
Whom  famine  cannot  reconcile  to  filth : 
These  ask  with  painful  shyness,  and,  refus'd 
Because  deserving,  silently  retire  I 
But  be  ye  of  good  courage !  Time  itself  4S0 

Shall  much  befriend  you.    Time  shall  give  tncreaie ; 
And  all  your  numerous  progeny,  well  train*d, 
But  helpless,  in  few  years  shall  find  their  httods. 
And  labour  too.    Meanwhile  ye  shall  not  want 
What,  conscious  of  your  virtues,  we  can  spare,      495 
Nor  what  a  wealthier  than  ours^ves  may  send. 
I  mean  the  man,  who,  when  the  distant  poor 
Need  help,  denies  them  nothing  but  his  name. 
But  poverty  with  most,  who  whimper  forth 
Their  long  complaints,  js  self-inflicted  wo ;  431 


Digitized  by 


Google 


88  THE  TASii, 

The  effect  of  laziness  or  sottish  waste. 
Now  goes  the  nightly  thief  prowling  at  road 
For  plunder ;  much  solicitous  how  best 
Ho  may  compensate  for  a  day  of  sloth 
By  works  of  darkness  and  nocturnal  wrong.  419k 

Wo  to  the  gard'ner*8  pale,  the  farmer's  h«dge> 
Plashed  neatly,  and  secured  with  drtvQO  stakef 
Deop  in  the  loamy  bank.    Uptorn  by  8tr9Qgtb» 
Resistless  in  so  bad  a  cause,  but  lame 
To  better  deeds,  he  bundles  up  the  •poUy  440 

An  ass's  burden,  and,  when  laden  most 
And  heaviest,  light  of  foot,  steals  fast  awi^ 
Nor  does  the  bordered  hoTel  bettejr  guard 
The  well-stack'd  pile  of  riven  logs  and  root* 
From  his  pernicious  force.    Nor  will  he  leave        445 
Unwrench'd  the  door,  however  well  secur'd^ 
Where  Chanticleer  amidst  his  haram  sleeps 
In  unsuspecting  pomp.    T witch  *d  from  the  porcb, 
He  gives  the  princely  bird,  with  ail  his  wivo«, 
To  his  voracious  bag,  struggling  in  vain,  450 

And  loudly  wond'ring  at  the  sudden  change. 
Nor  thb  to  feed  his  own.    'Twere  some  exQUM 
Did  pity  of  their  sufferings  warp  aside 
fiis  principle,  and  tempt  him  into  sin 
For  their  support^  so  destitute.    But  they  459 

Neglected,  pine  at  home ;  themselves,  as  mere 
Ezpos'd  than  others,  with  less  scruple  made 
Hi0  victims,  robb'd  of  their  defenceless  all. 
Cruel  is  all  he  does.     'Tis  quenchless  thirst 
Of  ruinous  ebriety,  that  prompts  460 

His  ev'ry  ajotion,  and  imbrutes  the  man. 
O  for  a  law  to  noose  the  villain's  neck 
Who  starve*  his  own ;  who  persecutes  the  bIoo4 
He  gave  them  in  his  children's  veins,  and  hates 
And  wrongs  the  woman  he  has  sworn  to  love !        465 
Pass  where  wo  may,  through  city  or  througk  towily. 
Village  or  hamlet,  of  this  merry  land, 
Though  lean  and  boggar'd.  every  twentieth  paee 
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Conducts  th*  unguarded  noso  to  such  a  whiff 
Of  stalo  debauch,  forth-issuing  from  the  sties         479 
That  law  has  licensed,  as  makesTemp'rance  reel. 
There  sit,  involved  and  lost  in  curling  clouds 
Of  Indian  fume,  and  guzzling  deep,  the  boor, 
The  lackey,  and  the' groom  ;  the  craftsman  there 
Takes  a  Lethean  leave  of  all  his  toil ;  475 

,  Smith,  cobbler,  joiner,  he^that  plies  the  shearsj 
And  he  that  kneads  the  dough ;  all  loud  alike, 
All  learned  and  all  drunk  !  the  fiddle  screams 
Plaintive  and  piteous,  as  it  wept  and  waiPd 
Its  wasted  tones  and  harmony  unheard,  480 

Fierce  the  dispute,  whatever  the  theme  ;  while  she, 
Fell  Diseord,  arbitress  of  such  debate, 
Perch*d  on  the  signpost,  holds  with  even  hand 
Her  undecisive  scales.    In  this  she  lays 
A  weight  of  ignorance  ;  in  that,  of  pride  ;  485 

And  smiles  delighted  with  the  eternal  poise. 
Dire  is  the  frequent  curse,  and  its  twin  sound. 
The  ctieek  distending  oath,  not  to  be  praised 
As  ornamental,  musical,  polite. 

Like  those  which  modem  senators  employ,  490 

Whose  oath  is  rhet'rick,  and  who  swear  for  fame ! 
Behold  the  schools,  in  which  plebeian  minds,  * 
Once  simple,  are  initiated  in  arts 
Which  some  may  practise  with  politer  grace, 
But  none  with  readier  skill ! — 'Tie  here  they  learn 
The  road  that  leads  firom  competence  and  peace     496 
To  indigence  and  rapine ;  till  at  last 
Society,  grown  weary  of  the  load. 
Shakes  her  encumber'd  lap,  and  casts  them  out 
But  censure  profits  little ;  vain  th*  attempt  500 

'  To  advertise  in  verse  a  publick  pest. 
That,  like  the  filth  with  which  the  peasant  feeds 
His  himgry  acres,  stinks,  and  is  of  use. 
Th*  excise  is  fattened  with  the  rich  result 
Of  all  this  riot  \  and  ten  thousand  casks,  606 

•    For  ever  dribbling  out  their  base  contents, 
8* 
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Touched  by  the  Midas  finger  of  the  sUte, 

Bleed  gold  lor  miiusters  to  sport  away. 

Drink,  and  be  mad  then ;  'tis  your  country  hid&l 

Gloriously  drunk,  obey  tb*  important  eaUJ         ,-    UO 

tier  cause  demands  th'  assistance  of  your  throttfti 

Te  all  can  swallow,  and  she  asks  na  mooe. 

Would  I  had  falPn  upon  those  happier  days 
That  poetv  celebrate :  those  golden  times, 
And  those  Arcadian  scenes  that  Maro  sings,  ^lA 

And  Sidney,  warbler  of  poetick  prose. 
Nymphs  were  Dianas  then,  and  swains  had  haarts 
TluLt  felt  their  virtues :  Innocence,  it  seems, 
From  courts  dismissed,  found  shelter  in  the  gra9«i.»  . 
The  footsteps  of  simplicity,  impress'd  620 

.  Upon  the  yielding  herbage,  (so  they  singr) 
Then  were  not  all  efiao'd ;  then  speech  profansn 
And  manners  profligate,  were  rarely  foundt 
.Obsery'd  as  prodigies,  and  soon  reckim'd. 
Vain  wish  !  those  days  were  never ;  airy  drtwii  5S5 
Sat  for  the  picture  :  and  the  poet's  hand. 
Imparting  substance  to  an  empty  shade, 
Impes'd  a  gay.  delirium  for  a  truth. 
Grant  it:  I  still  must  envy  them  an  age 
That  favotir'd  such  a  dream :  in  days  like  these     630 
Impossible  when  Virtue  is  so  scarce, 
That  to  suppose  a  scene  where  she  presides 
Is  tramontane,  and  stumMfis  all  belief 
No :  we  are  polish'd  now.    The  rural  lass, 
Whom  once  her  virgin  modesty  and  grace^  53& 

Her  artless  mannerS)  and  her  neat  attire. 
So  dignified)  thai  she  was  hardly  less 
Than  the  fair  shepherdesg  of  old  romance, 
*s  seen  no  more.    The  character  is  lost  1 
Her  head,  adorn'd  with  lanpets  pinn'd  aloil,  641^ 

And  ribands  streaming  gay,  superbly  raised. 
And  magnified  beyond  all  human  size. 
Indebted  to  some  smart  wig-weaver's  hand 
For  more  than  half  the  tresses  it  sustains : 
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Her  elbows  ruiQed,  uid  her  tottering  iorm  54l> 

111  propped  upoa  Freach  heela ;  she  mi^t  be  decni'd 

(Bat  that  the  ImsAwt  dangling  en  her  ana 

Interprets  her  more  truly)  of  a  rank 

Too  proad  for  dairy  work,  or  sale  of  egg»— 

Expect  her  soon  with  footboy  at  her  heets,  060 

No  longer  blushing  for  her  awkward  load, 

Her  train  and  her  umbralla  aH  her  oare ! 

The  town  has  ting'd  the  eonntry  ;  and  tiM  stds 
Appears  a  qx>t  upon  a  vestal's  robe, 
The  worse  for  what  it  soils.    The  ftshion  vaaut      &6I^ 
Down  into  scenes  still  rural ;  but,  alas, 
Scenes  rarely  grao'd  with  rural  manners  now ! 
Time  was  when  in  the  pastoral  retreat 
Th'  unguarded  door  was  safe  ;  men  did  net  watek 
T'  mvade  another's  right,  or  guard  ihmt  owa.        560 
Then  sleep  was  undisturb'd  by  fear,  misear'd 
B^  drunken  bowlings ;  and  the  chilling  taitt 
Of  midnight  murder  was  a  wonder  heard 
With  doubtful  credit,  told  to  frighten  babes.    , 
But  farewell  now  to  ussuspioious  nights,  56fr 

And  slumbers  unalarm^d !  Now,  ere  you  sleepy 
See  Uiat  your  polish'd  arms  be  prim'd  witk  cai% 
And  drop  the  night-bolt  ;^mffian8  are  abroad  ; 
And  the  first  larum  of  the  cock's  shrill  throat  , 
May  prove  a  trumpet,  summoning  your  ear  070 

To  horrid  sounds  ef  hostile  feet  within. 
E'en  daylight  has  its  daggers ;  and  the  walk 
Through  pathless  wastes  and  woods,  unoonseioiiflt  cmm. 
Of  other  tenants  than  melodioua  turds, 
Or  harmless  ftocks,  is  hazardous  aind  bold.  8BS 

Lamented  change  I  to  which  fuU  many  a  cams 
Invet'rate,  hopeless  of  a  cure,  oonspii'es. 
The  courfiie  of  human  things  fVom  good  to  ill. 
From  ill\o  worse,  is  fatal,  never  fiiils. 
Increase  of  pow'r  begets  increase  of  wealth ;  500 

Wealth  luxury,  and  luxury  excess ; 
£xeess,  the  scrofulous  and  itchy  plague, 
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Thai  seizes  first  the  opulent,  descends 

To  the  next  rank  contagious^  and  in  time 

Taints  downward  all  the  graduated  scale  58S 

Of  order,  from  the  chariot  to  the  plough. 

The  rich,  and  they  that  have  an  arm  to  check 

The  license  of  the  lowest  in  degree, 

Desert  their  office  ;  and  themselves,  intent 

On  pleasure,  haunt  the  capital,  and  thus  fo/dO- . 

To  all  the  violence  of  lawless  hands 

Resign  the  scenes  their  presence  niight  protect. 

Authority  herself  not  seldom  sleeps, 

1  hough  resident,  and  witness  of  the  wrong. 

The  plump  convivial  parson  often  bears  695 

The  magisterial  sword  in  vain,  and  lays 

His  rev*renco  and  his  worship  both  to  rest 

On  the  same  cushion  of  habitual  sloth. 

Perhaps  timidity  restrains  his  arm ; 

When  he  should  strike  he  trembles,  and  sets  free,  60Q' 

Himself  enslav'd  by  terrour  of  the  band — 

Th'  audacious  convict  whom  ho  dares  not  bind. 

Perhaps  though  by  profession  ghostly  pure, 

He,  too,  may  have  his  vice,  and  sometimes  prdve 

Less  dainty  than  becomes  his  grave  outside  C05 

In  lucrative  concerns.    Examine  well 

His  mill^-white  hand ;  the  palm  is  harldly  cleai^—    ' 

But  here  and  tiiere  an  ugly  smutch  appears. 

Fob !  'twas  a  bribe  that  left  it :  he  has  tdach'd 

Corruption.    Whoso  seeks  an  audit  hiere  610 

Propitious,  pays  his  tribute,  game  or  fish, 

Wild  fowl  or  venison :  and  his  errand  speeds. 

But  faster  far,  and  more  than  all  the  rest, 
A  noble  eanse,  which  none,  who  bears  a  spark   » 
Of  publick  virtue,  ever  wished  remov'd,  615 

Works  the  deplor'd  and  mischievous  effect. 
*Tis  universal  soldiership  has  stabb'd  ' 

Tho  heart  of  merit  in  the  meaner,  class. 
Arms,  through  the  vanity  and  briunless  rage 
Of  tliose  that  bear  them,  in  whatever  cause,  620  . 
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Soem  most  at  variance  with  all  moral  good, 
And  incompatible  with  serious  thought. 
The  clown,  the  child  of  nature,  without  guile. 
Blest  with  an  infant/s  ignorance  of  all 
But  hifl  own  flimple  pleaxures ;  now  and  then         025 
A  wrestling  match,  ^  foot-race,  or  a  fair ; 
Is  balloted,  and  trembles  at  the  news : 
Sheepish  he  doffs  his  hat,  and  mumbling  swonrt 
A  bible  oath  to  be  whate'ei  they  ploaso, 
To  do  he  knows  not  what.    The  task  performed     630 
That  instant  he  becomes  the  sergeant's  care. 
His  pupil,  and  his  torment,  and  his  jest. 
His  awkward  gait,  his  IntroTorted  toes, 
Bent  knees,  round  shoulders,  and  dejected  look9% 
Procure  him  many  a  eurse.    By  slow  degrees,       635 
Unapt  to  learn,  and  fofm*d  of  stubborn  stuff. 
He  yet  by  slow  degrees  puts  off  himself,. 
Grows  conscious  of  a  change,  and  likes  it  w^s 
He  stands  erect :  his  slouch  becomes  a  walk ; 
He  steps  right  onward,  martial  in  his  air,  640 

His  form  and  movement ;  is  as  smart  above 
As  meal  and  larded  locks  can  make  him ;  wears 
His  hat,  or  his  plium'd  helmet,  with  a  graeo  ', 
And,  his  three  years  of  beroship  expir'd, 
Returns  indignant  to  the  slighted  plough.  - .  (545 

He  hates  the  field,  in  which  no  fife  or  drum 
Attends  him ;  drives  his  cattle  to  a  march  ', 
And  sighs  for  the  smart  comrades  he  has  lefl. 
Twere  well  if  his  exteriour  change  were  ail- 
But  with  his  clumsy  port  the  wretch  has  lost  650 
His  ignorance  and  harmless  manners  too.            * 
To  swear,  to  game,  to  drink  ;  to  show  at  home  , 
By  lewdness,  idleness,  and  sabbath  breach, 
The  great  proficiency  he  made  abroad ; 
T*  astonish,  and  to  grieve  his  gazmg  friends  ;         655 
To  break  some  maiden's  and  his  mother*s  heart: 
To  be  a  pest  where  he  was  useful  once ; 
Are  bis  sole  aim,  and  all  his  glory,  now 
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Man  in  society  is  liko  a  flow'r 
Blown  in  its  native  bed ;  'tis  there  alone  661 

His  faculties,  expanded  in  full  bloom, 
Shine  out ;  there  only  reach  their  proper  use. 
But  man,  associated  and  leagued  with  man 
By  regal  warrant  or  self-join'd  by  bond 
For  interest  sake,  or  swarming  into  clans  OCT 

Bonoatii  one  head  for  purposes  of  war. 
Like  flow'rs  selected  from  the  rest,  and  bound 
And  bundled  close  to  fill  some  crowded  vase. 
Fades  rapidly,  and,  by  compression  miirr*dy 
Contracts  defilement  not  to  be  endur*d.  670 

Hence  chartered  boroughs  ore  such  publick  plagucf 
And  burghers,  men  immaculate  perhaps 
In  all  their  private  functions,  once  combin*d| 
Become  a  loathsome  body,  only  fit 
For  dissolution,  hurtful  to  the  main.  675 

Hence  merchants,  unimpeachable  of  sin 
Against  the  charities  of  domestick  lifoi 
Incorporated,  seem  at  once  to  lose 
Their  nature  ;  and,  disclaiming  all  regard 
For  mercy  and  the  common  rights  of  man,  680 

Build  factories  with  blood,  conducting  trade 
At  the  sword's  point,  and  dying  the  white  robe 
Of  innocent  commercial  Justice  red. 
Hence,  too,  the  field  of  glory,  as  the  world 
Misdeems  it,  dazzled  by  its  bright  array,  685 

With  all  its  majesty  of  thund'ring  pomp, 
Enchanting  musiok,  and  immortal  wreaths, 
Is  but  a  school,  where  thoughtlessness  is  taught 
On  principle,  where  foppery  atones 
For  folly,  gallantry  for  ev*ry  vice.  690 

But  slighted  as  it  is,  and  by  the  great 
Abandoned,  and,  which  still  I  more  regret, 
infocted  with  tlie  manners  and  the  modes 
It  know  not  once,  the  country  wins  me  still. 
I  never  fram'd  a  wish,  or  form'd  a  plan,  698 

That  flaiter*d  mo  witli  hopes  of  earthly  bliss. 
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But  there  I  laid  the  scene.    There  early  stray 'd 
My  fancy,  ere  yet  liberty  of  choice 
Had  foutid  me,  or  the  hope  of  being  free. 
My  very  dreams  were  rural ;  rural  too  700 

The  first-bom  efforts  of  my  youthful  muM^ 
Sportive  and  jingling  her  poetick  bells, 
Eire  yet  her  ear  was  mistress  of  their  pdw'rs. 
No  bard  could  please  me  but  whose  lyre  was  tun'd 
To  Nature's  praises.    Heroes  and  their  feats  705 

Fatigu'd  me,  never  weary  of  the  pipe 
Of  Tityrus,  assembling,  as  he  sang,  .    ~ 

The  rustick  throng  beneath  his  fav'rite  beech. 
Then  Milton  had  indeed  a  poet's  charms : 
New  to  my  taste,  his  Paradise  surpassed  710 

The  struggling  efforts  of  my  boyish  tongue 
To  speak  its  excellence.    I  danc'd  for  joy. 
I  marvell'd  much  that,  at  so  ripe  an  age 
As  twice  seven  years,  his  beauties  had  then  first 
Engag'd  my  wonder ;  and  admiring  still,  715 

And  still  admiring,  with  regret  8uppos*d 
The  joy  half  lost,  because  not  sooner  found. 
There,  too,  enamour'd  of  the  life  I  lov'd, 
Pathetick  in  its  praise,  in  its  pursuit 
Determin'd  and  possessing  it  at  last,  720 

With  transports  such  as  favoured  lovers  feel, 
I  studied,  prized,  and  wish'd  that  I  had  known. 
Ingenious  Cowley  !  and,  though  now  reclaim'd 
By  modern  lights  from  an  erroneous  taste, 
I  cannot  but  lament  thy  splendid  wit  725 

Entangled  in  the  cobwebs  of  the  schools. 
I  still  revere  thee,  courtly  though  retired ; 
Though  stretched  at  ease  in  Chertsey's  silent  bow*n. 
Not  unemploy*d  ;  and  finding  rich  amends 
For  a  lost  world  in  solitude  and  verse.  730 

Tis  bom  with  all :  the  love  of  Nature's  works 
fs  an  ingredient  in  the  compound  man, 
Infus'd  at  the  creation  of  the  kind. 
And,  though  th'  Almighty  Maker  has  throughout 
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Discriminated  each  from  each,  by  strokes  735 

And  touches  of  his  hiund,  with  so  muehiirt 
Diversified,  that  two  were  never  found 
Twins  at  all  point*'— yet  ^is  obtains  in  all 
That  all  diaeein  a  beauty  in  his  works,  ' 

And  all  can  taste  them  :  minds  that  hate  been  ftrm^ 
And  tutor^  rith  a  tejish  more  exact,  741 

But  none  wit.K>ut  some  telish,  none  unmoT*d. 
ft  is  a  flame  that  dios  not  even  there, 
Where  nothing  leeds  it :  neither  business,  crowdi. 
Nor  habits^f  luxurious  eity  life,  '  .  '     W8 

Whatever  eh»  Uiey  smother  of  true  worth 
In  human  bosoms,  quench  it  or  abate. 
The  villas,  with  which  London  stands  begirt, 
Like  a  swarth  Indian  with  his  belt  of  bisads 
Prove.it.    A  breath  of  unadult'rate  aii*  "750 

The  glimpse  of  a  green  pasture,  liow  they  eb««]r 
The  citizen,  and  brace  his  languid  ihune ! 
£*an  in  the  stifling  bo«om  of  the  town 
A  garden,  in  which  nothing  thrives,  has  etnitnn 
That  sooth  ths  rich  possessor  ;  much  consol'd,       W6 
That  here  and  there  some  sprigs  of  mourhAil  mint 
Of  nightshade,  or  valerian,  grace  tho  woU 
He  cultivates.    These  serve  him  with  a  hint 
That  Nature  lives ;  that  sight-refreshing  gMM 
Is  still  the  liv*ry  she  delights  to  wear,  76^ 

Though  sickly  samples  of  th'  exuberant  whole. 
What  are  the  casements  lin*d  with  creeping  faMbi^ 
The  prouder  sashes  fronted  with  a  rangtt 
Of  orange,  myrtle,  or  the  fragrant  weedi 
The  Frenchman^  darling?*  are  they  not  alt  "pMofti 
That  man,  immur*d  hi  cites,  still  retauiB    ,  706 

His  inborn  inextinguishable  thirst 
Of  rural  scenes,  compensating  his  losi 
By  supplemental  i^ids,  tlie  best  he  may  ? 
The  most  unfumish'd  with  the  means  of  li^  77Q 

And  they,  that  never  pass  their  brick-wall  bonndi| 
•  Mignionette. 
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To  nnge  the  fields,  and  treat  their  lungs  witn  air, 
Tel  feel  tiie  barning  instinct ;  over  head 
Suspend  their  crazy  boxes  planted  thick. 
And  water'd  duly.    There  the  pildier  stands  775 

A  fragment,  and  the  spoutless  teapot  there ; 
Sad  witnesses  how  close-pent  man  regrets 
The  country,  with  what  ardour  ho  contrive! 
A  peiBp  at  Nature,  when  he  catn  no  more. 

Hail,  therefore,  patroness  of  health  and  ease,      780 
And  contemplation,  heart-consoling  joys. 
And  harmless  pleaMires  m  the  tiirQftg*d  abode 
Of  multitQ4#9  ui^nown !  hail,  rural  life  * 
Address  himself  who  will  t»  the  posauit 
Of  honours,  or  emolument,  or  fame  ;  785 

I  shall  not  odd  myself  to  such  a  chase, 
Thwart  hia  attempts,  or  envy  his  success. 
Some  must  be  great.     Great  offices  will  hav« 
Great  taUntsir    And  God  gives  to  ev'ry  mam 
The  thtoe,  temper,  understanding,  taste,  TdO 

That  liiU  him  into  life,  and  lets  him  fall 
Jtnrt  in  tiie  niche  he  was  ordain*d  to  iiU. 
'io  tko  deHv'rer  of  an  injur'd  land 
He  gives  a  tongue  V  enlarge  upon,  a  heart 
To  iM,  and  eourag o  to  redress,  her  wrongr;  795 

To  monarchs  dignity ;  to  judges  sense : 
To  artists  ingenuity  and  skill ; 
To  me,  an  unamibHlotte  mind,  content 
In  the  low  v$i»  of  life,  that  early  felt 
A  wish  for  eaM  and  lei«are,  and  ere  long  800 

Found  here  that  toiawe  and  tll&t  ea»ft  I  idihU 

Vol.  U.  9 
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AKGUMENT  OF  THE  FIFTH  BOOK. 

§k  fWMty  morning — Tho  foddering  of  cattle— The  woodman  and 
hia  dog^The  poultry— Whimsical  effects  of  a  frost  at  a  ^r«torfaU 
-»Tlie  empretf  of  Russia's  palace  of  ice—Amiuiemmita  of  mo- 
narehs — War,  one  of  thorn — Wars,  wbonce — And  wbenn  oio- 
narchy — The  evils  of  it — English  and  French  loyalty  contrasted 
—The  Bastilo,  and  a  prisoner  there— Lili^rty  the  chief  reeon- 
nendation  of  this  country — Modern  patriotism  questionable, 
and  why — ^The  perishable  tiature  of  the  host  human  institutions 
— Spiritual  libnrty  not  perishable — ^The  slavish  state  of  man  bf 
nature — Deliver  him,,  Deist,  if  you  can — Grace  must  do  it— Tfaia 
res|ioctive  merits  of  patriots  and  martyrs  stated — ^Their  different 
trvatment— Happy  froodom  of  tho  man  whom  grace  makes  firso  — 
His  lelish  of  tho  works  of  God— Address  to  the  Creator. 


'TIS  morning ;  and  the  sun,  with  ruddy  orb 

Aicending,  fires  th'  horizon ;  while  the  clouds 

That  crowd  away  before  the  driving  windy 

More  ardent  as  the  disk  emerges  more, 

Resemble  most  some  city  in  a  blaze,  5 

Seen  through  tho  leafless  wood.    His  slanting  ray 

Slides  ineffectual  down  the  snowy  vale. 

And,  tinging  all  with  his  own  rosy  hue, 

From  ev*ry  herb  and  ev*ry  spiry  blade 

Stretches  a  length  of  shadow  o'er  the  field.  10 

Mine  spindling  into  longitude  immense, 

In  spite  of  gravity,  and  sage  remark 
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riiat  I  myself  am  but  a  fleeting  shade, 
Provokes  me  to  a  smile.     With  eye  askance, 
J  view  the  muscular  proportioned  limb  IS 

Transforni'd  to  a  lean  sliank.    The  shapeless  pair, 
As  tnej  designed  to  mock  me,  at  my  side, 
Take  step  for  step  ;  and,  as  I  near  approach 
The  cottage,' walk  along  the  plaster'd  wall, 
Preposterous  sight !  the  legs  without  the  man.  90 

The  verdure  of  the  plain  lies  buried  deep 
Beneath  the  dazzling  deluge  ;  and  the  bents, 
And  coarser  grass,  upspearing  o'er  the  rest, 
Of  late  unsightly  and  unseen,  now  shine 
Conspicuous,  and  in  bright  apparel  clad,  25 

And,  fledg'd  with  icy  feathers,  nod  superb. 
The  battle  mourn  in  corners,  where  the  fence 
Screens  them,  and  seem  half  petrified  to  sleep 
In  unrecumbeiit  sadness.    There  they  wait 
Their  wonted  fodder ;  not  like  hung'ring  man,         90  . 
Fretful  if  unsupplicd ;  but  silcmt;  meek, 
And  patient  of  Uie  slow-pac*d  swain's  delay. 
He  from  the  stack  carves  out  the  accustom'd  load, 
Deep-plunging,  and  again  deep-plunging  oft, 
His  broad  keen  knife  into  the  solid  mass  ;  36 

Smooth  as  a  wall  the  upright  remnant  stands, 
With  such  underiating  and  even  force 
He  severs  it  away ;  no  needless  care, 
Jjest  storm  should  overset  the  leaning  pile 
Deciduous,  or  its  own  unbalanced  weight.  40 

Forth  goes  the  woodman,  learing  unconcerned 
The  cheerful  haunts  of  man ;  to  wield  the  axe, 
Aiid  drive  the  wedge,  in  yonder  forest  drear, 
From  mom  to  eve  his  solitary  task. 
Shaggy,  and  lean,  and  shrewd,  with  pointed  cars      45 
And  tail.cropp'd  short,  half  lurcher  and  half  cur — 
His  dog  attends  him.    Close  behind  his  heel 
Now  creeps  he  slow ;  and  now,  with  many  a  frlA 
Wide-scampenng,  si^itches  up  the  drifted  snow 
With  iv'ry  teeth,  or  ploucrhti  it  With  his  snoirt  ;         51 


Digitized  by 


Google 


liM)  THE  TASK. 

Then  shakes  nis  powdered  coat,  aad  barks  for  JQJ* 
Heodless  of  all  his  pranks,  the  sturd/  ckuil 
Moves  right  toward  the  mark ;  nor  stops  for  aiij^hl^ 
But  now  ajid  tben  with  pressure  of  his  tliumb 
T'  adjust  the  fragraiit  cliarge  of  a  short  tube,  C^ 

That  fumes  beneatli  his  nose  :  the  trailing  c]oii4 
Streams  far  behind  him,  scenting  all  the 'air. 
Kow  from  the  roost,  or  from  the  neighboring  f^ 
Where  diligent  to  catch  the  first  faint  glean 
Of  smiling  dajr,  they  gossip'd  side  by  side,  09 

Come  trooping  at  the  housewife's  well  known  €ftU 
The  feather'd  tribes  domestick.    li^\£  on  wingi 
And  half  on  foot,  they  brusli  the  fleecy  floo49 
Coftscious  and  fearful  of  too  deep  a  plunge. 
The  sparrows  peep,  and  quit  the  shek'ring  eavfiy  .00 
To  seize  the  fair  occasion ;   well  they  eye 
The  scattered  grain,  and  thievishly  resolv'd 
7'  escape  th*  ixapeoding  famine,  often  Bcw'd 
As  oil  return — a  pert  voracious  kind. 
Chan  riddance  quickly  made,eBe  only  qmx9  79 

Remains  to  eacli,  the  search  of  sunny  noeky 
Or  shed  impervious  to  the  blast.    Resign'd 
To  sad  necessity,  the  cock  foregoes 
His  wonted  strut ;  and,  wading  at  tlieirlieftd 
With  well-consider'd  steps,  seems  to  reseat  98 

His  altcr'd  gait,  and  statehness  retrenched. 
Ifow  find  the  myriadsi  that  in  wimmer  cheer 
The  hills  and  vaUeys  with  their  ceaseless  soagSy 
Due  suBtensAce,  or  where  subsist  tiiey  now  ? 
Earth  yields  them  naxight)  tii'  imprisoa'd  irafm  ii 
safe  ^80 

Beneath  the  frozen  clod ;  all  seeds  of  herbs 
Lie  covered  close  ;  and  berry-bearing  thonM» 
That  feed  the  thrush,  (whatever  some  suppuMi) 
Afford  the  sniaUer  minstrels  no  supply. 
The  long^protractod  rigour  of  the  year  tt 

Tliins  all  their  num'rous  flocks.    Jji  chinks  and  Jiolw- 
Tm  thousand  seek  an  vnniolestflid  end. 
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Ai  inttmct  prompts ;  self-bar  ied  ero  they  die. 
The  very  rooks  and  daws  forsake  the  fields, 
Where  neither  grab,  nor  root,  nor  earth  nut,  now     9Q 
Repays  their  labour  more  ;  and  perchM  aloft 
By  tlie  way-side,  or  stalking  in  the  path. 
Loan  pouMoners  upon  the  trav'ller^s  track. 
Pick  up  their  nauseous  dole,  though  sweet  to  them, 
Of  Toided  pulse  or  half-digested  grain.  05 

The  streams  are  lost  amid  the  splendid  blank, 
O'erwhelming  all  distinction.    On  the  flood, 
Indurated  and  fix'd,  the  snowy  weight 
Lies  imdissolv'd ;  while  silently  beneath. 
And  unperceiv'd,  the  current  steals  away.  100 

Not  so  where,  scornful  of  a  check,  it  leaps 
Tbe  mill-dam,  dashes  on  the  restless  wheel. 
And  wantons  in  the  pebbly  gulf  below : 
No  frost  can  bind  it  there :  its  utmost  force 
Can  but  arrest  the  light  and  smoky  mist,  W^ 

That  in  its  fall  the  liouid  sheet  throws  wide. 
And  see  where  it  has  hung  the  embroidered  hvaka 
With  forms  so  various,  that  no  powers  of  art, 
The  pencil,  or  the  pen,  may  trace  the  scene  ! 
Here  glitt'ring  turrets  rise,  upbearing  high,        -    110 
(Fantastick  misarrangement  Y)  on  the  roof 
Large  growth  of  what  may  seem  the  sparkling  treef 
And  shrubs  of  fairy  land.    The  crystal  drops 
That  trickled  down  the  branches,  fast  congeaTd, 
Shoot  Into  pillars  of  pellucid  length,  115 

And  prop  the  pile  they  but  adorn*d  before. 
Here  grotto  within  grotto  safe  defies 
The  sunbeam ;  there,  emboss'd  and  fretted  wild. 
The  growing  wonder  takes  a  thousand  shapes 
.  ^{apriciofis,  in  which  fancy  seeks  in  vain  liO 

The  likeness  of  some  object  se^n  before. 
Thus  Nature  works  as  if  to  mock  at  Art, 
\nd  in  defiance  of  her  rival  pow'rs ; 
By  these  fortuitous  and  raiijom  strokes 
Performing  such  inimitable  feats^  185 
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As.8he  with  all  her  rules  cau  never  reach. 

Loss  worthy  of  applause,  though  more  achiur'd« 

Because  a  novelty,  tlie  work  of  man. 

Imperial  mistress  of  the  fur-clad  Euss, 

Thy  most  magniicent  aiul  mighty  freak,  130 

The  wonder  of  the  North.    No  forest  fell 

When  thou  wouldst  build ;  no  quarry  sent  its  8toro% 

T'  enrich  thy  walls :  but  thou  didst  hew  the  floods^ 

And  make  thy  marble  of  the  glassy  wave. 

In  such  a  palace  Aristeus  found  135 

Cyrene,  when  he  bore  the  plaintive  tale 

Of  his  lost  bees  to  her  matumal  ear: 

In  such  a  palace  poetry  might  place 

The  armoury  of  Winter ;  where  his  troops, 

The  gloomy  clouds,  find  weapons,  arrowy  sleet       140 

Skin-piercing  volley,  blossom-bruisuif  hail. 

And  snow,  that  often  blinds  tlie  traveller's  course* 

Aim!  wraps  him  in  an  unexpected  tomb. 

Silently  as  a  dream  the  fabrick  rose ; 

No  sound^f  hammer  or  of  saw  was  there :  14S 

Ice  upon  ice,  the  well-ac^usted  parts 

Were  soon  eanJQin'd,  nor  other  cement  ask'd 

Tlum  water  interfus'd,  to  make  them  one. 

Lamps  gracefully  disposed,  and  of  all  hues, 

lUwAiii'd  «T'ry  side :  a  wat'ry  light  150 

Gleam'd  tJiM^on^h  the  clear  transparency,  that  Momohd 

Another  xnooa  new  ris'n,  or  meteor  fall'n 

Frppi  Heav'n  to  Eartn,  of  lambent  flame  seront 

So  stood  the  brittle  prodigy ;  though  smooth 

And  slipp'ry  the  materials,  yet  frost-bound  Vilk 

Firm  as  a  rock.    Nor  wanted  aught  withia 

That  royal  residence  might  well  befit, 

For  grandeur  or  for  use.    Long  wavy  wreaths 

Of  flow*rs  that  fiMr'd  ne  enemy  hut  warmth, 

Blush'd  on  the  pannels.    Miwor  needed  none         W 

Where  all  was  vitreous  ;  but  '^  order  due 

Convivial  table  and  ooramodious  seat 

^(What  seem'd  at  least  eomrapdiuus  seat)  were  them 
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Sofa,  and  couch,  and  high-built  throne  august. 
The  same  lubricity  was  found  in  all,  W 

And  all  was  moist  to  the  warm  touch ;  a  sceiw 
Of  evanescent  glory,  once  a  stream, 
And  soon  to  slide  into  a  stream  again. 
Alas !  twas  but  a  mortifying  stroke 
Of  undesign'd  severity,  that  glanc'd,  170 

(Made  by  a  monarch,)  on  her  own  estatei 
On  human  grandeur  and  the  courts  of  hirngt, 
'Twas  transient  in  its  nature,^is  in  show 
Twas  durable ;  as  worthless,  as  it  seem*4 
Intrinsically  precious ;  to  the  foot  t75 

Treacherous  and  false  ;  it  smil'd,  and  it  w 

Great  princes  have  great  play-things. 
pUfd 
At  hewing  mountains  into  men,  and  some 
At  building  human  wonders  mountain-high. 
Some  have  amused  the  dull,  sad  yearn  of  life, 
(Life  spent  in  indolence,  and  therefore  sad,) 
With  schemes  of  monumental  fame;  and  soa|^ 
By  pyramids  and  mausdean  pomp, 
Short  liv*d  themselves,  t'  immortalize  their  bonei. 
Some  seek  diversion  in  the  tented  field,  186 

And  make  the  sorrows  of  mankind  their  sport. 
Bui  war's  a  game,  which,  were  their  subjects  wise. 
Kings  would  not  play  at.    Nations  would  do  w^ 
T'  extort  their  truncheons  firom  the  puny  htadi 
Of  heroes,  whose  infirm  and  baby  minds  199 

Are  gratified  with  mischief;  and  who  spoS, 
Beoause  men  suffer  it,  their  toy,  the  world. 

When  Babel  was  confounded,  and  the  greei 
Confederacy  of  projectors  wild  and  vaib 
Was  split  into  diversity  of  tongues,  195 

Then,  as  a  shepherd  separates  his  flock, 
These  to  the  upland,  to  the  valley  those, 
God  drove  asunder,  and  assigned  their  lot 
To  all  the  nations.    Ample  was  tibe  boon 
He  gave  them,  in  its  distribution  fair  909 
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And  cqud.t  ;  and  lie  bade  them  dwell  in  peace. 

Peace  was  awhile  tlieir  care  ;  they  plough'd^andso'iiv'd 

And  reap'd  thisir  plenty  without  grudge  or  strife. 

But  violence  can  never  longer  sleep 

Than  human  passions  please.    In  every  heart         205 

Are  sown  the  sgarks  that  kindle  fiery  war  ; 

Occasion  needs  but  fan  them,  and  they  blaze. 

Cain  had  already  shed  a  brother's  blood : 

The  dieluge  wash'd  it  out ;  but  left  unquonch*d 

The  seeds  of  murder  in  the  breast  of  man.  210 

Soon  by  a  righteous  judgment  in  the  line 

Of  Tiis  descending  progeny  was  found 

The  first  artificer  of  death ;  the  shrewd 

Contriver,  who  first  sweated  at  the  forge, 

And  forc'd  the  blunt  and  yet  unbloodied  steel  215 

To  a  keen  edge,  and  made  it  bright  for  War. 

Him,  Tubal  nam'd,  the  Vulcan  of  old  times, 

The  sword  and  falchion  their  inventor  claim ; 

And  the  first  smith  was  the  first  murderer's  son. 

His  art  surviv'd  the  waters ;  and  ere  long,  220 

When  man  was  multiplied  and  spread  abroad 

In  tribes  and  clans,  and  had  begun  to  call 

These  meadows  and  that  range  of  hills  his  own, 

The  tasted  sweets  of  property  begat 

Desire  of  more  j  and  industry  in  some,  22$ 

T*  improve  and  cultivate  their  just  demesne, 

Made  o^ers  covet  what  they  saw;  so  fair.  ^ 

Thus  war  began  on  Earth  :  these  fought  for  spoil, 

And  those  in  self-defence.    Savage  at  first 

The  onset,  and  irregular.    At  length  230 

One  eminent  above  the  rest  for  strength, 

For  stratagem,  for  courage,  or  for  all, 

Was  chosen  leader ;  him  they  gervM  in'war, 

And  him  in  peace,  for  sake  of  warlike  deeds, 

Rev'renc'd  no  less.    Who  could  with  him  compare  .* 

Or  who  so  worthy  to  control  themselves,  230 

As  he,  whose  prowess  had  subdu'd  their  foes  > 

Thus  war,  affording  field  for  the  display 
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Of  virtue,  made  one  chief,  whom  times  of  pettce. 

Which  have  their  exigencies  too,  and  call  MD 

for  skill  in  government,  at  length  made  king. 

King  was  a  name  too  proud  for  man  to  wear 

With  modesty  and  meekness ;  and  the  crown 

So  d*7.7.1ing  in  their  eyes,  who  set  it  on, 

Was  sure  t'  intoxicate  the  brows  it  boond  245 

It  is  the  abject  property  of  most. 

That,  being  parcel  of  the  common  mass, 

And  destitute  of  means  to  raise  themselves, 

They  tuik,  and  settle  kywar  than  they  need. 

They  know  not  what  it  is  to  feel  withaa  1K0 

A  comprehensive  faeulty,  that  grai^ 

Great  purposes  with  ease,  that  turns  aad  widdiy 

Almost'withoot  an  effort,  plans  too  vast 

For  their  conce|»tioo#  which  they  camK>t  movtt. 

ConsciooB  of  kapotenee  they  soon  grow  drunk       96ft 

With  gazing,  Vjiea  they  see  an  able  mam 

Bt9p  forth  to  notice ;  and,  besotted  ihoiy 

Build  him  ^,  pedestal,  and  say,  "  Stand  thoni 

"  And  be  our  admiration  and  oar  praise.** 

They  roll  themselves  before  him  in  the  dast,         SOI 

Then  most  deservmg  in  tkeir  own  aceooBt 

When  most  extravagant  in  his  applaose, 

As  if,  exalting  him,  (hey  rais'd  themeelves. 

Thus  by  degrees,  self  cheated  of  their  souBd 

And  sober  judgment,  that  he  is  but  muif  Sift 

They  demi-deify  and  fume  him  so, 

That  in  due  season  he  fergets  it  too. 

Inflated  and  astrut  with  aslf  conceit, 

Ho  gulps  the  windy  diet ;  and  ere  long. 

Adopting  their  mirtake,  profoundly  thinks  S90 

The  world  was  made  in  vain,  if  not  for  Iran. 

Thenceforth  they  are  his  cattle ;  drudges,  ibcra 

To  bear  his  burdens,  drawing  in  his  gears, 

And  sweating  in  his  service,  his  caprice 

Become  tlie  soul  that  animates  them  alL  filB 

He  deems  a  tlK>u8aa4i  or  ten  thousand  lives, 
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Spent  in  the  purchase  of  renown  for  him, 
An  easy  rock'ning :  and  they  think  the  samo. 
Tiius  kings  were  first  invented ,  and  thus  king! 
Were  burnisli'd  into  heroes,  and  became  280 

The  arbiters  of  this  terraqueous  swamp ; 
Storks  among  frogs,  that  have  but  croak'd  an^l  died 
Strange,  that  such  folly,  as  lifts  bloated  man 
To  eminence,  fit  only  for  a  god, 
Sliould  ever  drivel  out  of  human  lips,  986 

E'en  in  the  cradled  weakness  of  the  world  ! 
.  Still  stranger  much,  that,  when  at  length  mankind 
Had  reach'd  the  sinewy  firmness  of  their  youth. 
And  could  discriminate  and  argue  well 
On  subjects  more  mysterious,  they  were  yet  ^       390 
Babes  in  the  cause  of  freedom,  and  should  fear 
And  quake  before  the  gods  themselves  had  ma/^ : 
But  above  measure  strange,  that  neither  proof 
Of  sad  experience,  nor  examples  set  .  * 
By  some  whoso  patriot  virtue  has  provaird,  i995 

Can  even  now,  when  they  are  grown  mature 
In  wisdom,  and  with  philosophick  deeds 
Familiar,  serve  t'  emancipate  the  rest ! 
Such  dupes  are  men  to  custom,  and  so  prone 
To  reverence  what  is  ancient,  and  can  plead  300 

A  course  of  long  observance  for  its  use, 
That  even  servitude,  the  worst  of  ills, 
Because  delivered  down  from  sire  to  son, 
Is  kept  and  guarded  as  a  sacred  thing. 
But  is  it  fit,  or  can  it  bear  the  shock  JOfr 

Of  rational  discussion,  that  a  man. 
Compounded  and  made  up  like  other  men 
Of  elements  tumultuous,  in  whom  lust 
And  folly  in  as  ample  measure  meet 
As  in  the  bosoms  of  the  slaves  he  rules,  91% 

Should  be  a  despot  absolute,  and  boast 
Himself  the  only  freeman  of  his  land  ? 
Should,  when  he  pleases.,  and  on  whom  he  will, 
Wage  war,  with  any  or  with  no  pretence 
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Of*  provocation  giv'n,  or  wron^  sostain'd,  31d 

And  force  the  beggarly  last  doit  by  means 
That  his  own  hnmour  dictates,  fixim  the  clotch 
Of  Poverty,  that  thim  he  may  procnre 
His  thoosaods,  weary  of  penurioas  life, 
A  splendid  opportunity  to  die  ?  SM 

Say  ye,  who  (with  less  pmdence  than  of  old 
Jotham  ascrib'd  to  his  assembled  trees 
In  politick  convention)  pnt  your  trust 
r  th'  shadow  of  a  bramble,  and,  reclin'd 
In  fancied  peace  beneath  his  dangerous  braochj       325 
Rejoice  in  him,  and  celebrate  his  sway. 
Where  find  ye  passive  fortitude  ?    Whence  springs 
Tour  self-denying  zeal,  that  holds  it  good 
To  stroke  the  prickly  grievance,  and  to  hang 
His  thorns  with  streamers  of  continual  praise  f       330 
We  too  are  friends  to  loyalty.   We  love 
The  king  who  loves  the  law,  respects  his  IxMindsy 
And  reigns  content  within  them :  him  we  serve 
Freely  and  with  delight,  who  leaves  us  free : 
But  recollecting  still  that  he  is  roan,  335 

We  trust  him  not  too  far.    King  though  he  be, 
And  king  in  England  too,  he  may  be  weak 
And  vain  enougrfa  to  bo  ambitious  still ; 
May  exercise  asniss  his  proper  powers, 
Or  covet  more  than  freemen  choose  to  grant  *         340 
Beyond  that  mark  is  treason.    He  is  ours, 
T*  administer,  to  guard,  t'  adorn  the  atato^ 
But  not  to  warp  or  change  it    We  are  his^ 
To  serve  him  nobly  in  the  common  cause, 
True  to  the  death ;  but  not  to  be  his  slaves.  345 

Mark-now  tlw  diflfrence,  ye  that  boast  your  lovti 
Of  kings,  between  your  lo3ralty  and  ours. 
We  love  the  man  ;  the  paltry  pageant,  you; 
We  the  chief  patron  of  the  commonwealth ; 
Vott,  the  regardless  author  of  its  woes :  350 

Wo,  for  the  sake  of  liberty,  a  king ; 
Tou,  chsdns  and  bondage  for  a  tyrant*s  sake 
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Our  love  is  prlneiple,  and  htm  its  root 

In  reason ;  »  jodicioasy  manly,  fl-ee ; 

Years,  n  bUncl  insttnet,  cnmches  to  the  rod»  865 

And  licks  the  foot  that  treads  it  ia  the  dusL 

Were  kingship  as  tme  treasure  as  it  88eni% 

Sleirlingy  and  worthy  of  a  wise  man's  wisb^ 

I  would  not  be  a  king  to  be  beloT^ 

Causeless,  and  davAi'd  with  trndiseeri^ng  prttiM^.    301 

Where  love  is  mere  attachment  to  the  throns^ 

Not  to  the  mail  who  fills  it  as  he  ought 

.  Whose  fireediNB  is  by  suff^ance,  and  at  wil 

Of  a  superioury  be  is  never  free. 

Who  lives^  and  is  not  weary  of  a  life  9Bi 

Exposed  to  manacles,  deserves  then  well. 

The  state  that  strives  €ar  mvertjr,  thoagh  fiia*d^ 

kad  fore'd  to  idMmdon  what  she  bravdy  songltty^ 

Deserves  at  least  applause  &r  her  attfnnpl^ 

And  piiy  for:  bear  lossu    But  that's  a  eaose  »t 

Not  oilctt  uisdccesaful:  pcvw'r  nBorp'd 

Is  weaknese  wihen  oppoft*d ;  eonseiovB  of  wrong, 

T&  pusillanimous  and  prone  to  fiight. 

But  slaves^  that  once  conceive  the  glerwiog  tfaoaghfr 

Of  freedom,  in  that  hope  itself  pbssenr  39B 

All  that  the  contest  cidls  for ;  spirit,  streogt2i^ 

Tlie  scorn  of  danger,  and  united  hearts ; 

nte  surest  presage  of  the  good  they  seek.*  . 

Then  shame  to  manhood,  and  opprofciiotttinMra; 
To  France  than  all  her  losses  and  defeats^  380 

Old  or  of  latet  date,  by  sea  or  hmd, 
Her  house  of  bessdafe,  worse  than  that  of  old 
Which  Godttrong'd en  Phara<d»^tiie Bistibr 
To  hdtrid  tow*rs,  th^  abode  of  broken  heaitt  s 
To  dungeons,  jo^  ye  cagea  of  dm^mtr,  389 

That  monarohs  have  snp]died  frmn  aga  to  Sgo^ 

*  The  author  hopes  that  he  shall  not  be  censured  fbr  uti- 
neeessary  warmth  upon  so  intcrestin|'  a  suiyeet.  He  k 
aware,  that  it  is  become  almost  fasluonable,  to  stigmatise 
such  sentiments  as  no  better  than  empty  declamation ;  but  il 
li  an  ill  symptom,  and  pecufiar  to  modem  thnes. 
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WHh  muBick,  such  as  suits  their  sov'reign  ean^ 
The  sighs  and  groans  of  miserable  men  ! 
There's  not  an  English  heart  that  would  not  leap 
To  hear  that  ye  were  fall*n  at  last ;  to  know  3M 

That  e'en  dur  enemies,  so  oft  employ'd 
In  forging  chains  for  ns,  themselves  were  free. 
For  he  who  values  Liberty,  confines 
His  zeal  for  her  predominance  within     • 
No  narrow  bounds ;  her  cause  engages  him  305 

Wherever  pleaded.    Tis  the  cause  of  man. 
There  dwell  the  most  forlorn  of  human  kind, 
Immur*d  though  unaceus'd,  condemn*d  untried. 
Cruelly  spar'd,  and  hop^l6S8  of  escape. 
There,  like  the  visionary  emblem  seen  4(XI 

By  him  of  Babylon,  lifd  stands  a  stamp, 
And,  filleted  about  with  hoops  of  brass, 
Still  lives,  though  all  his  pleasant  boughs  are  gone. 
To  count  the  hour-bell  and  expect  no  change ; 
And  ever  as  the  sullen  sound  is  heard,  405 

Still  to  reflect,  that,  though  a  joyless  note 
To  him  whose  moments  all  have  one  dull  pace^ 
Ten  thousand  rovers  in  the  world  at  large 
Account  it  musick ;  that  it  summons  some 
To  theatre,  or  jocund  feast,  or  ball;  410 

The  wearied  hireling  finds  it  a  release 
From  labour ;  and  the  lover,  who  has  chid 
Its  long  delay,  fbels  ev'ry  welcome  stroke 
Upon  his  heart-strings,  trembling  with  delight — 
To  fly  for  refuge  fVom  distracting  thought  416 

To  such  amusements  as  ingenious  wo 
Contrives,  hard  shifting,  and  without  her  tools 
To  read  engraven  on  the  mouldy  walls, 
In  stagg'ring  types,  his  predecessor's  tale, 
A  sad  memorial,  and  subjoin  his  own—  420 

To  turn  purveyor  to  an  overgorg'd 
And  bloated  spider,  till  the  pamper*d  pest 
Is  made  familiar,  watches  his  approach, 
Comos  at  his  call,  and  serves  him  for  a  friend — 
Vol.  n.  10 
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To  wear  out  time  in  numb'ring  to  aod  fro  425 

The  studs  that  thick  emboss  his  iron  door ; 

Then  downward  and  then  upward,  then  aslant. 

And  then  alternate ;  with  a  sickly  hope 

By  dint  of  change  to  give  his  tasteless  task 

Some  relish;  till  the  sum,  exactly  found  430 

In  all  directions,  he  begins  again — 

O  comfortless  existence !  henun*d  around 

With  woesy  which  who  that  suffers  would  not  kneel 

And  beg  for  exile,  or  the  pangs  of  death  ? 

That  man  should  thus  encroach  on  fellow  man,      435 

Abridge  him  of  his  just  and  native  rights. 

Eradicate  him,  tear  him  from  his  hold 

Upon  th*  endearments  of  domestick  life 

And  social,  nip  his  fruitfulness  and  use, 

And  doom  him  for  perhaps  a  heedless  word  .440 

To  barrenness,  and  solitude,  and  tears, 

Moves  indignation,  makes  tlie  name  of  king, 

(Of  king  whom  such  prerogative  can  please) 

As  dreadful  as  the  Manichean  god, 

Ador*d  through  fear,  strong  only  to  destroy.  44S 

*Tis  liberty  alone,  that  gives  the  flow'r 
Of  fleeting  life  its  lustre  and  perfume ; 
And  we  are  weeds  without  it.    All  constraint^ 
Except  what  wisdom  lays  on  evil  men, 
Is  evil :  hurts  the  faculties,  impedes    .  450 

Their  progress  in  the  road  of  science  ;  blindi 
Tho  eyesight  of  Discovery ;  and  begets, 
In  those  that  sufier  it,  a  sordid  mind, 
Bestial,  a  meager  intellect,  unfit 
To  be  the  tenant  of  man's  noble  form.  455 

Thee  therefore  still,  blameworthy  as  thou  art, 
With  all  thy  loss  of  empire,  and  though  8que«i*d 
By  publick  exigence,  till  annual  food 
Fails  for  the  craving  hunger  of  the  state, 
Thee  I  account  still  happy,  and  the  chief  460 

Among  tlie  nations,  seeing  thou  art  free } 
My  native  nook  of  earth  '.  Thy  clime  is  rudo, 
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Replete  with  vapours,  and  disposes  much 
All  hearts  to  sadness,  and  none  more  than  mfaie  ! 
Thine  unadulterate  manners  are  less  soft  465 

And  plausible  than  social  life  requires. 
And  thou  hast  need  of  idiscipline  and  art, 
To  give  thee  what  politer  France  recoires 
From  Nature's  bounty — that  humane  address 
And  sweetness,  without  which  no  pleasure  is  470 

In  converse,  either  starv'd  by  cold  reserve, 
Or  flush 'd  by  fierce  dispute,  a  senseless  brawl. 
Tet,  being  free,  I  love  thee :  for  the  sake 
Of  that  one  feature  can  be  well  content, 
Disgraced  as  thou  hast  been,  poor  as  thou  art,         475 
To  seek  no  sublunary  rest  beside. 
But  once  enslav'd,  farewell !  I  could  endure 
Chains  no  where  patiently ;  and  chains  at  home, 
Where  I  am  free  by  birthright,  not  at  all. 
Then  what  were  left  of  roughness  in  the  grain      485 
Of  British  natures,  wanting  its  excuse 
That  it  belongs  to  freemen,  would  disgust 
And  shock  me.    I  should  then  with  double  pedn 
Feel  all  the  rigour  of  thy  fickle  clime ; 
And,  if  I  must  bewail  the  blessing  lost,  485 

For  which  our  Hampdens  and  our  Sidneys  bled, 
I  woul<i  at  least  bewail  it  under  skies 
Milder,  among  a  people  less  austere ; 
In  scenes,  which  having  never  known  me  firee, 
Would  not  reproach  me  with  the  loss  I  feh.  490 

Do  I  forebode  impossdble  events. 
And  tremble  at  vain  dreams  ?  Heav*n  grant  I  mtyf 
But  th'  age  of  virtuous  politicks  is  past. 
And  we  are  deep  in  that  of  cold  pretence. 
Patriot*  are  grown  too  shrewd  to  be  sincere,  406 

And  we  too  wise  to  trust  them.    He  that  takes 
Deep  in  his  soft  credulity  the  stamp 
Designed  by  loud  dedaimers  on  the  part 
Of  liberty,  (themselves  the  slaves  of  lust,) 
fncurs  derision  for  his  easy  faith  600 
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And  lack  of  knowledge,  and  with  cause  onough  • 

For  when  was  publick  virtue  to  be  found, 

Where  private  was  not  ?  Con  he  love  the  wholoi 

Who  loves  no  part  ?  Pie  be  a  nation's  friend, 

Who  is  in  truth  the  friend  of  no  man  there  ?  ^^ 

Can  he  be  strenuous  in  his  country's  cause, 

Who  slights  the  charities,  for  whose  dear  sakft 

That  country,  if  at  all,  must  be  belov'd  ? 

'Tis  therefore  ^^ber  and- good  men  are  sad 
For  Englanid's  glory,  seeing  it  wax  pale  &10 

And  sickly,  while  her  champions  wear  tbeir  liflvtf 
80  loose  to  private  duty,  that  no  brain 
Healthful  and  undisturbed  by  factious  fuvei, 
Can  dream  them  trusty  to  the  gen'ral  weaL 
Such  were  they  not  of  old,  whose  tempered  bladop  519 
Dispers'd  the  shackles  of  usurp'd  conlrol, 
And  hew'd  them  link  from  link  ;  then  Albion's  «o«if 
Were  sons  indeed ;  they  felt  a  filial  heact 
Beat  high  within  them  at  a  motlier's  wrongf  ^ 
And,  sliining  each  in  his  domestick  sphere,  Q^ 

Shone  biiffhter  still,  once  call'd  to  publick  view. 
*Ti8  theretore  many^  whose  sequestered  lot 
Foibids  their  interference,  lookii^  on 
Anticipate  perforce  some  dire  event ; 
And  seeing  the  old  castle  of  the  state,  $99 

That  promised  once  more  firmness,  so  aasail*4r. 
That  all  its  tempest-beaten  turrets  shak#i 
Stand  motionless  expectants  of  its  fall* 
All  has  its  date  below  ;  the  fatal  hour 
Wa*  rogister'd  in  Heav'n  ere  tune  began.  G30t 

We  torn  to  dust,  and  all  our  mightiest  wor^ 
Die  too :  the  deep  foundations  that  we  lay, 
Time  ploughs  them  up,  and  not  a  trace  remaini* 
We  build  with  what  we  deem  eternal  rook ; 
A  distant  age  asks  where  the  fabriok  stood »  63fi 

And  in  the  dust,  sifted  and  search'd  in  Tain 
The  undiscoyerable  secret  sleeps. 

But  there  is  yet  a  liberty,  unsung 
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By  poets,  and  by  senators  unprais'd. 
Which  monarchs  cannot  grant,  nor  all  the  pow*ra  640 
Of  Earth  and  Hell  confed'rate  take  away  : 
A  nberty,  which  persecution,  fraud, 
Oppression,  prisons,  have  no  pow'r  to  bind 
Which  whoso  tastes  can  be  enslav'd  no  more. 
Tis  liberty  of  heart  doriv*d  from  Heay*n,  545 

Bought  with  kis  blood,  who  gaye  it  to  mankind^ 
And  seal'd  with  the  same  token.    It  is  held 
By  charter,  and  that  charter  sanctioned  tura 
By  th'  unimpeachable  and  awful  oath 
And  promise  of  a  God.    His  other  gifli  550 

All  bear  the  royal  stamp  that  speaks  them  Usy 
And  are  august !  but  this  transcends  them  alL 
His  other  works,  the  visible  display  ^ 

Of  all-creating  energy  and  might, 
Are  grand,  no  doubt,  and  worthy  of  the  word        566 
That,  finding  an  interminable  space 
Unoccupied,  has  fill'd  the  void  so  well, 
And  made  so  sparkling  what  was  dark  before. 
But  these  are  not  his  glory.    Man,  tis  true, 
Smit  with  the  beauty  of  so  fair  a  scene,  660 

^  Might  well  suppose  th'  artificer  ^vine 
Meant  it  eternal,  had  he  not  himself 
Pronounc*d  it  transient,  glorious  as  it  is, 
And,  still  designing  a  more  glorious  fiir. 
Doomed  it  as  insufficient  for  his  praise.  606 

These  therefore  are  occasional,  and  pass; 
Form'd  for  the  confutation  of  the  fool. 
Whose  lying  heart  disputes  against  a  God ; 
That  ofiice  serv'd,  they  must  be  swept  away. 
Not  so  the  labours  of  his  love :  they  shine  570 

In  other  heav'ns  than  these  that  we  behold. 
And  fiide  not    There  is  Paradise  that  fears 
No  forfeiture,  and  of  its  fruits  he  sends 
Large  prelibation  oft  to  saints  below. 
Of  these  the  first  in  order,  and  the  pledge,  875 

\nd  confident  assurance  of  the  rest, 
10*    ' 
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fs  liboriy  ;  a  flight  into  ijb  arms, 

£re  yet  mortality's  fipe  threads  givo  way« 

A  clear  escape  from  tyramusing  lust, 

And  full  immunity  from  penal  wo,  &80 

Chains  are  the  portion  of  revolted  man, 
Stripes,  and  a  dungeon ;  and  bis  body  serve* 
The  triple  purpose.    In  thai  sickly,  foul, 
Opprobrious  residence,  ho  finds  them  alL 
Prepense  his  heart  to  idols,  he  is  held  (i6| 

In  dUy  dotage  on  created  things. 
Careless  of  their  Creator.    And  that  low 
And  sordid  gravitation  of  his  pow'rs 
To  a  vile  clod,  so  draws  him,  with  such  forpo 
Resistless  from  the  centre  he  should  seek^  ^90 

Th%t  he  at  last  forgets  it.    All  his.  hopes. 
Tend  downward ;  his  ambition  is  to  sink. 
To  reach  a  depth  profoundex  still,  and  still 
Profounder,  in  the  fathomless  abyss 
Of  folly,  plunging  in  pursuit  of  death.  59^ 

But  ere  he  gain  the  comfortless  reposQ. 
Ho  seeks,  and  acquiescence  of  his  soul 
In  Heav'n-renouncing  e^dle,  he  endurea — 
What  does  he  not,  from,  lusts  oppos'd  in  va^it 
And  self-reproachiog  conscience  ?  He  foresef^       60(^ 
The  fatal  issue  to  his.  health,  fame,  peac9> 
Fortune,  and  dignity  ;  the  loss  of  all 
That  can  ennoble  man  and. make  frail  life, 
Short  as  it  is,  supportable.    Still  worse. 
Far  worse  than  aU  tho  plagues  with  which  ius.oiimi. 
Infect  his  hf^piest  moments,  he  forbode*  606 

Ages  of  hopeless  mis'ry.    Future  deaths  • 
And  death  still  future.    Not  a  hasty  stroke^ 
Like  that  which  sends  him  to  the  dusty  grftv^: 
But  unrepealable,  enduring,  death.  610 

'  Scripture  is  still  a  trumpet  to  his  fears : 
What  none  can  prove  a  forgery,  may  be  truo  » 
What  none  but  bad  men  wish  exploded,  must  , 

That  scruple  checks  him.    Riot  is  not  loud 
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Nor  drunk  enough  to  drown  it.    In  the  midst         615 
Of  laughter  his  compunctions  are  sincere ; 
And  he  abhors  the  jest  by  which  he  shines. 
EUmorse  begets  ceform.    His  master-lust 
Falls  first  before  his  resolute  rebuke. 
And  seems  dethron'd  aad  yanquish'd.    Peace  ensues^ 
But  spurious  and  short  liy'd  :  the  puny  child  G31 

Of  self -congratulating  Pride.,  begot 
On  fancied  Innocence.    Again  he  falls, 
And  fights  again ;  but  finds,  his  best  essay 
A  presage  ominous,  portending  still  085 

Its  own  dishonour  by  a  worse  relapse. 
Till  Nature,  unavailing  Nature,  foil'd 
So  oft,  and  wearied  in  the  vain  attempt, 
Scoffs  at  her  own  performance.    Reason  now 
Takes  part  with  appetite,  and  pleads  the  canso       630 
Perversely,  which  of  late  she  so  condemned ; 
With  shallow  shifts  and  old  devices,  worn 
And  tatter'd  in  the  service  of  debauch, 
Covering  his  shame  from  his  offended  sight. 

'^  Hath  God  indeed  giv'n  a{^tites  to  man,         €35 
And  stor'd  the  earth  so  plenteously  with  means. 
To  gratify  the  hunger  of  his  wish ; 
And  doth  he  reprobate,  and  will  he  damn 
The  use  of  his  own  bounty  ?  making  first 
So  frail  a  kind,  and  then  enacting  laws  640 

So  strict,  that  less  than  perfect  must  despair  ? 
Falsdiood !  which  whoso  but  suspects  of  trotli^ 
Dishonours  God,  and  makes  a  slave  of  man. 
Do  they  themselves,  who  undertake  for- hire 
The  teacher's  office,  and  dispense  at  large  645 

Thebr  weekly  dele  of  edifying  strains, 
Attend  to  their  own  mus^ck  ?  have  they  faiUi 
In  what,  with  such  solemnity  of  tone 
And  gesture,  they  propound  to  our  l^lieif 
Nay  — Ck>nduct  hath  the  l<»ide8t  tongue.    Tho  voioa 
Is  but  an  instrument,  on  which  the  priest  65] 

May  play  what  tune  he  nleases.    In  the  deed» 
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The  unequivocal,  authcutick  deed, 
We  find  sound  argument,  we  read  the  heart." 

Such  reas'ninga  (if  that  name  must  needs  belong 
T'  excuses  in  whicli  reason  has  no  part)  656 

Serve  to  compose  a  spirit  well  inclin'd 
To  live  on  terms  of  amity  with  vice, 
And  sin  without  disturbance.    Oflen  urgMy 
(As  often  as,  libidinous  discourse  660 

Exhausted,  he  resorts  to  solemn  themes 
Of  theological  and  grave  import,) 
They  gain  at  last  his  unreserved  assent ; 
Tilly  harden*d  his  heart's  temper  in  the  forge 
Of  lust,  and  on  the  anvil  of  despair,  665 

He  slights  the  strokes  of  conscience.    Nothing  moves, 
Or  nothing  much,  his  constancy  in  ill ; 
Vain  tamp'ring  has  but  foster'd  his  disease ; 
Tis  desp'rate,  and  he  sleeps  the  sleep  of  death. 
Haste,  nowy  philosopher,  and  set  him  free.  670 

Charm  the  deaf  serpent  wisely.    Make  him  hear 
Of  rectitude  and  fitness,  moral  truth 
How  lovely,  and  the  moral  sense  how  sure. 
Consulted  and  obey'd,  to  guide  his  steps 
Directly  to  the  first  and  otdyfair.  675 

Spare  not  in  such  a  cause.    Spend  bll  the  pow'rs 
Of  rant  and  rhapsody  in  virtue's  praise ; 
Be  most  sublimely  good,  verbosely  grand, 
And  with  poetick  trappings  grace  thy  prose. 
Till  it  out-mantle  all  the  pride  of  verse. —  680 

Ah,  tinkling  cymbal,  and  high  sounding  brass, 
Smitten  in  vain  !  such  musick  cannot  charm 
The  eclipse,  that  intercepts  truth's  heav'nly  beam 
And  chills  and  darkens  a  wide  wandYing  soul. 
The  still  small  voice  is  wanted.    He  must  speak,   68S 
Whose  word  leaps  forth  at  once  to  its  effect ; 
Who  calls  for  things  that  are  not,  and  they  come. 

Graee  makes  the  slave  a  freeman.    'Tis  a  change 
That  turns  to  ridicule  the  turgid  speech 
And  stately  tone  of  moralists,  who  boast  099 
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As  if,  like  him  of  fabulous  renown, 

Tliey  imd  indeed  ability  to  smooth 

The  shag  of  savage  nature,  and  were  each 

An  Orpheus,  and  Qinnipotent  in  song ; 

But  transformation  of  apostate  man  605 

From  fool  to  wise,  from  eartlily  to  divino. 

Is  work  for  Him  that  made  him.    He  alone» 

And  he  by  means  in  philosophick  eyes 

Trivial  and  worthy  of  disdain,  achieves 

The  wonder ;  humanizing  what  is  brute  7W 

In  the  lost  kind,  extracting  from  the  lips 

Of  asps  their  venom,  averpow'ring  strength 

By  weakness,  and  hostility  by  love. 

Patriots  have  toil'd,  and,  ui  their  comitry's  cause 
Bled  nobly ;  and  their  deeds,  as  they  deaervQ,         70^ 
Receive  proud  recompense.    We  give  in  charge 
Their  names  to  the  sweet  lyre.    Th'  historick  muve. 
Proud  of  the  treasure,  marches  with  it  down 
To  latest  times ;  and  Sculpture,  in  ker  tiini» 
Gives  bond  in  stone  and  ever-during  brass  710 

To  guard  them,  and  t'  immortalize  her  trust : 
But  fairer  wreaths  are  due,  though  never  paid. 
To  those  who,  posted  at  the  shrine  of  Truth, 
Have  fall'n  in  her  defence.    A  patriot's  blood, 
Well  spent  in  such  a  strife,  may  earn  indeed,         71& 
And,  for  a  time,  ensure  to  his  lov'd  land 
The  sweets  of  liberty  and  equal  laws  ; 
But  martyrs  struggle  for  a  brighter  prize, 
And  win  it  with  more  pain.    Their  blood  is  shed 
In  confirmation  of  the  noblest  claim —  720 

Our  claim  to  feed  upon  immortal  truth. 
To  walk  with  God,  to  be  divinely  free,, 
To  soar,  and  to  anticipate  the  skies. 
Yet  few  remember  them.    They  liv'd  unknown, 
Till  persecution  dragg'd  them  into  fame,  723 

And  ohas'd  them  up  to  Hcawen.    Their  oslies  flew 
—No  marble  tells  us  whither.    With  tlieir  i 
No  bard  embalms  and  sanctifies  his  song : 
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And  history,  so  warm  on  meaner  themeSi 

Is  cold  on  this.     She  execrates  indeed  791 

The  tyranny  that  doom'd  them  to  tho  fire, 

But  gives  the  glorious  suflTrers  little  praise.* 

Ho  is  the  freeman  whom  the  truth  makes  free, 
And  all  are  slaves  beside.    There's  not  a  chun 
That  hcfUish  foes,  (Confederate  for  his  harm,  735 

Can  wind  around  him,  but  he  casts  it  off 
With  as  much  ease  as  Samson  his  green  withe& 
He  looks  abroad  into  the  varied  field 
Of  nature,  and  though  poor,  perhaps,  compar'd 
With  those  whose  mansions  glitter  in  his  sight,      740 
Calls  the  delightftd  scenery  all  his  own. 
His  are  the  mountains,  and  the  valleys  his. 
And  the  resplendent  rivers.    His  t*  enjoy 
With  a  propriety  that  none  can  feel. 
But  who,  with  filial  confidence  inspir*d,  741 

Can  lift  to  heav'n  an  tinpresumptuous  eye. 
And  smiling  say — **  My  Father  made  them  all !" 
Are  they  not  his  by  a  peculiar  right, 
And  by  an  emphasis  of  interest  his. 
Whose  eye  they  fill  with  tears  of  holy  joy,  760 

Whose  heart  with  praise,  and  wiiose  exalted  mind 
With  worthy  thoughts  of  that  unwearied  love. 
That  plann'd,  and  built,  and  still  upholds  a  world 
So  clothed  with  beauty  for  rebellious  man  ^     ' 
Yes — ^ye  may  fill  your  garners,  ye  that  reap  756 

Tiie  loaded  soil,  and  ye  may  waste  much  good 
In  senseless  riot ;  but  ye  will  not  find 
In  feast  or  in  the  chase,  in  song  or  dance, 
A  liberty  like  his,  who,  unimpeach'd 
Of  usurpation,  and  to  no  man's  wrong,  700 

Appropriates  nature  as  his  Father's  work, 
And  has  a  richer  use  of  yours  than  you. 
He  is  indeed  a  freeman.    Free  by  birth 
Of  no  mean  city;  plann'd  or  ere  tho  hills 

*  See  Hume. 
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V^  vre  built,  the  fountains  open'd,  or  tlie  sea,  765 

^ith  all  his  roaring  multitude  of  waves. 
His  freedom  is  the  same  in  ev'ry  state ; 
Aiid  no  condition  of  this  changeful  lifoi 
So  manifold  in  cares,  whose  ev'rj  day 
Brings  its  own  evil  with  it,  makes  it  less ;  770 

For  he  has  wings,  that  neither  sickness,  pain, 
Nor  penury,  can  cripple  or  confine. 
No  nook  so  narrow,  but  he  spreads  them  there 
With  ease,  and  is  at  large.    Th'  oppressor  hold* 
His  body  bound ;  but  knows  not  what  a  rango        775 
His  spirit  takes,  unconscious  cf  &  chain ; 
And  that  to  bind  him  is  a  vain  attempt. 
Whom  God  delights  in,  and  in  whom  He  dwelll. 

Acquaint  thyself  with  God,  if  thou  would'tt  tAita 
His  works.    Admitted  once  to  his  embn^se,  780 

Thou  shalt  perceive  that  thou  wast  blind  before  i 
Thine  eye  shall  be  instructed ;  and  thine  heart, 
Made  pure,  idiall  relish  with  divine  delight, 
Till  then  unfelt,  what  hands  divine  have  wrought 
Brutes  graze  the  mountain-top,  with  faces  proite,   785 
And  eyes  intent  upon  the  scanty  herb 
It  yields  them ;  or,  recumbent  on  its  brow, 
Ruminate  heedless  of  the  scene  outspread 
Beneath,  beyond,  and  strotcliing  far  away 
From  inland  regions  to  the  distant  main.      ^  790 

Man  views  it,  and  admires ;  but  rests  consent 
With  what  he  views.    The  landscape  has  his  pvalie^ 
But  not  its  author.    Uncoucem'd  who  formed 
The  Paradise  he  sees,  he  finds  it  such, 
And  such  well  pleas'd  to  find  it,  asks  no  more.        795 
Not  so  the  mind  that  has  been  touched  from  Heav'% 
And  in  the  school  of  saered  wisdom  taught 
To  read  His  wonders,  in  whose  thouglU  the  world, 
Fair  as  it  is,  existed  ere  it  was. 

Nor  for  its  own  sake  merely,  but  for  his  800 

Mach  moro  who  fashion'd  it,  ho  gives  it  praise ;     . 
Praise  that  from  earth  resulting,  as  it  ought, 
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To  earth's  acknowledged  sov'reign,  finds  at  once 

Its  only  just  proprietor  in  Him. 

The  sool  that  sees  him,  or  receives  sublim*d  8M 

New  faculties,  or  learns  at  least  t*  employ 

More  worthily  the  powers  she  own'd  before, 

Discerns  in  all  things  what,  with  stupid  gate 

Of  ignorance,  till  then  she  overlooked, 

A  ray  of  heavenly  light,  gilding  all  forms  Sl(^ 

Terrestrial  in  the  vast  and  thie  minute ; 

The  unambiguous  footsteps  of  the  God, 

WIk)  giv%s  its  lustre  to  an  insect's  wing. 

And  wheels  his  throne  upon  the  rolling  worlds; 

Much  conversant  with  Heaven,  she  oflen  holds      616 

With  those  fiiir  ministers  of  light  to  man, 

That  fill  the  skies  nightly  with  silent  pomp. 

Sweet  conference.    Inquires  what  strains  were  tli6y 

With  wtUeh  Heaven  nmg,  when  every  star,  in  haste 

To  gratttlate  the  new-created  earthy  890 

Sent  forth  a  voice,  and  all  the  sons  of  God 

Shouted  lor  Joy.-— <<  Tell  me,  ye  shhiing  hort^ 

That  navigate  a  sea  that  knows  no  storms, 

Beneath  a  vault  unsullied  with  a  dkmd. 

If  from  your  elevatton,  whence  ye  vietr  889 

DistincUy  scenes  invisible  to  man. 

And  systems,  of  whose  birth  no  tidings  yet 

Have  reach'd  this  nether  world,  ye  spy  a  race 

Favoured  as  ours ;  transgressors  from  the  wcrfnb 

And  kfieting  to  a  grave,  yet  doom'd  to  rise,  690 

And  to  possees  a  brighter  Heaven  than  yotNrs  ? 

As  one,  who,  long  detain*d  on  foreign  e^re% 

Pants  to  return,  and  vrfaen  he  sees  afar 

His  eenntry's  weather-l^eaeh*d  and  bat(e#*d  r^Miki, 

From  the  gteen  wave  emerging^  darts  an  eye        S39 

Radiant  with  joy  toward  the  happy  land; 

So  I  with  animated  hopes  behold, 

And  many  an  aching  wish,  joxa  beamy  fires, 

That  show  like  beacons  in  the  blue  abyss, 

Ordun*d  to  guide  th*  embodied  spirit  heme  649 
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From  toilsome  lifo  to  never-ending  rest. 
Love  kindles  as  I  gaze.    I  feel  desires 
That  give  assurance  of  their  own  saccess, 
And  that,  infbs'd  from  Heaven,  must  thither  tend." 

So  reads  he  Nature,  whom  the  lamp  of  troth      W5 
niumuiates.    Thy  lam|5,  mysterious  Word ! 
Which  whoso  sees,  no  longer  wanders  lost. 
With  intellects  bemaz*d  in  endless  doubt, 
But 'runs  the  road  of  wisdom.    Thou  hast  Irailt 
With  means  that  were  not,  till  by  thee  employ'd,   860 
Worlds  that  had  never  been,  hadst  thon  in  strength 
Been  less,  or  less  benevolent  than  strong. 
They  are  thy  witnesses,  who  speak  thy  poW'Jr 
And  goodness  infinite,  but  speak  in  ears 
That  hear  not,  or  receive  not  their  report.  866 

In  vain  thy  creatures  testify  of  thee, 
Tin  thou  proclaim  thyself.    Theirs  is  mdeed 
A  teaching  voice ;  but  'tis  the  praise  of  thine. 
That  whom  it  teaches  it  makes  prompt  to  learili 
And  with  the  boon  gives  talents  for  its  use.  860 

Till  thou  art  heard,  imaginations  vain 
Possess  the  heart,  and  fables  false  as  hell : 
Tet  deem*d  oracular,  lure  down  to  death 
The  uninformed  and  heedless  souls  of  men. 
Wo  give  to  chance,  blind  chance,  ourselves  as  blin^. 
The  glory  of  thy  work  ;  which  yet  appears  856 

Perfect  and  nrampeachablo  of  blame, 
Challenging  human  scrutiny,  and  prov'd 
Then  skilful  most  when  most  severely  judged. 
But  chance  is  not ;  or  is  not  where  thou  reign*st :  870 
Thy  providence  forbids  that  fickle  poVr 
(If  pow'r  she  be,  that  works  but  to  confound) 
To  mix  her  wild  vagaries  with  thy  laws. 
Yet  thus  we  dote,  refusing  while  we  can 
Instruction,  and  inventing  to  ourselves  878 

Gods  such  as  guilt  makes  welcome  ;  gods  that  sleepy 
Or  disregard  our  follies,  or  that  sit 
Amus'd  spectators  of  this  bustling  stage. 
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Thee  we  reject,  unable  to  abide 

Thy  purity,  till  pure  as  thou  art  pure,  860 

Made  such  by'tlieo,  we  love  thee  for  that  cauae. 
For  which  we  shunu'd  and  hated  thee  before. 
Then  we  are  free.    Then  liberty,  like  day,  « 

Breaks  on  the  soul,  and  by  a  flash  from  heay'n 
Fires  all  the  faculties  with  glorious  joy.  885 

A  voice  is  heard  that  mortal  ears  hear  not, 
Till  thou  hast  touch 'd  them ;  'tis  the  voice  of  MMigf 
A  loud  Hosanna  sent  from  all  thy  works ; 
Which  he  that  hears  it,  with  a  shout  repeats. 
And  adds  his  rapture  to  tlie  general  praise  !  890 

In  that  blest  moment.  Nature,  throwing  wide 
Her  veil  opaque,  discloses  witli  a  smile 
The  author  of  her  beauties,  who,  reUr*d 
Behind  his  own  creation,  works  unseen 
By  the  impure,  and  hears  his  pow'r  denied  *  805 

Thou  art  the  source  and  centre  of  all  minds, 
Their  only  point  of  rest,  eternal  Word ! 
From  thee  departing,  they  are  lost,  and  row 
At  random,  without  honour,  hope,  or  peaee. 
From  thee  is  all  tliat  sooths  the  life  of  man,  000 

His  high  endeavour,  and' his  glad  succ<«$». 
His  strength  to  suffer,  and  his  will  to  servo. 
But  O  thou  bounteous  Giver  of  all  good. 
Thou  art  of  all  thy  gifts  tiiysclf  the  crown  I 
Give  what  thou  canst,  without  thee  we  are  poor;    905 
And  with  theo  rich,  take  what  thou  wilt  away. 
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ARGUMENT  OF  THE  SIXTH  BOOK 

fclb  at  a  difltanco — Thoir  c/feet — A  fine  noon  in  \rintcr — A  fhel- 
tcrod  walk — Meditation  }>etter  lUan  booka — Our  riiniillarilT  wiU) 
the  course  of  Nature  makes  it  appcnr  less  wonderful  than  ii  is— 
Tke  transformation  that  Spring  eflects  in  a  shrubbery,  dosc-ribed 
—A  mistake  concerning  the  course  of  Nature  corrected— Crod 
maintains  it  by  an  unremitted  act — The  amusements  fashionable 
At  this  hour  of  the  day  reproved — Animals  happy,  a  deliffat- 
ful  sight — Origin  of  cruelty  to  animals — That  it  ia  a  great 
crime  proved  Irom  Scriptcro— That  proof  illustrated  by  a  tale— 
A  line  drawn  between  the  lawful  and  unlawful  .destruction  of 
them — ^Their  j^ood  and  usefu!  properties  insisted  on — Apology 
for  the  encomiums  bestowed  by  th^uthor  on  animals — Instances 
of  man^s  extravagant  praise  of  man — The  groans  of  the  f  r«a> 
lion  shall  have  an  end — A  view  taken  of  the  restoration  of  all 
things — An  invocation  and  an  invitation  of  Him  who  shall  bripg 
it  to  pass — ^I'ho-rotirod  men  vindicated  from  the  charge  of  use* 
lessncss — Conclusion. 


THERE  is  in  souls  a  sympathy  with  sounds, 
And  as  the  mind  is  pitcli'd,  the  oar  is  pleas*d 
With  melting  airs  or  martia],  brisk,  or  grave ; 
Some  chord  in  unison  with  what  we  hoar 
Is  touched  within  us,  and  the* heart  replies, 
How  soil  the  musick  of  those  village  bells, 
Falling  at  intervals  upon  the  ear 
In  cadence  sweet,  now  dying  all  away, 
Now  pealing  loud  again,  and  louder  still, 
Clear  and  sonorous,  as  the  gale  comes  on ! 
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With  easy  force  it  opens  all  the  cells 
Where  Mem'ry  slept.    Wherever  I  htvo  hoard 
A  kindred  melody,  the  scene  recurs, 
And  with  it  all  its  pleasures  and  its  pains. 
Such  comprehensive  views  tlie  spirit  takes,  16 

That  in  a  few  short  moments  I  retrace 
(As  in  a  map  the  voyager  his  course) 
The  vindings  of  my  way  through  many  years. 
Short  as  in  retrospect  the  journey  seems. 
It  seom'd  not  always  short ;  the  rugged  path,  20 

And  prospect  oil  so  dreary  and  forlorn, 
Mov'd  many  a  sigh  at  its  disheart'ning  .length. 
Tet  feeling  present  evils,  while  the  past 
Faintly  impress  the  mind  or  not  at  all, 
How  readily  we  wish  time  spent  revok*d,  25 

That  wo  might  try  the  ground  again,  where  onoe 
(Through  inexperience  as  we  now  perceive) 
We  miss'd  that  happiness  we  might  have  found ! 
Some  friend  is  gone,  perhaps  his  son's  best  friend  t 
A  father,  whose  authority,  in  show  30 

When  most  severe,  and  must'ring  all  its  force. 
Was  but  the  graver  countenance  of  love ; 
Whose  favour,  like  the  clouds  of  spring,  might  lcw*l^ 
And  utter  now  and  then  an  awful  voice, 
But  had  a  blessmg  in  its  darkest  frown,  35 

Threat'ning  at  once  and  nourishing  the  plant. 
*  We  lov'd,  but  not  enough,  the  gentle  hand 
That  rear'd  us.    At  a  thoughtless  age,  allur*d 
By  ev'ry  gilded  folly,  we  renounc'd 
His  sheltering  side,  and  wilfully  forewent  40 

That  convecse  which  we  now  in  vain  regret. 
How  gladly  would  the  man  recall  to  life 
The  boy's  neglected  sire  I  a  mother  too. 
That  sofler  friend,  perhaps  more  gladly  still. 
Might  he  demand  them  at  the  gates  of  death.  45 

Sorrow  has,  since  they  went,  subdu  d  and  tam'd 
The  playful  humour  :  he  could  now  endure, 
fllimscir  grown  sober  in  tlie  vale  oi'  tears,) 
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And  feel  a  parent's  presonce  no  restraint. 
But  not  to  undciTstand  a  treasure's  worthy  60 

Till  time  has  stoPn  away  the  slighted  good. 
Is  cause  of  half  the  povery  we  feel, 
And  makes  the  World  the  wilderness  it  la. 
The  few  that  pray  at  all,  pray  ofl  amiss, 
And,  seeking  grace  t*  improve  the  prize  they  hold,  55 
Would  urge  a  wiser  suit  than  asking  more. 

The  night  was  winter  in  its  roughest  mood ; 
The  morning  sharp  ^nd  clear.    But  now  at  noon 
Upon  the  southern  side  of  the  slant  hills, 
And  where  the  woods  fence  off  the  northern  blast,  00 
The  season  smiles,  resigning  all  its  rage, 
And  has  the  warmth  of  May.    The  vault  is  blue 
Without  a  cloud,  and  white  without  a  speck 
The  dazzling  splendour  of  the  scene  below. 
Again  the  harmony  comes  o'er  the  vale ;  65 

And  through  the  trees  I  view  th*  embattled  tow*r, 
Whence  all  the  musick.    I  again  perceive 
The  soothing  influence  of  the  wafted  strains, 
And  settle  in  soft  musings  as  I  tread 
The  walk,  still  verdant,  under  oaks  and  elms,  70 

Whose  outspread  branches  overarch  the  glade. 
The  roof,  though  moveable  through  all  its  length    - 
As  the  wind  sways  it,  has  yet  well  suffic*d. 
And,  intercepting  in  their  silent  fall 
The  firequent  flakes,  has  ^ept  a  path  for  me.  75 

No  noise  is  here,  or  none  that  hinders  thought 
The  red-breast  warbles  still,  but  is  content. 
Witli  slender  notes,  and  more  than  half  suppressed : 
Pleas'd  with  his  solitude,  and  flitting  light 
From  spray  to  spray,  where'er  he  rests  he  shakes     60 
IVom  many  a  twig  the  pendent  drops  of  ice. 
That  tinkle  in  the  wither'd  leaves  below. 
Btillnoss,  accompanied  with  sounds  so  soft, 
Charms  more  than  silence.    Meditation  here 
May  think  down  hours  to  moments.  Here  the  heart  86 
May  give  a  useful  lesson  to  the  head, 
11  • 
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And  Learning  wiser  grow  without  his  book». 

Knowledge  and  Wisdom,  far  from  being  ,onO| 

Have  ofttimes  no  connexion.    Knowledge  dwelb 

In  heads  replete  with  thoughts  of  other  men ;  90 

Wisdom  in  minds  attentive  to  their  own. 

Knowledge,  a  rude  unprofitable  mass, 

The  mere  materials  with  which  Wisdom  buil4s» 

Till  smoothed,  and  squar'd,  and  fitted  to  itfi  plaoei 

Does  but  encumber  whom  it  seems  t'  enrich^  99 

Knowledge  is  proud  that  he  has  leam'd  so  much ; 

Wisdom  is  humble  that  he  knows  no  more. 

Books  are  not  seldom  talismans  and  spells> 

By  which  the  magick  art  of  shrewder  wita 

Hold  an  unthinking  multitude  enthralled.  100 

Some  to  the  fascination  of  a  name, 

Surrender  judgment  hood-wink'd.    Some  the  styls 

Infatuates,  and  through  labyrinths  and  wilds 

Of  errour  leads  them,  by  a  tune  entranc'd. 

While  sloth  seduces  more,  too  weak  to  bear  105 

The  insupportable  fatigue  of  thought, 

And  swallowing,  therefore,  without  pause  or  choicA 

The  total  grist  unsifted,  husks  and  all. 

But  tree  and  rivulets,  whoee  rapid  course 

Defies  the  check  of  winter,  haunta  of  deer^  110 

And  sheep-walks' populous  with  bleating  lamhify 

And  lanes,  in  witich  the  jNrimrose  ere  her  timet 

Peeps  through  the  moss,  that  clothes  the  Itowtlioni 

root, 
Deceive  no  student.    Wisdom  there,  and  trnth, 
Not  shy,  as  in  the  world,  and  to  be  won  115 

By  slow  solicitfition,  seize  at  once 
The  roving  thought,  and  fix  it  on  tbemselvea 

What  prodigies  can  pow'r  divine  perform. 
More  grand  than  it  produces  year  by  year,. 
And  all  in  sight  of  inattentive  man  ?  120 

Familiar  with  th*  effect,  we  slight  the  cause, 
And  in  Uie  constancy  of  Nature's  course, 
The  regular  return  of  gonial  months, 
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And  renovation  of  a  &ded  world, 
Bee  nonght  to  wonder  at.    Should  Qod  again,       125 
As  once  in  Gibeon,  interrupt  the  race 
Of  th*  undeviating  and  punctual  sun, 
How  would  the  world  admire !  But  speaks  il  leas^ 
An  agencj  divine^  to  make  him  know 
His  moment  when  to  sink  and  when  to  rise^  130 

Age  after  age,  than  to  arrest  his  course  ? 
All  we  behold  is  miracle ;  but  seen 
8o  duly,  all  is  mlrade  in  vtda. 
Where  now  the  vital  energy,  that  mov*d 
While  summer  was,  the  pure  and  subtle  lyn^      135 
Through  th'  imperceptible  meand*ring  veins 
Of  leaf  and  flow*r  ?  It  sleeps ;  and  th'  icy  touch 
Of  unprolifick  winter  has  impress'd 
A  cold  stagnation  on  th'  intestine  tide. 
But  let  the  months  go  round,  a  few  short  months^  140 
And  all  shall  be  restor'd.    These  naked  shoots^ 
Barren  as  lances,  lunong  which  the  wind 
Makes  wintry  musick,  sighing  as  it  goes, 
Shall  put  their  graceful  foliage  on  again. 
And,  more  aspiring,  and  wiUi  ampler  spread^  145 

Shall  boast  new  charms,  and  more  than  they  have  lost. 
Thsn  each  in  its  peculiar  honours  clady. 
Shall  publish  even  to  the  distant  eye 
Its  family  and  tribe.    Laburnum,  ridi 
In  streaming  gold ;  syringa,  iv'ry  pure ;  150 

The  scentless  and  tlra  scented  rose^  thi*red> 
And  of  a  humbler  growth,  the  other*  tall. 
And  throwing  up  into  the  darkest  gloom 
Of  neighboring  cypress,  or  more  sable  yew, 
Her  silver  globes,  light  as  the  foamy  sor^  -    165 

That  the  wind  severs  from  the  broken  wa?re ; 
The  lilack,  various  in  array,  now  white. 
Now  sanguine,  and  her  beauteous  head  now  set 
With  purple  spytes  pyramidal,  as  if 
Studious  of  ornament,  yet  tmresolv'd  lfll> 

*  The  Guelder  Rose- 
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Which  hae  she  most  approVd,  she  chose  them  all  i 
Copious  of  flowers,  the  woodbine,  pale  aud  wan. 
But  well  compensating  her  sickly  looks 
With  never  cloying  odours,  early  and  late ; 
Hypericum  all  bloom,  so  thick  a  swarm 
Of  flowers,  like  flies  cloUiing  her  slender  rods, 
That  scarce  a  leaf  appears ;  mezereon,'too. 
Though  leafless,  well-attir*d  and  thick  besot 
With  blushing  wreaths,  investing  every  spray; 
Althffia  with  the  purple  eye ;  the  broom 
Yellow  and  brighti  as  bullion  unalloy*d, 
Her  blossoms ;  and  luxuriant  above  all 
The  jasmine,  throwing  wide  her  elegant  sweetSy 
The  deep  dark  green  of  whose  nnvamidi'd  leaf 
Makes  more  conspicuous,  and  illumines  more      ''^  175 
The  bright  prolusion  of  her  scatter'd  stars. — 
These  have  been,  and  these  shall  be  in  their  day , 
And  all  this  uniform  uncolour'd  scene 
Shall  be  dismantled  of  its  fleecy  load, 
And  flush  into  variety  again. 
From  dearth  to  plenty,  and  from  death  to  liie^ 
Is  Nature's  progress,  when  she  lectures  man 
hi  heav'nly  truth ;  evincing,  as  she  makes 
The  grand  transition,  liiat  their  lives  and  works 
A  soul  in  all  things,  and  that  soul  is  God. 
The  beauties  of  the  wilderness  are  his, 
That  makes  so  gay  the  solitary  place. 
Where  no  eye  sees  them.    And  the  fiiirer  forms. 
That  cultivation  glories  in,  are  his. 
He  sets  Uie  bright  procession  on  its  way, 
And  marchals  all  the  order  of  the  year ; 
lie  marks  the  bounds,  which  winter  may  not 
And  blunts  his  poinled  fury ;  in  its  case, 
Russet  and  rude,  folds  up  the  tender  germ, 
Uninjur'd,  with  inimitable  art ; 
And,  ere  one  flow*ry  season  fades  and  dies, 
I>esigns  the  blooming  wonders  of  tlie  next. 
Some  say  that  in  the  origin  of  things. 
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Vnien  all  creaiiou  started  into  birth, 
The  infant  elementa  recei^'d  a  law  200 

From  which  thej  swenr'd  not  since.  That  under  force 
Of  that  controlling  ordinance  thej  move, 
And  need  not  His  immediate  hand  who  first 
Preserib'd  their  course,  to  regulate  it  now. 
Thus  dream  thej,  and  contrive  to  save  a  €rod        205 
Th*  enenxubraace  of  hii  own  concerns,  aad  spam 
The  great  artifieef  ef  aU  that  moves 
The  stress  of  a  continual  act,  the  pain 
Of  unremitted  vigilance  and  care, 
As  too  laborious  ««id  severe  a  ivmk,  fM 

8o  man,  the  moth,  is  nel  afiraid,  it  seems^ 
To  span  omnipoteace,  and  measure  might 
That  knows  no  measure,  by  the  scanty  nUer 
And  standard  of  his  ewa,  that  is  ton^ay, 
And  is  not  ere  to-morrow's  sua  go  down.  8I& 

But  how  shoukl  matter  occupy  a  chaige^ 
Doll  as  it  is,  and  satisfy  a  law 
So  vast  in  its  demands^  ujiless  irapell'd 
To  ceaseless  service  by  a  ceaseless  force> 
And  under  pressure  of  some  conscious  cause  ?        830 
The  Lord  of  all,  himself  through  all  diffused, 
Sustains^  and  is  the  life  of  all  that  lives. 
Nature  is  but  a  name  for  an  efiect. 
Whose  cause  i»  God.    He  feeds  the  secret  fire, 
By  which  the  mighty  process  is  maiiitain'd,  925 

Who  sleeps  not,  is  not  weary ;  in  whose  sight 
Blow  circling  ages  are  as  transient  days ; 
Whose  work  is  without  labour ;  whose  desigiui  ^ 

No  flaw  defbnns,  no  difficulty  thwarts  ; 
Aad  whose  beneficence  no  chai^  exhausts.  230 

Him  blind  antiquity  profan'd,  not  serv'd. 
With  self-taught  rites,  and  under  varbus  namct, 
Female  aud  male,  Pomona,  Pales,  Pan, 
And  Flora,  and  Vertumnus ;  peopling  earth 
With  tutelary  goddesses  and  gods,  235 

That  were  not ;  and  commending  as  they  would 
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To  each  sumo  province,  garden,  field,  or  groTd. 

But  all  are  under  one.    One  spirit — ^His 

Who  wore  the  platted  thorns  with  bleeding  brow8-» 

Rules  universal  nature.    Not  a  flower  240^ 

But  shows  some  touch,  in  freckle,  streak,  or  etaiiiy 

Of  his  unrivaird  pencil.    He  inspires 

Their  balmy  odours,  and  imparts  their  hues, 

And  bathes  their  eyes  with  nectar,  and  includofly 

In  grains  as  countless  as  the  seaside  sands,  245 

The  forms  with  which  he  sprinkles  all  the  earth* 

Happy  who  walks  with  him !  whom  what  he  findg 

Of  flavour  or  of  scent  in  fruit  or  flower, 

Of  what  he  views  of  beautiful  or  grand 

In  nature,  from  tlie  broad  majestiok  oak  250 

To  the  green  blade  that  twinkles  in  the  sun, 

Prompts  with  remembrance  of  a  present  God 

His  presence,  who  made  all  so  fair,  perceiv*dy 

Makes  all  still  fidrer     As  with  him  no  scene 

Is  dreary,  so  with  him  all  seasons  please.  ^55 

Though  winter  had  been  r.one,  had  man  been  trme 

And  earth  be  punish'd  for  its  tenant's  sake. 

Yet  not  in  vengeance  ;  as  this  smiling  sky, 

So  soon  succeeding  such  an  angry  night, 

And  these  dissolving  snows,  and  this  clear  stream  SGO 

Recovering  fast  its  liquid  musick,  prove. 

Who,  then,  that  has  a  mind  well  strung  and  inn  d 
To  contemplation,  and  within  his  reach 
A  scene  so  friendly  to  his  fav*rite  task, 
Would  waste  attention  at  the  checker'd  board.        d6S 
^is  host  of  wooden  warriours  to  and  fro 
Marching  and  countermarching,  with  an  oyo 
As  fix'd  as  marble,  with  a  forehead  ridg'd 
And  furrow'd  into  storms,  and  with  a  hand 
Trembling,  as  if  eternity  were  hung  270 

In  balanco  on  his  conduct  of  a  pin  ? 
Nor  envies  he  aught  more  their  idle  sport, 
Who  pant  with  application  misapplied 
To  trivial  toys,  and,  pushing  iv'ry  balls 
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ActOM  a  volTet  lerel,  feel  a  joy  27S 

Akin  to  rapture,  when  the  banble  finds 
Its  destined  goal,  of  difficult  access. 
Nor  deems  he  wiser  him,  who  gires  hb  noon 
To  misSy  the  mercer's  jdague  from  shop  to  shop 
Wand'ring,  and  litt*ring  with  unfolded  silks  988 

Tho  polish'd  countor,  and  approring  none, 
Or  promising  with  smiles  to  call  again. 
Nor  him,  who  bj  his  vanity  seduo'd. 
And  sooth'd  into  a  dream,  that  he  discerns 
The  diflTrenee  of  a  Guide  firom  a  daub,  5B6 

Frequents  the  crowded  auction  :  station'd  there 
As  duly  as  tho  Langford  of  the  show, 
With  glass  at  eye,  and  catalogue  in  hand, 
And  tongue  accomplish'd  in  the  fhlsome  cant 
And  pedantiy  that  coxcombs  learn  with  ease  t       990 
Oil  as  the  price-deciding  hammer  ialls. 
He  notes  it  in  his  book,  then  raps  his  box, 
Swears  'tis  a  bargain,  rails  at  his  hard  fate, 
7kal  ho  has  let  it  pass— but  never  bids  I 

Here  unmolested,  through  whatever  sign  995 

The  sun  proceeds,  I  wander.    Neither  mist, 
Nor  frees^ng  sky  nor  sultry,  checking  me, 
Nor  stranger  intermeddling  With  my  joy. 
E'en  in  the  spring  and  playtime  of  the  yeai^ 
That  calls  the  unwonted  villager  abroad  900 

With  all  her  little  ones,  a  sportive  train,  • 
To  gather  kingcups  in  the  yellow  mead. 
And  prink  their  hair  with  daisies,  or  to  pick 
A  cheap  but  wholesome  salad  from  the  brook-^ 
TLcse  shades  are  all  my  own.    The  tim'rous  hare, 
Grown  so  famili&r  witli  her  frequent  guest,  306 

Scarce  shuns  me ;  and  tho  stock-dove,  unalarm'd, 
Sits  cooing  in  tlio  pinetree,  nor  suspends 
His  long  love  ditty  for  my  near  approach. 
Drawn  from  his  refuge  in  some  lonely  elm,  31€ 

That  age  or  injury  has  hollow'd  deep, 
Where,  on  Lis  bed  of  wool  and  innttod  leaves. 
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He  hna  outslept  the  winter,  Tenturea  fotrtk, 

To  frUk  awhile,  and  bask  in  the  warm  sm. 

The  squirrel,  flippant,  pert,  and  full  of  play ;  ^8 

He  sees  me,  and  at  once,  swift  as  a  bird, 

Ascends  ths  neighb*ring  beeeh ;  there  whtsfcs  hklmiii 

Jbid  perks  his  ears,  and  sttamps,  and  cries  alettdi 

With  all  the  pvottiness  of  feign'd  alann^ 

And  anger  insignificantly  fierce.  3flD 

The  heart  is  hard  in  Bature,  and  wnM 
For  human  fellowship,  as  being  roid 
Of  sympathy,  and  therefore  dead  alika 
To  love  and  friendship  both,  thai  is  sot  ptofti'd 
With  sight  of  animals  enjojring  life,  9tf 

Nor  feels  their  happkiess  augment  his  xrvfn. 
The  bounding  fawn,  that  darto  across  the  gM^ 
When  none  pursues,  Chrough  mere  delight  of  heart 
And  spirits  buoyant  with  extess  of  gleo; 
The  horse  aa  wanton,  and  almost  as  fleet,  989 

That  skims  the  tfpacious  meadow  at  fiiU  speed, 
Then  stops,  aivd  snorts,  and,  throwing  high  hiff  beriiy . 
Starts  to  the  vdantary  race  again ; 
The  very  kiiie  that  gambol  at  high  noo% 
The  total  herd  receiving  first  fircmi  one,  885 

That  leads  the  dance,  a  summons  to  be  gay, 
Though  wild  their  strange  Tagaries,  and  uncouth 
Their  efforts,  yet  resolv'd,  with  one  consent, 
I'd  give  such  act  and  utt'rance  as  they  may 
To  ecstasy  too  big  to  be  suppress'd-^  848 

Those,  and  a  thousand  images  of  bliss,    ^ 
With  which  kind  Nature  graces  ey*ry  scene, 
Where  cruel  man  defeats  not  her  design, 
finpart  to  the  benevolent,  who  wish 
All  that  are  capal>lo  of  pleasure  pleos'd,  345 

A  far  aiipcrioiir  happmoss  to  theirs, 
The  CfMufort  of  a  reasonable  joy. 

Man  scarce  had  ris'n,  obedient  to  his  call 
Who  form'd  him  from  the  dust,  his  future  grave, 
When  he  \va«  crown'd  a^  never  kinfr  was  since.      35li 
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God  set  the  dUd«m  upon  hk  iraad, 
And  an^l  oboirs  lUtended.    Wond'ring  stood 
The  new-made  monairch,  while  befbre  liim  pasuMi 
All  happy,  aad  all  perfect  in  their  kind, 
The  creattttes,  •ommon'd  from  their  yarions  baonli, 
To  fee  their  fov^rei^,  and  eonfras  his  sway.  ^0 

Vast  was  his  empire,  absoliite  hi9  pow'r, 
Or  bounded  Ottly  by  a  law,  whose  force 
*Twas  his  soUiiiiett  priTilege  to  ^1 
And  own — ^the  law  of  aniyenial  love.  960 

He  ruPd  with  meekness,  they  obeyed  wfth  joy ; 
No  cruel  purpose  lurk*d  within  his  heart, 
And  no  distrust  of  his  inient  in  theirs. 
So  Eden  waa  a.  scene  of  harmless  sport. 
Where  kindnoM  oa  hk  part  who  ruPd  the  wfaoile,  966 
Begat  a  tranquil  c^mfidenoe  in  all. 
And  fear  as  yet  was  not,  nor  cause  for  fear. 
But  sin  marr'd  all ;  and  the  revolt  of  raim, 
That  source  of  evils  not  exhausted  yet. 
Was  punished  with  revolt  of  has  from  him.  870 

Garden  of  Gt>d,  how  terrible  the  change 
Thy  groves  and  lawns  then  witnessed !  £v*ry  heart, 
Each  animal,  of  ev*ry  name,  conceived 
A  jealousy  and  an  instinctive  fbar, 
And,  conscious  of  some  danger,  either  fled  875 

Precipitate  the  loath'd  abode  <^  man. 
Or  growVd  defiance  in  sneh  angry  sort, 
As  taught  him  too  to  tremble  in  his  turn. 
Thus  harmcmy  and  fan^y  aeeord 
Were  driven  from  Pkiradise ;  and  in  that  hour        380 
The  seeds  of  cruelty,  that  iikiee  have  swelPd 
To  such  gigantkk  and  enormous  growth, 
Were  sown  m  humaa  naAttre*s  fruitfrd  soil. 
Hence  date  the  persecution  and  the  pain. 
That  man  inflicts  on  all  inferiour  kinds,  38f 

Regardless  of  their  plaints.    To  make  him  iq^ort. 
To  gratify  the  frenzy  of  his  wrath, 
Or  his  base  gluttony,  ore  causes  good 
Vol.  II.  12 
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And  juBt  in  his  account,  why  bird  and  beast 

Should  suffer  torture,  and  the  streams  be  died        900 

With  blood  of  their  inhabitants  impal'd. 

Earth  groans  beneath  the  burden  o^  a  war 

Wa£^*d  with  defenceless  innocence,  while  hOy 

Not  satisfied  to  prey  on  all  around, 

Adds  tenfold  bitterness  to  death  by  pangs  395 

Needless,  and  first  torments  ere  he  devours. 

Now  happiest  they  that  occupy  the  scenes 

The  most  remote  from  his  abhorr'd  resort. 

Whom  once,  as  delegate  of  God  on  earth, 

They  fear'd,  and  as  his  perfect  image,  loi;*cL  400 

The  wilderness  b  theirs,  with  all  its  oayes, 

Its  hollow  glens,  its  thickets,  and  its  plains, 

Unyisited  by  man.    There  they  are  free, 

And  howl  and  roar  as  likes  them,  unoontroll'd; 

Nor  ark  his  leave  to  slumber  or  to  play.  405 

Wo  to  the  tyrant,  if  he  dare  intrude 

Within  the  confines  of  their  wild  domain : 

The  lion  tells  him-^I  am  monarch  here^- 

And  if  he  spare  him,  spares  him  on  the  terms 

Of  royal  mercy,  and  tlirough  gen'rous  scorn  410 

To  rend  a  victim  trembling  at  his  foot. 

In  measure,  as  by  force  of  instinct  drawn. 

Or  by  necessity  constrained,  they  live 

Dependent  upon  man ;  those  in  his  fields, 

Tliese  at  his  crib,  and  some  beneath  hb  rooC  41S 

They  prove  too  often  at  how  dear  a  rate 

He  sells  protoetion^WIUiess  at  his  foot 

The  spaniel  dying  fw  seme  venial  faidt 

Under  dissection  of  the  knotted  scourge ; 

Witness  the  i^Uient  oz,  with  stripes  and  yeHs        420 

Driv'n  to  the  shiughter,  goaded,  as  he  rune. 

To  madness ;  while  the  savage  at  his  heels 

Laughs  at  the  frantick  sufferer's  fiuy,  spent 

Upon  the  guiltless  passenger  o'erthrown. 

Ho  too  is  witness,  noblest  of  the  train  42& 

That  wait  on  roan,  the  flight-nerforming  horse  * 
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With  unsuspecting  readiness  he  takes 
His  murd'rer  on  liis  back,  and,  push'd  all  day 
With  bleeding  sides  and  flanks  that  heave  for  life, 
To  the  far  distant  goal  arriyes  and  dies.  430 

So  little  mercy  shows  who  needs  so  much ! 
Does  law,  so  jealous  in  the  cause  of  man. 
Denounce  no  doom  on  the  delinquent  ?  None. 
He  lives  and  o'er  his  brimming  beaker  boasts 
(As  if  barbarity  were  high  desert,)  436 

Th*  inglorious  feat,  and  clamorous  in  praise 
Of  the  poor  brute,  seems  wisely  to  suppose 
The  honours  of  his  matchless  horse  his  own. 
But  many  a  crime,  deom'd  innocent  on  earth, 
Is  registered  in  Heav'n ;  and  these  no  doubt,  4^ 

Have  each  their  record,  with  a  curse  annez'd. 
Man  may  dismiss  compassion  from  his  heart, 
But  God  will  never.    When  he  charg'd  the  Jew 
T'  assist  his  foe's  down-fallen  beast  to  rise ; 
And  when  the  bush-exploring  boy,  tliat  seiz'd         445 
The  young,  to  let  the  parent  bird  go  free  ; 
Prov'd  he  not  plainly,  that  his  meaner  works 
Are  yet  his  care,  and  liave  an  interest  all, 
All,  in  the  universal  Father's  love  ? 
On  Noah,  and  in  him  on  all  mankind,  459 

The  charter  was  conferr'd  by  which  we  hold 
The  flesh  of  animals  in  fee,  and  claim 
O'er  all  we  feed  on  pow'r  of  life  and  death. 
But  read  the  instrument,  and  mark  it  well : 
Th'  oppression  of  a  tyrannous  control  456 

Can  find  no  warrant  there.    Feed  then,  and  yield, 
Thanks  for  thy  food.    Carnivorous,  through  sin, 
Feed  on  the  slain,  but  spare  the  living  brute  ? 

The  Governor  of  all,  himself  to  all 
6o  bountiful,  in  wlK>se  attentive  ear  460 

The  unfledg'd  raven  and  the  lion's  whelp 
Plead  not  in  vain  for  pity  on  the  pangs 
Of  hunger  unassuag'd,  has  interpos'd, 
Not  seldom*  lus  avenging  arm,  to  smite 
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Th'  injurious  trampler  upon  Nature's  law,  465 

That  claims  Torbearance  even  for  a  brute. 

He  hates  the  hardness  of  a  Balaam's  heart ; 

And;  prophet  as  he  was,  he  might  not  strike 

The  blameless  animal,  without  rebuke, 

On  which  he  rode.    Her  opportune  offence  470 

Say'd  him,  or  the  unrelenting  seer  had  ctied. 

He  sees  that  human  equity  is  slack 

To  interfere,  though  in  so  just  a  cause : 

And  makes  the  task  his  own.    Inspiring  dumb 

And  helpless  victims  with  a  sense  so  keen  475 

Of  injury,  with  such  knowledge  of  their  strength 

And  such  sagacity  to  take  revenge, 

Thi^  oft  the  beast  has  seem'd  to  judge  the  man. 

An  ancient,  not  a  legendary  tale. 

By  one  of  sound  intelligence  rehears'dy*  480 

(If  such  who  plead  for  Providence  may  seem 

In  modern  eyes,)  shall  make  the  doctrine  clear. 

Where  England,  stretch'd  towards  the  setting  sun. 
Narrow  and  long,  o'erlooks  the  western  wave. 
Dwelt  young  Misagathus ;  a  fecomer  he  485 

Of  God  and  goodness,  atheist  in  ostent, 
Vicious  in  act,  in  temper  savage-fierce. 
He  joumey'd :  and  his  chance  was,  as  he  went, 
To  join  a  trav'Uer,  of  hx  different  note, 
Evander,  fam'd  for  piety,  for  years  490 

Deserving  hcmour,  but  for  wisdom  more. 
Fame  had  not  left  the  venerable  man 
A  stranger  to  the  manners  of  the  youth, 
Whose  face,  too,  was  fkrailiar  to  his  view. 
Their  way  was  on  the  margin  of  the  land,  496 

O'er  the  green  summit  of  the  rocks,  whose  base 
Beats  back  the  roaring  surge,  scarce  heard  so  high. 
The  charity  that  warm'd  his  heart,  was  mov'd 
At  sight  of  the  man-monster.    With  a  smile 
Gentle  and  affable,  and  full  of  grace,  500 

As  fearful  of  offending  whom  he  wish'd 
Vluch  to  persuade,  he  plied  his  ear  with  truths 
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Not  liarldly  thunder'd  forth,  or  rudely  press'd, 
But,  like  bis  purpose,  gracious,  kind,  and  sweet 
"  And  dost  thou  dream,'*  th'  impenetrable  man       505 
Exclaim 'd,  *'  that  me  the  lullabies  of  age^ 
And  fantasies  of  dotards,  such  as  thou, 
Can  cheat,  or  move  a  moment's  fear  in  me  ? 
Mark  now  the  proof  I  give  thee,  that  the  brave 
Need  no  such  aids  as  superstition  lends  510 

"  To  steel  their  hearts  against  the  dread  of  death.' 
He  spoke,  and  to  tlie  precipice  at  hand 
Push'd  with  a  madman's  fury.    Fancy  shrinks, 
And  the  blood  thrills  and  curdles  at  the  thought 
Of  such  a  gulf  as  he  debign'd  his  grave.  515 

But  though  the  felon  on  his  back  could  dara 
The  dreadful  leap,  more  rational,  Ms  steed 
Declin'd  the  death,  and  wheeling  swiftly  round, 
Or  ere  his  hoof  had  press'd  the  crumbling  verge, 
Baffled  his  rider,  sav'd  against  his  will.  520 

The  frenzy  of  the  brain  may  be  redressed 
By  med'cine  well  applied,  but  without  grace 
The  heart's  insanity  admits  no  cure. 
Enrag'd  the  more,  by  what  might  have  reform'd 
His  horrible  intent,  again  he  sought  525 

Destruction,  with  a  zeal  to  bo  destroy'd, 
With  sounding  whip,  and  rowels  died  in  blood, - 
But  still  in  vain.    The  Providence  that  meant 
A  longer  date  to  the  far  nobler  beast, 
Spar'd  yet  again  th'  ignobler  for  his  sake.  590 

And  now,  his  prowess  prov'd,  and  his  sincere 
Incurable  obduracy  evinc'd. 

His  rage  grew  cool,  and,  pleas'd  perhaps  t'  have  eam*d 
So  cheaply,  the  renown  of  that  attempt, 
With  looks  of  some  complacence  he  resum'd  535 

His  road,  deriding  much  the  blank  amaze 
Of  good  Evander,  still  where  he  was  left 
Fiz'd  motionless,  and  petrified  with  dread. 
So  on  they  far'd.    Discourse  on  other  themes 
Ensuing  seem'd  t'  obliterate  the  past ;  540 

^     12» 
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And  tamer  far  foe  so  much  fury  sb^^wn, 
(As  is  the  cousse  of  laah  and  fieiy  men,) 
The  rude  coiupanion  smil'd,  as  if  tronsform'd— - 
But  'twas  a  transient  calm.    A  storm  was  near 
An  unsuspected  storm.    His  hoar  was  come*  S45 

The  impious  challenger  of  Pow'r  divine 
Was  now  to  learn,  that  Heav'n,  though  slow  to  WH^ 
Is  never  with  impunity  defied. 
His  horse,  as  he  had  caught  his  master's  mood, 
Snorting,  and  starting  into  sudden  rdge,  ^oO 

Unbidden,  and  not  now  to  be  controU'd, 
Rush'd  to  the  cliff,  and,  having  reached  it,  stood. 
At  once  the  shock  imseated  him :  he  flew 
Sheer  o'er  the  craggy  barrier  ;  and  immers'd 
Deep  in  the  flood,  found,  when  he  sought  H  noV     ^^ 
The  death  he  had  deserv'd,  and  died  alone.  . 
So  God  wrought  double  justice ;  made  the  Iboi 
The  victim  of  his  own  tremendous  dioice. 
And  taught  a  brute  the  way  to  safe  revenge. 

I  would  not  enter  on  my  list  of  friends,  560 

(Though  grac'd  with  polish'd  manners  and  fino  sense, 
Tet  wanting  sensibiiity,)  the  man 
Who  needlessly  seta  foot  upon  a  worm. 
An  inadvertent  step  may  crush  the  snail 
That  crawls  at  ev'ning  in  the  publick  path  ;  565 

But  he  thftt  has  humanity,  ^orewam'd, 
Will  tread  aside,  and  let  the  reptile  Uve. 
The  creeping  vermin,  loathscune  to  the  eight. 
And  charg'd  perhaps  with  venom,  thai  intrudes^ 
A  visitor  unwelcome,  into  sce/ios  5StO 

Sacred  to  neataMS  and  repose,  th'  alcove, 
The  chamber,  or  refectory^  may  die : 
A  necessary  act  incurs  no  blame. 
Not  so  when,  held  within  their  proper  bounds^ 
And  guiltless  of  offimee,  they  range  the  airy.  57^ 

Or  take  their  pastime  in  the  spacious  field :  - 
There  they  are  privileg'd ;  and  he  that  hunts 
Or  harms  them  there  is  guilty  of  a  wrong. 
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Disturbs  the  economy  of  Nature's  realm, 

Who,  when  she  form'd,  designed  them  an  abode.     580 

The  sum  is  this :  If  man's  conveniencei  health. 

Or  safety,  interfere,  his  rights  and  claims 

Are  paramount,  and  must  extinguish  theirs. 

Else  they  are  all^-the  meanest  things  that  are** 

As  free  to  live,  and  to  enjoy  that  life,  585 

As  God  was  free  to  form  them  at  the  first, 

Who  in  his  sov'reign  wisdom  made  them  alL 

ITe,  therefore,  who  love  mercy,  teach  your  sons 

To  love  it  too.    The  spring  time  of  our  years 

Is  soon  dishonoured  and  defil'd  in  most  GOO 

By  budding  ills,  that  ask  a  prudent  hand 

To  check  them.    But,  alas  1  none  sooner  shoots, 

If  unrestrained,  into  luxuriant  growth, 

Than  cruelty,  most  dev'li«h  of  them  alL 

Mercy  to  him  that  shows  it,  is  the  rule  505 

And  righteous  limitation  of  its  act. 

By  which  Heav'n  moves  in  pard'ning  guilty  man ', 

And  he  that  shows  none,  being  ripe  in  years. 

And  conscious  of  the  outrage  he  conunits, 

Shall  seek  it,  and  not  find  it,  in  his  turn.  600 

Distinguished  much  by  reason,  and  still  more 
By  our  capacity  of  grace  divine, 
From  creatures,  that  exist  but  £ot  our  8ak«, 
Which  having  serv'd  us,  perish,  we  are  held 
Accountable ;  and  God  some  future  day  005 

Will  reckon  with  us  roundly  fi>T  th*  abuse 
Of  what  he  deems  no  mean  nor  trivial  trust. 
Superiour  as  we  are,  they  yet  depend 
Not  more  on  human  help  than  we  on  theirs. 
Their  strength,  or  speed,  or  vigilance,  were  giv'n  610 
In  lud  of  our  defects.    In  some  are  found 
Such  teachable  and  apprehensive  parts. 
That  man's  attainments  in  his  own  concerns, 
Match'd  with  th'  expertness  of  the  brutes  in  tlioirs, 
Are  ofttimos  yanquish'd  and  thrown  far  behind.      615 
Some  show  that  nice  sagacity  of  smell. 
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And  read  with  such  discernment,  in  the  port 

And  figure  of  the  man,  his  secret  aim, 

That  oft  we  owe  our  safety  to  a  skill 

We  could  not  teach,  and  must  despair  to  learn.       62W 

But  learn  we  might,  if  not  too  proud  to  stoop 

To  quadruped  instructers  many  a  good 

And  useful  quality,  and  virtue  too, 

Rarely  exemplified  among  ourselves. 

Attachment  never  to  bo  wean'd,  or  changed  ^5 

By  any  change  of  fortune  :  proof  alike 

Against  unkindness,  absence,  and  neglect; 

Fidelity,  that  neither  bribe  nor  threat 

Can  move  or  warp  j  and  gratitude  for  small 

'nd  trivial  Tavours,  lasting  as  the  life,  690 

nd  glist'ning  even  in  the  dying  eye. 
Man  praises  man.    Desert  in  arts  or  arms 
Wins  publick  honour ;  and  ten  thousand  sit 
Patiently  present  at  a  sacred  song, 
Commemoration  mad  ;  content  to  hear  635 

(O  wonderful  effect  of  musick's  power !) 
Messiah's  eulogy  for  Handel's  sake  ! 
But  less,  methinks,  than  sacrilege  might  serve— 
(For,  was  it  less,  what  heathen  would  have  dar'd 
To  strip  Jove's  statue  of  his  oaken  wreath,  610 

And  hang  it  up  in  honour  of  a  man  ?) 
Much  less  might  serve,  when  all  that  we  design 
Is  but  to  gratify  an  itching  ear, 
And  give  the  day  to  a  musician's  praise. 
Remember  Handel  ?    Who,  that  was  not  bom        645 
Deaf  as  the  dead  to  harmony,  forgets. 
Or  can,  the  more  than  Homer  of  his  age  ? 
Yes — ^we  remember  him ;  and  while  we  praise 
A  talent  so  divine,  remember  too 
That  His  most  holy  book  from  whom  it  came,         65C 
Was  never  meant,  was  never  us'd  before, 
To  buckram  out  the  mem'ry  of  a  man. 
But  hush  ! — ^the  Muse  perhaps  is  too  severe 
And  with  a  crravity  beyond  the  size 
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And  measiire  of  th'  olTence,  rebukes  a  deed  655 

Less  impious  than  absurd,  and  owing  more 
To  want  of  judgment  than  to  wrong  design 
So  in  the  chapel  of  old  Ely  House, 
When  wand'ring  Charles,  who  meant  to  be  the  third, 
Had  fled  from  William,  and  the  news  was  fresh,     600 
The  simple  clerk,  but  lojal,  did  announce. 
And  eke  did  roar  right  merrily,  two  stayes. 
Sung  to  the  praise  and  glory  of  King  6eorg« ! 
— Man  praises  man :  and  Garrick's  memory  next. 
When  time  hath  somem^at  meUow'd  it,  and  made  665 
The  idol  of  our  worship  while  he  liv*d 
The  God  of  our  idolatry  once  more. 
Shall  have  its  altar ;  and  the  world  shall  go 
In  pilgrimage  to  bow  before  his  shrine. 
The  theatre  too  small,  shall  suffocate  070 

Its  squeezed  contents,  and  more  than  it  admits 
Shall  sigh  at  their  ezolusion,  and  return 
Ungratifled ;  for  there  some  noble  lord 
Shall  stuff  his  shoulders  with  King  Richard's  ImiM^ 
Or  wrap  himself  in  Hamlet's  inky  cloak,  675 

And  strut,  and  storm,  and  straddle,  stamp,  and  staro. 
To  show  the  world  how  Garrick  did  not  act. 
Fot  Garrick  was  a  worshipper  himself; 
He  drew  the  liturgy,  and  fram'd  the  rites 
And  solemn  ceremonial  of  the  day,  080 

And  call'd  the  world  to  worship  on  the  btmks 
Of  Avon,  fam'd  in  song.    Ah,  pleasant  proof 
That  piety  has  still  in  human  hearts 
Some  place,  a  spark  or  two  not  yet  extinct. 
The  mulb'rry  tree  was  hung  with  blooming  wroiiths ; 
The  mulb'rry  tree  stood  centre  of  the  dance ;  685 

The  mulb'rry  tree  was  hymn'd  with  dulcet  ahni ; 
And  from  his  touchwood  trunk  the  mulb'rry  trad 
Supplied  such  relicks  as  devotion  holds 
Still  sacred,  and  preserves  wi|h  pious  care.  690 

So  'twas  a  haliow'd  time :  decorum  reign'd. 
And  mirth  without  ofience.    No  few  returned. 
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Doubtless,  much  edified,  and  all  refreshed. 

— Man  praises  man.    The  rabble  all  alive 

From  tippling  benches,  cellars,  stalls,  and  styes,     6d5 

Swarm  in  the  streets.    The  statesman  of  the  day, 

A  pompous  and  slow-moving  pageant,  comes. 

Some  shout  him,  and  some  hang  upon  his  car. 

To  gaze  in  's  eyes,  and  bless  hun.    Maidens  wave 

Their  kerchiefs,  and  old  women  weep  for  joy :         TOO 

While  others,  not  so  satisfied,  unhorse 

The  gilded  equipage,  and  turning  loose 

Qis  steeds,  usurp  a  place  they  well  deserve. 

Why  ?  what  has  charmed  them  ?    Hath  he  saved  th* 

state  ? 
No.    Doth  he  purpose  its  salvation  ?    No.  705 

Enchanting  novelty,  that  moon  at  full. 
That  finds  out  ev'ry  crevice  of  the  head 
That  is  not  sound,  and  perfect,  hath  in  theirs 
Wrought  this  disturbance.    But  the  wane  is  near, 
And  his  oWn  cattle  must  suffice  him  soon.  710 

Thus  idly  do  we  waste  the  breath  of  praise, 
And  dedicate  a  tribute,  in  its  use 
And  just  direction  sacred,  to  a  tiling 
Doom'd  to  the  dust,  or  lodg'd  already  there. 
Encomium  in  old  time  was  poet's  woriL ;  715 

But  poets,  having  lavishly  long  since 
Exhausted  all  materials  of  the  art, 
The  task  now  falls  into  the  publick  hand ; 
And  I  contented  with  an  humbler  theme, 
Have  pour'd  my  stream  of  panegyrick  down  720 

The  vale  of  Nature,  where  it  creeps  and  winiW 
Among  her  lovely  works  with  a  secure 
And.  unambitious  course,  reflecting  clear. 
If  not  the  virtues,  yet  the  worth  of  brutes. 
And  I  am  recompensed,  and  deem  the  toils  735 

Of  poetry  not  lost,  if  verse  of  mine 
May  stand  between  an  animal  and  wo. 
And  teach  one  tyrant  pity  for  his  drudge. 
The  groans  of  Nature  in  this  nether  world. 
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Which  hoav*n  has  heard  for  ages,  have  an  end       730 
Foretold  by  prophets,  and  by  poets  sung, 
Whose  fire  was  kmdled  at  the  prophets'  lamp ; 
The  time  of  rest,  the  promised  sabbath,  comet 
Six  thoQiand  years  of  sorrow  have  well  nig 
Fulfill'd  their  tardy  and  disastrous  course  735 

Over  a  sinful  world ;  and  what  remains 
Of  this  tempestuous  state  of  human  things 
Is  merely  as  the  working  of  a  s^a 
Before  a  calm  that  rocks  itself  to  rest ; 
For  He,  whose  car  the  winds  are,  and  the  clouds   740 
The  dust  that  waits  upon  his  sultry  march. 
When  fdn  hath  mov'd  him,  and  his  wrath  is  hot, 
Shall  visit  earth  in  mercy ;  shall  descend 
Propitious  in  his  chariot  pav'd  with  love ; 
And  what  his  storms  have  blasted  and  defac'd        745 
For  man's  revolt,  shall  with  a  smile  repair. 

Sweet  is  the  harp  of  prophecy ;  too  sweet 
Not  to  be  wrong'd  by  a  mere  mortal  touch ; 
Nor  can  the  wonders  it  records  be  sung 
To  meaner  musick,  and  not  suffer  loss.  750 

But  when  a  poet,  or  when  one  like  me, 
Happy  to  rove  among  poetick  flow'rs, 
Though  poor  in  skill  to  rear  them,  lights  at  last 
On  some  fair  theme,  some  theme  divinely  fair, 
Such  is  the  impulse  and  the  spur  he  feels,  755 

To  give  it  praise  proportioned  to  its  worth. 
That  not  t'  attempt  it,  arduous  as  he  deems 
The  labour,  were  a  task  more  arduous  still. 

O  scenes  surpassing  fable,  and  yet  true, 
Scenes  of  accomplish'd  bliss !  which  who  can  see,  760 
Though  but  in  distant  prospect,  and  not  feel 
His  soul  refresh'd  with  foretaste  of  the  joy  ? 
Rivers  of  gladness  water  all  the  earth. 
And  clothe  all  climes  with  beauty ;  the  reproach 
Of  barrenness  is  past.    The  fruitful  field  766 

Laughs  with  abundance  ;  and  the  land,  once  lean, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


144  THE  TASK. 

Or  fertile  only  in  its  own  disgrace^ 
Exults  to  see  its  tbistly  cur&e  repeal'd. 
The  variofw  seasons  woven  into  one. 
And  that  one  season  an  eternal  spring,  770 

The  garden  fears  no  blight,  and  nee^  no  fenMy 
For  there  is  none  to  eoyet,  aU  are  full. 
The  lion,  and  the  libbard,  and  the  bear, 
Graze  with  the  fearless  flocks ;  all  badt  at  noon 
Togetlier,  or  all  ganibol  itt  the  shade  fTb 

•  Of  the  same  grove,  and  drink  one  conunon  stseam  j 
Antipathies  are  none.    No  foe  to  nian 
Lurks  in  the  serpent  now ;  ihe  mother  sees, 
And  smiles  to  see,  her  Infiu^^s  playful  hand 
Stretch'd  forth  to  dally  with  the  crested  worm,       7B9 
To  stroke  his  azure  nock,  or  to  receive 
The  lambent  homage  of  his  arrowy  tongue. 
All  creatures  worship  man,  and  all  mankind 
One  Lord,  one  Father.    Errour  has  no  plasce ; 
That  creeping  pestilence  is  driven  away ;  795 

The  breath  of  Ueav'a  has  chas'd  it.    In  the  heart 
No  passion  touches  a  discordant  string. 
But  all  is  harmony  and  love.     Disease 
Is  not :  the  pure  and  uncontaminate  blbod 
Holds  its  due  course,  nor  fears  the  frost  of  aga       T90 
One  song  employs  all  nations ;  and  all  cry, 
*<  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain  for  us  T 
The  dwellers  in  the  vales  and  on  the  rocks 
Shout  tp  each  other,  and  the  mountain  tops 
From  distant  mountains  catch  the  ^ing  joy,  796 

Till,  nation  after  nation  taught  the  strain, 
Earth  rolls  the  rapturous  hosanna  round. 
Behold  the  measure  of  the  promise  SSVd ; 
See  Salem  built,  the  labour  of  a  Gt>d  ! 
Bright  as  a  sun  the  sacred  city  shines ;  800 

All  kingdoms  and  all  princes  of  the  earth 
Fh>ck  to  that  light ;  the  glory  of  all  lands 
Flows  into  her  ;  unbounded  is  her  joy. 
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And  endless  her  increase.    Thy  rams  are  there 
Nebaioth,  and  the  flocks  of  Kedar  there  ;**  805 

The  looms  of  Ormus,  and  the  mines  of  Ind, 
And  Saba's  spicy  groves  pay  tribute  there. 
Praise  is  in  all  her  gates ;  upon  her  walls, 
And  in  her  streets,  and  in  her  spacious  courtfl. 
Is  heard  salvation.    Eastern  Java  there  810 

Kueels  with  the  native  of  the  farthest  west ; 
And  ^Ethiopia  spreads  abroad  the  hand, 
And  worships.    Her  report  has  travell'd  forth 
Into  all  lands.    From  ev'ry  clime  they  come 
To  see  thy  beauty,  and  to  share  thy  joy,  815 

O  Sion !  an  assembly  such  as  Earth 
Saw  never,  such  as  Heav'n  stoops  down  to  sec. 

Thus  heav'nward  all  things  tend.  For  all  were  once 
Perfect,  and  all  must  bo  at  length  restored. 
So  God  has  greatly  purposed  ;  who  would  else       820 
In  his  dishonour'd  works  himself  endur<f 
Dishonour,  and  be  wrong'd  without  redress. 
Haste,  then,  and  wheel  away  a  shatterM  world, 
Ye  slow-revolving  seasons !  we  would  see 
(A  sight  to  which  our  eyes  are  strangers  yet)         825 
A  world,  that  does  not  dread  and  hate  his  laws. 
And  suffer  for  its  crime  ;  would  learn  how  fair 
The  creature  is,  that  God  pronounces  good  ; 
How  pleasant  in  itself  what  pleases  him. 
Here  ev'ry  drop  of  honey  hides  a  sting  :  830 

Worms  wind  themselves  into  our  sweetest  flow'rs 
And  e*en  the  joy,  that  haply  some  poor  heart 
Derives  from  Heav*n,  pure  as  the  fountain  is, 
Is  sullied  in  the  stream,  taking  a  taint 
From  touch  of  human  lips,  at  best  impure.  835 

O  for  a  Ti  orld  in  principle  as  chaste 
As  this  la  gross  and  selfish !  over  which 


*  Nebaioth  and  Kedar,  the  sons  of  Ishmael,  and  progeBiton 
of  the  Arabs  in  theprophctick  Scripture  here  alluded  to,  may 
be  reasonably  considered  as  representatives  of  the  Gentiles  at 


large. 
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Custom  and  prejudice  shall  boar  no  sway, 

That  govern  all  things  here,  should'ring  aside 

The  meek  and  modest  Truth,  and  forcing  her        840 

To  seek  a  refuge  from  the  tongue  of  Strife 

In  nooks  obscure,  far  from  the  ways  of  men ; 

Where  Violence  shall  never  lift  the  sword, 

Nor  Cunning  justify  the  proud  man's  wrong, 

Leaving  the  poor  no  remedy  but  tears :  845 

Where  he  that  fills  an  office,  shall  esteem 

Th'  occasion  it  presents  of  doing  good 

More  than  the  perquisite  :  where  Law  shall  speak 

Seldom,  and  never  but  as  Wisdom^  prompts 

And  Equity ;  not  jealous  more  to  guard  850 

A  worthless  form  than  to  decide  aright  : 

Where  Fashion  shall  not  sanctify  abuse, 

Nor  smooth  Good-breeding  (supplemental  grace) 

With  lean  performance  ape  tlio  work  of  Love !  ^ 

Come,  then,  and,  added  to  thy  many  crowns,      659 
Receive  yet  one,  the  crown  of  all  the  earth, 
Thou  who  alone  art  worthy !  It  was  thine 
By  ancient  covenant,  ere  Nature's  birth ; 
And  thou  hast  made  it  thine  by  purchase  since ; 
And  o'erpaid  its  value  with  thy  blood.  860 

Thy  saints  proclaim  thee  king ;  and  in  their  hearts 
Thy  title  is  engraven  with  a  pen 
Dipp'd  in  the  fountain  of  eternal  love. 
Thy  sdnts  proclaim  thee  king ;  and  thy  delay 
Gives  courage  to  their  foes,  who,  could  they  see    8^ 
The  dawn  of  thy  last  advent,  long  desir'd, 
Would  creep  into  the  bowels  of  the  hills, 
And  flee  for  safety  to  the  falling  rocks. 
The  very  spirit  of  the  world  is  tir'd 
Jf  its  own  taunting  question,  ask'd  so  long,  'STO 

"  Where  is  the  promise  of  your  Lord's  approach  ?" 
The  infidel  has  shot  his  bolts  away. 
Till  his  exhausted  quiver  yielding  none, 
He  gleans  the  blunted  shafts,  that  have  reeoil'd, 
And  aims  thom  at.  the  shield  of  Truth  again.  875 
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The  veil  id  rent,  rent  too  by  priestly  hands. 
That  hides  diyinity  from  mortal  eyes ; 
And  all  the  mysteries  to  faith  proposed. 
Insulted  and  traduc'd  are  cast  aside, 
As  useless,  to  the  moles  and  to  the  bats.  880 

They  now  are  deem'd  the  faithful,  and  are  prais'jd, 
Who,  constant  only  in  rejecting  Thee, 
Deny  thy  Godhead  with  a  martyr's  zeal. 
And  quit  their  office  for  their  errour's  sake. 
Blind  and  in  loye  with  darkness  !  yet  e*en  these    885 
Worthy,  compared  with  sycophants,  who  knee 
Thy  name  adoring,  and  then  preach  thee  man ; 
So  fares  thy  church.    But  how  thy  church  may  fiire 
The  world  takes  little  tlionght.  Who  will  may  preachy 
And  what  they  will.    All  pastors  are  alike  890 

To  wand*ring  sheep,  resolv'd  to  follow  none. 
Two  gods  divide  them  all — Pleasure  and  Gain ; 
For  these  they  live,  they  sacrifice  to  these. 
And  in  their  service  wage  perpetual  war  894 

With  Conscience  and  with  Thee.  Lust  in  their  hcartis 
And  mischief  in  their  hands,  they  roam  the  earth 
To  prey  upon  each  other ;  stubborn,  fierce, 
High*minded,  foaming  out  their  own  disgrace. 
Thy  prophets  speak  of  such ;  and  noting  down 
The  features  of  the  last  degen'rate  times,  900 

Exhibit  every  lineament  of  these.    ' 
Come,  then,  and,  added  to  thy  many  erowns, 
Receive  yet  one,  as  radiant  as  the  rest, 
Due  to  thy  last  and  most  effectual  work,  • 

Thy  word  fulfilled,  the  conquest  of  a  world !  905 

He  is  the  happy  man,  whose  life  e*en  now 
Shows  somewhat  of  that  happier  life  to  coma ; 
Who,  doom*d  to  an  obscure  but  tranquil  state, 
Is  pleased  with  it,  and,  were  he  firee  to  choose,       x 
Would  make  his  fate  his  choice ;  whom  peace,  the  fruit 
Of  virtue,  and  whom  virtue,  firuit  of  fUth,  911 

Prepare  for  happiness ;  bespeak  him  one 
Content  indeed  to  sojourn  while  he  must 


Digitized  by 


Google 


148  THE  TASK. 

itolnw  the  flkics,  but  having  there  liis  hi  mo. 

The  world  o'crlooks  liiin  in  her  busy  search  91li 

Of  objects  more  illustrious  in  her  view ; 

And  occupied  as  earnestly  as  she. 

Though  more  sublimely,  ho  o'erlooks  the  World. 

She  scorns  his  pleasures,  for  she  knows  them  unt ; 

Ho  seeks  not  hers,  for  he  has  prov'd  them  vain.      920 

He  \:annot  skim  tlie  ground  like  sununer  birds 

Pursuing  gilded  flies  ;  and  such  he  deems 

flor  honours,  her  emoluments,  her  joys* 

Therefore  in  contemplation  is  his  bli^, 

Whoso  pow*r  is  such,  that  whom  she  liAs  from  Murth 

She  makes  familiar  with  a  Heav'n  unseen,  936 

And  shows  him  glories  yet  to  be  reveal'd. 

Not  slothful  he,  though  seeming  unemployedi 

And  censur'd  ofl  as  useless.     Stillest  streams 

Oft  water  fairest  meadows,  and  the  bird  930 

That  flutters  least  is  longest  on  the  wing. 

Ask  him,  indeed,  what  trophies  he  has  rais!d| 

6r  what  achiovements  of  immortal  fame 

He  purposes,  and  lie  shall  answer — None. 

His  warfare  is  within.    There,  unfatigu'd,  936 

His  fervent  spirit  labours.    There  he  flghts 

And  there  obtabis  fresh  triumphs  o*er  himself 

And  nover-with'ring  wreaths,  compar'd  with  w&lchy 

The  laurels  tliat  a-Csssar  reaps  are  weeds. 

Perhaps  tho  self-approving,  haughty  world,  940 

That  as  she  sweeps  him  with  her  whistling  stllu 

Scarce^ deigns  to  notice  him,  or  if  she  see. 

Deems  him  a  ciplier  in  the  works  of  Gody 

Receives  advantage  from  his  noiseless  houra, 

Of  which  she  little  dreams.    Perhaps  she  owes      945 

Her  sunshine  and  her  rain,  her  blooming  spring 

And  plenteous  harvest,  to  the  pray'r  be  makePi 

When,  Isaac  like,  the  solitary  saint 

Walks  forth  to  meditate  at  eventide, 

And  think  on  her  who  thinks  not  for  herself.  9(0 

Forgive  him,  then,  thou  bustler  in  concerns 
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Of  little  worthy  an  idler  in  the  best, 
Iff  author  of  no  mischief  and  some  good, 
Ho  seeks  his  proper  happiness  by  means 
That  may  advance,  bat  cannot  hinder,  thino.  956 

Nor,  though  he  tread  the  secret  path  of  life, 
Engage  no  notice,  and  enjoy  much  ease. 
Account  him  an  encumbrance  on  the  state, 
Receiving  benefits,  and  rendering  none. 
His  sphere,  though  humble,  if  that  humble  sphere 
Shine  with  his  fair  example ;  and  though  small      961 
His  influence,  if  that  influence  all  be  spent 
In  soothing  sorrow,  and  in  quenching  strife, 
In  aiding  helpless  indigence  in  works 
From  which  at  least  a  grateful  few  derive  965 

Some  taste  of  comfort  in  a  world  of  wo ; 
Then  let  the  supercilious  great  confess 
He  serves  his  country,  recompenses  well 
The  state  beneath  the  shadow  of  whose  Tine 
He  sits  secure,  and  in  the  scale  of  life  970 

Holds  no  ignoble,  though  a  alighted,  place. 
The  man,  whose  TirtueS  are  more  felt  than  seen, 
Must  drop  indeed  the  hope  of  publick  praise ; 
But  he  may  boast,  what  few  that  win  it  can. 
That  if  his  couniry  stand  not  by  his  skill,  975 

At  least  his  follies  have  not  wrought  her  falL 
Polite  Refinement  offers  him  in  rain 
Her  golden  tube,  through  which  a  sensual  World 
Draws  gross  imparity,  and  likes  it  well. 
The  neat  eonvejrance  hiding  all  the  offence.  980 

Not  that  he  peevishly  rejects  a  mode. 
Because  that  World  adopts  it.    If  it  bear 
The  stamp  and  clear  impresnon  of  good  sense, 
And  be  not  costly  more  than  of  true  worth 
He  put^  it  on,  and  for  decorum  sake  985 

Can  wear  it  e*en  as  gracefully  as  she. 
She  judges  of  refinement  -by  the  eye ; 
He,  by  the  test  of  conscience,  and  a  heart 
Not  soon  deceivM  ;  aware,  that  what  is  base 
13* 
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No  polish  can  make  sterl.ajr ;  and  that  vice,  "99(1 

Though  well  porfuui'd  and  elegantly  dress'd, 

Like  an  unburied  carcass  trick 'd  with  flcw'rs, 

Is  but  a  garnish 'd  nuisance,  fitter  far 

For  cleanly  riddance  than  for  fair  attire. 

So  life  glides  smoothly  and  by  stealth  away,  99»1 

More  golden  than  thai  ago  of  fabled  gold 

Ronown'd  in  ancient  song  ;  not  vex'd  with  care 

Or  stain'd  with  guilt,  beneficent,  approv'd 

Of  God  and  man,  and  peaceful  in  its  end. 

So  glide  my  life  away  !  and  so  at  last,  ICOO 

My  share  of  duties  decently  fulfill 'd, 

May  some  disease,  not  tardy  to  perform 

Its  destin'd  office,  yet  with  gentle  stroke, 

Dismiss  me  weary  to  a  safe  retreat, 

Beneoth  the  turf  that  I  have  oilen  trod.  1005 

It  shall  not  grieve  roe  then,  that  once,  when  cali'd 

To  dress  a  Sofa  with  the  fiow'rs  of  versOi 

I  play'd  awhile,  obedient  to  the  fair, 

With  that  light  Task ;  but  soon,  to  please  her  more, 

Whom  flowers  alone  I  knew  would  little  please,   101^ 

Let  fall  th'  unfinish'd  wreath,  and  rov'd  for  fniit ', 

Rov'd  far,  and  gathered  much ;  some  harsh,  'tia  true, 

Piok'd  from  the  thorns  and  briars  of  reproof, 

But  wholesome,  well  digested ;  grateful  soine 

To  palates  that  can  taste  immortal  truth ;  1015 

Insipid  else,  and  sure  to  be  despis'd. 

But  all  is  in  His  band  whose  praise  I  seek. 

In  Yoin  the  poet  sings,  and  the  World  heaxs, 

If  ho  regard  not,  though  divine  the  theme. 

*Tis  not  in  artful  measures,  in  the  chime  IQM 

An^  idle  tinkling  of  a  minstrers  lyre. 

To  charm  His  ear  whose  eye  is  on  the  heart, 

^hose  frown  can  disappoint  the  proudest  strain, 

Whose  approbation — prosper  even  mme.  ^ 
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EPISTLE  TO  JOSEPH  HILL,  ESa 


DEAR  JOSEPH—five  and  twenty  years  ago— 
Alas,  how  time  escapes  !  'tis  even  so^ 
With  frequent  intercourse,  and  always  sweet, 
And  always  friendly,  we  were  wont  to  cheat 
A  tedious  hour — and  now  we  never  meet  i 
As  some  grave  gentleman  in  Terence  says, 
('Twas  therefore  much  the  same  in  ancient  days,) 
Good  lack,  we  know  not  what  to-morrow  brings— 
Strange  fluctuation  of  all  human  things ! 
True.    Changes  will  befall,  and  friends  may  part 
But  distance  only  cannot  change  the  heart ; 
And,  where  I  call'd  to  prove  th'  assertion  true, 
One  proof  should  serve — a  reference  to  you. 

Whence  comes  it,  then,  that  in  the  vane  of  life, 
Though  nothing  have  occurred  to  kindle  strife, 
We  find  the  friends  we  fancied  we  had  won, 
Though  num'rofls  once,  reduc'd  to  few  or  none  ? 
Can  gold  grow  worthless,  that  has  stood  the  toocll  ? 
No ;  gold  they  seemed,  but  they  were  never  aiicJl 

Horatio's  servant  once,  with  bow  and  cringe. 
Swinging  the  parlour  door  upon  its  hinge, 
Dreading  a  negative,  and  overaw'd 
Lest  he  should  trespass,  begg'd  to  go  abroad. 
Go,  fellow, — whither  ? — turning  short  about — 
Nay — Stpy  at  home — you're  always  going  out. 
Tis  b«t  a  step,  sir,  just  at  the  street's  end. — 
For  what  ? — An  please  you,  sir,  to  see  a  friend.— 
A  friend !  Horatio  cried,  and  seem'd  to  start — 
Tea,  marry  shalt  thou,  and  with  all  my  heart- 
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And  fetch  my  cloak  ;  for,  though  the  night  be  raw, 
T'll  see  him  too — the  firbt  I  ever  saw. 

I  knew  the  man,  and  knew  his  nature  mild, 
And  was  his  plaything  often  when  a  child  ; 
But  somewhat  at  that  moment  pinch'd  him  elope,. 
Else  he  was  seldom  bitter  or  morose. 
Perhaps  his  confidence  just  then  betray'd, 
His  grief  might  prompt  him  with  the  speech  he  made 
Perhaps  'twas  mere  gck>d  humour  gave  it  birth. 
The  harmless  play  of  pleasantry  and  mirth. 
Howe'er  it  was,  his  language,  in  my  mind 
Bespoke  at  least  a  man  that  knew  mankind. 

But  not  to  moralize  too  much,  and  strain, 
To  prove  an  evil,  of  which  all  complain, 
(I  hate  long  arguments  verbosely  spun,) 
One  story  more,  dear  Hill,  and  I  have  done 
Once  on  a  time,  an  emp*ror,  a  wise  man, 
No  matter  where,  in  China  or  Japan, 
Decreed,  that  whosoever  should  offend 
Against  the  well-known  duties  of  a  friend, 
Convicted  once,  should  ever  after  wear 
But  half  a  coat,  and  show  his  bosom  bare. 
The  punishment  importing  this,  no  doubt. 
That  all  was  naught  within,  and  all  found  out 

O  happy  Britain !  we  have  not  to  fear 
Such  hard  and  arbitrary  measure  here  ; 
Else^  could  a  law  like  that  which  I  relate, 
Once  have' the  sanction  of  our  triple  state. 
Some  few,  that  I  have  known  in  days  of  old. 
Would  run  most  dreadful  risk  of  catching  cold ; 
While  you,  my  friend,  whatever  wind  should  blow 
Might  traverse  England  safely  to  and  fro. 
An  honest  man,  close  button'd  to  the  chin, 
Broadcloth  without,  and  a  warm  heart  within. 
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IT  is  not  from  his  form,  in  which  we  trace 
Strength  joined  with  beauty,  dignity  with  grace^ 
That  man,  the  master  of  this  globe,  derives 
His  right  of  empire  over  all  that  lives. 
That  form,  indeed,  th*  associate  of  a  mind 
Vast  in  its  pow'rs,  ethereal  in  its  liind — 
That  form,  the  labour  of  almighty  skill, 
« Fram*d  for  the  service  of  a  freeborn  will, 
Asserts  precedence,  and  bespeaks  control, 
Bat  borrows  all  its  grandeur  from  the  soul. 
Here  is  the  state,  the  splendour,  and  the  throne, 
An  intellectual  kingdom,  all  her  own. 
For  her  the  Mem'ry  fills  her  ample  page 
With  truths  pour*d  down  from  ev*ry  distant  age  * 
For  her  amasses  an  unbounded  store, 
The' wisdom  of  great  nations,  now  no  more ; 
Though  laden,  not  encumbered  with  her  spoil ; 
Laborious,  yet  unconscious  of  her  toil ; 
When  copiously  supplied,  then  most  enlarg'd| 
8tin  to  be  fed,  and  not  to  be  surcharged. 
For  her  the  Fancy,  roving  unconfin'd, 
The  present  muse  of  ev'ry  pensive  mind, 
Works  magick  wonders,  adds  a  brighter  hue 
To  Nature*s  scenes  than  Nature  ever  knew. 
At  her  command  winds  rise,  and  waters  roar, 
A2^  <ihe  lays  them  slumbering  on  the  shore  ; 
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With  flowT  and  fruit  the  wilderness  supplies, 

Or  bids  the  rocks  in  ruder  pomp  arise. 

For  her  the  Judgment,  umpire  in  the  strife, 

That  Grace  and  Nature  have  to  wage  through  life,  90 

Quick-sighted  arbiter  of  good  and  ill. 

Appointed  sage  preceptor  to  the  will^ 

Condemns,  approves,  and  with  a  faithful  voice 

Guides  the  decisKU  of  a  doubtful  choice. 

Why  did  the  fiat  of  a  God  give  birth  35 

To  yon  fair  Sun,  and  his  attendant  Earth  ? 
And  when,  descending,  he  resigns  the  skies, 
Why  takes  the  gentler  Moon  her  turn  to  rise, 
Whom  Ocean  feels  through  all  his  countless  waves, 
And  owns  her  pow*r  on  ev'ry  shore  he  laves  i  40 

Why  do  the  seasons  still  enrich  the  year, 
Fruitful  and  young  as  in  tlieir  first  career  ? 
Spring  hangs  her  infant  blossoms  on  the  trees^ 
Rock'd  in  the  cradle  of  the  western  breeze ; 
Summer  in  haste  the  thriving  charge  receives  45 

Beneath  the  shade  of  her  expanded  leaves. 
Till  Autumn's  fiercer  heats  and  plenteous  dews 
Die  them  at  last  in  all  their  glowing  hues — 
Twere  wild  profusion  all,  and  bootless  waste, 
Pow'r  misemployed,  munificence  misplac'd,  50 

Had  not  its  author  dignified  the  plan, 
And  crown*d  it  with  the  majesty  ot  man. 
Thus  form'd,  thus  plac'd,  intelligent,  and  taught,  . 
Look  where  he  will,  the  wonders  God  has  wrought, 
The  wildest  scorner  of  his  Maker's  laws  5S 

Finds  in  a  sober  moment  time  to  pause. 
To  press  th*  important  question  on  his  heart, 
"  Why  form'd  at  all,  and  wherefore  as  thou  art  ?" 
If  manjae  what  he  seems,  this  hour  a  slave. 
The  next  mere  dust  and  ashes  in  the  grave  ;  CQ 

Endu'd  with  reason  only  to  descry 
flis  crimes  and  follies  with  an  aching  eye  ; 
With  passions,  just  that  he  may  prove,  with  pain. 
The  force  ho  spends  agains*  their  fury  vain ; 
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And  if,  soon  after  having  burn'd,  by  turns,  63 

With  e  «r'ry  lust  with  wliich  frail  Nature  bums« 
His  being  end  whore  death  desolvcs  the  bond, 
The  tomb  take  all,  and  all  be  blank  beyond ; 
Then  he  of  all  that  Nature  has  brought  forth. 
Stands  self-impeach'd  the  creature  of  least  worth,    70 
And  useless  while  he  lives  and  when  he  dies, 
Btings  into  doubt  tho  wisdom  of  the  skies. 

Truths,  that  the  leam'd  pursue  with  eager  thought, 
Are  not  important  always  as  dear  bought, 
Proving  at  last,  though  told  in  pompous  strains,        75 
A  childish  waste  of  philosophick  pains ; 
But  truths, 'on  which  depends  our  main  concern. 
That  *tis  our  shame  and  mis'ry  not  to  lear% 
Shine  by  the  side  of  ev'ry  path  we  tread 
With  such  a  lustre,  he  that  runs  may  read.  80 

*TiB  true,  that  if  to  trifle  life  away 
Down  to  the  sunset  of  their  latest  day. 
Then  perish  on  futurity's  wide  shore, 
Like  fleeting  exhalations,  found  no  more, 
Were  all  that  Heav'n  required  of  human  kind,  ^ 

And  all  the  plan  their  destiny  design'd, 
What  none  could  rev'rence  all  might  justly  blame, 
And  man  would  breathe  but  for  his  Maker's  shame. 
But  reason  heard,  and  nature  well  perus'd. 
At  once  tho  dreaming  mind  is  disabus'd.  90 

If  all  we  find  possessing  earth,  sea,  air, 
Reflect  his  attributes  who  plac'd  them  there, 
Folfll  the  purpose,  and  appear  design'd 
Proofs  of  the  wisdom  of  the  all-seeing  Mind, 
Tis  plain  the  czeatiire,  whom  he  chose  t'  inyest      99 
With  kingship  and  dominion  o'er  the  rest. 
Received  his  Bobler  nature,  and  was  Made 
Fit  for  the  pow'r  in  which  4ie  stands  array 'd ; 
That  first,  or  lost,  hereafter,  if  not  here. 
He  too  might  make  his  author's  wisdom  clear,        100 
Praise  him  on  earth,  or,  obstinately  dumb, 
Sufler  his  justice  in  a  world  to  come. 

Vol.  II.  14 
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This  once  believed;  'twere  logick  misapplied^ 
To  prove  a  consequence  by  none  denied, 
That  we  are  bound  to  cast  the  minds  of  youth        105 
Retimes  into  the  mould  of  heav'nly  truth, 
That  taught  of  God  they  may  indeed  be  wise, 
Nor,  ignorantly  wand'ring,  miss  the  skies. 
In  early  days  the  conscience  has  in  most 
A.  quickness,  which  in  later  life  is  lost :  .  119 

Presory'd  from  guilt  by  salutary  fears, 
Or,  guilty,  soon  relenting  into  tears. 
Too  careless  often,  as  our  years  proceed. 
What  friends  we  sort  with,  or  what  books  w«  read, 
Our  parents  yet  exert  a  prudent  care,  115 

To  feed  our  infant  minds  with  proper  fare ; 
And  wisely  store  the  nurs'ry  by  degrees 
With  wholesome  learning,  yet  acquired  with  ease. 
Neatly  secur'd  from  being  soil'd  or  torn 
Reneath  a  pane  of  thin  translucent  horn,  1590 

A  book,  (to  please  us  at  a  tender  age 
*Tis  call'd  a  book,  though  but  a  single  page.) 
Presents  the  pray'r  the  Sayiour  deign'd  to  teach, 
Which  children  use,  and  parsons — ^when  they  preach. 
Lisping  our  syllables,  we  scramble  next  195 

Through  moral  narrative,  or  sacred  text ; 
And  learn  with  wonder  how  this  world  begsui. 
Who  made,  who  marr'd,  and  who  has  ransomed  man. 
Points  which,  unless  the  Scripture  made  them  phdn, 
The  wisest  heads  might  agitate  in  vain.  130 

0  thou,  whom,  borne  on  fancy's  eager  wing 
Rack  to  the  season  of  life's  happy  spring, 

1  pleas'd  remember,  aiid,  while  mem'ry  3ret 
Holds  fast  her  office  here,  can-ae^  forget ; 
Ingenious  dreamer,  in  whose  welMold  tale  135 
Sweet  fiction  and  sweet  truth  alike  preyail ; 

Whose  hum'rous  vein,  strong  sense,  and  simi^  ^^J^ 
May  teach  the  gayest,  make  the  gravest  smile ; 
Witty,  and  well  employ'd,  and  like  thy  Lord, 
Spoa^ng  in  parables  his  slighted  word ;  140 
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I  name  thee  not,  le'st  so  despis'd  a  name 
Should  move  a  sneer  at  thy  deserved  fame , 
Tet  e'en  m  transitory  life's  late  day. 
That  mingles  all  my  brown  with  sober  gray, 
Revere  the  man,  whose  Pilgrim  marks  the  road,    145 
And  guides  the  progress  of  the  soul  to  God. 
Twere  well  with  most,  if  books,  that  could  engage 
Their  childhood,  pleas'd  tliem  at  a  riper  age  ; 
The  man  approving  what  had  charm'd  the  boy. 
Would  die  at  last  in  comfort,  peace,  and  joy  ;  150 

And  not  with  curses  on  his  heart,  who  stole 
The  gem  of  truth  from  his  unguarded  soul. 
The  stamp  of  artless  piety  impress'd 
By  kind  tuition  on  his  yielding  breast, 
The  youth  now  bearded,  and  yet  pert  and  raw,       155 
Regards  with  scorn,  though  once  receiv'd  with  awe ; 
And,  warp'd  into  the  labyrinth  of  lies, 
That  babblers,  oaird  philosophers,  devise. 
Blasphemed  his  creed,  as  founded  on  a  plan 
Replete  with  dreams,  unworthy  of  a  man-  160 

Touch  but  his  nature  in  its  ailing  part. 
Assert  the  native  eyil  of  his  heart. 
His  pride  resents  the  charge,  although  the  proof 
Rise  in  his  forehead  *  and  seem  rank  enough  ; 
Point  to' the  cure,  describe  a  Saviour's  crosa  165 

As  God's  expedient  to  retrieve  his  loss, 
The  young  apostate  sickens  at  the  view, 
And  hates  it  with  the  malice  of  a  Jew. 

'  How  weak  the  barrier  of  mere  Nature  proves, 
Oppos'd  against  the  pleasures  Nature  loves !  170 

While  self-betray'd  and  wildiully  undone. 
She  longs  to  yield,  no  sooner  woo'd  than  won. 
Try  now  the  merits  of  this'bless'd  exchange, 
Of  modest  truth  for  wit's  eccentiick  range. 
Time  was,  he  clos'd  as  he  began  the  day  176 

With  decent  duty,  not  asham'd  to  pray  : 

"  See  2  Cbron.  ch.  xxvi.  ver.  19. 
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Tho  practice  was  a  bond  upon  bis  h&arty 

A  pledge  he  gave  for  a  consistent  part ; 

Nor  could  he  dare  presumptuously  displease 

A  pow'r  confess'd  so  lately  on  his  knees.  180 

But  now  farewell  all  legendary  taleSi 

The  shadows  fly,  philosophy  prevails ; 

Pray'r  to  the  winds,  and  caution  to  the  wav^  > 

Religion  makes  thee  free  by  nature  slaves  I 

Priests  have  invented,  and  the  world  admir'd  165 

What  knavish  priests  promulgate  as  inspir'd; 

Till  Reason,  now  no  longer  overaw'd, 

Resumes  her  powers,  and  spurns  the  clumsy  fraud  , 

And,  common  sense  diffusing  real  day, 

The  meteor  of  the  Gospel  dies  away  190 

Such  rhapsodies  our  shrewd  discerning  youth 

Learn  from  expert  inquirers  after  truth ; 

Whose  only  care,  might  truth  presume  to  speak. 

Is  not  to  find  what  they  profess  to  seek. 

And  thus,  well-tutor'd  only  while  we  share  105 

A  mother's  lectures  and  a  nurse's  care ; 

And  taught  at  schools  much  mythologick  stufi^* 

But  sotmd  religion  sparingly  enough ; 

Our  early  notices  of  tnith,  disgrac'd, 

Soon  lose  their  credit,  and  are  all  efiac'd.  SQO ' 

Would  you  your  son  should  be  a  sot  or  dtmce. 
Lascivious,  headstrong,  or  all  these  at  once ; 
That  in  good  time  the  stripling's  finish'd  taste 
For  loose  expense,  and  fashionable  waste, 
Should  prove  your  ruin  and  his  own  at  last ;  d05 

Train  him  in  puWick  with  a  mob  of  boys. 
Childish  in  mischief  only  and  in  noise, 
Else  of  a  mannish  growth,  and  five  in  ten 
In  infidelity  and  lewdness  men. 

*  The  author  beg^  leave  to  explain.  Sensible  that  without 
such  knowledge  neither  tiie  ancient  poets  nor  historians  can 
be  lasted,  or  indeed  uudersio%id,  he  docs  not  nieaa  to  censure 
the  pains  tliat  are  taken  to  instruct  a  school  boy  in  the  religion 
of  the  Heathen,  but  merely  that  neglect  of  Christian  culture, 
wliich  leaves  him  shamefally  ignorant  of  his  own. 
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There  shall  he  learn,  ere  sixteen  winters  old,  810 

That  authors  are  most  useful,  pawned  or  sold ; 
That,pedantrj  is  all  that  schools  impart, 
But  taverns  teach  the  knowledge  of  the  heart ; 
There  waiter  Dick,  with  Bacchanalian  lays, 
Shall  win  his  heart,  and  have  his  dnmken  praise  ,  215 
His  counsellor  and  bosom  fHend  diall  pro¥e, 
And  some  street-pacing  harlot  his  first  love. 
Schools,  unless  discipline  were  doubly  strong, 
Detain  their  adolescent  chargo  too  long ; 
The  management  of  tyroes  of  eighteen  290 

Is  difficult,  their  punishment  obscene. 
The  stout  tall  captain,  whose  superiour  rize 
The  minor  heroes  view  with  envious  eyes. 
Becomes  their  pattern,  upon  whom  they  fix 
Their  whole  attention,  and  ape  all  his  tricks.  225 

His  pride,  that  scorns  t*  obey  or  to  submit. 
With  them  is  courage }  his  effrontery,  wit. 
His  wild  excursions,  window-breaking  feats, 
Robb'ry  of  gardens,  quarrels  in  the  streets,  229 

His  hairbreadth  'scapes,  and  all  his  daring  schemes^ 
Transport  them,  and  are  made  their  fav'iito  themes. 
In  little  bosoms  such  achievements  strike 
A  kindred  spark :  they  bum  to  do  the  like : 
Thus  half  accomplished  ere  he  yet  begin 
To  show  the  peeping  down  upon  his  chin ;  235 

And,  as  maturity  of  years  comes  on, 
Mado  just  th'  adept  that  you  designed  your  son  , 
T*  ensure  the  perseverance  of  Lis  course. 
And  give  your  monstrous  project  all  its  force. 
Send  him  to  college.    If  he  there  be  tam*d,  24G 

Or  in  one  article  of  vice  reclaim'd. 
Where  no  regard  of  ordinances  is  shown 
Or  look*d  for  now,  the  fault  must  be  his  own, 
Some  sneaking  virtue  lurks  in  him,  no  doubt, 
Where  neither  strumpets'  charms  nor  drinking  boot, 
Nor  gambling  practices,  can  find  it  out.  246 

Such  youths  of  spirit,  and  that  spirit  too, 
14  • 
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Yd  nurs'ries  of  our  boys,  we  owe  to  you : 

Though  from  ourselves  the  mischief  more  proceeds, 

For  publick  schools  'tis  publick  folly  feeds.  250 

The  slaves  of  custom  and  establish 'd  mode. 

With  packhorse  constancy  we  keep  the.  road, 

Crooked  or  strught,  through  quags  or  U^orny  dells, 

True  to  the  jingling  of  our  leader's  bells. 

To  follow  foolish  precedents,  and  wink  255 

With  both  our  eyes,  is  easier  than  to  think  -, 

And  such  an  age  as  ours  balks  no  eipense. 

Except  of  caution,  and  of  common  sense ; 

Else  sure  notorious  fact  and  proof  so  plain, 

Would  turn  our  steps  into  a  wiser  train.     *  260 

I  blame  not  those  who,  with  what  care  they  can, 

O'erwatch  the  num'rous  and  unruly  ckn ', 

Or,  if  I  blame,  *tis  only  that  they  dare 

Promise  a  work,  of  which  they  must  despair. 

Have  ye,  ye  sage  intendants  of  the  whole,  265 

A  ubiquarian  presence  and  control — 

Elisha's  eye,  that,  when  Gehazi  stray'd. 

Went  with  him,  and  saw  all  the  game  he  play'd  ? 

Yes— ye  are  conscious ;  and  on  aU  the  shelves 

Your  pupils  strike  upon,  have  struck  yourselves.     270 

Or  if,  by  nature  sober,  ye  had  then, 

Boys  as  ye  were,  the  gravity  of  men ', 

Ye  knew  at  least,  by  constant  proofs  address'd 

To  ears  and  eyes,  the  vices  of  the  rest. 

But  ye  connive  at  what  ye  cannot  cure,  275 

And  evils,  not  to  be  endur'd,  endure, 

Lest  pow'r  exerted,  but  without  success. 

Should  make  the  little  ye  retam  still  less. 

Ye  once  were  justly  fam'd  for  bringing  forth 

Undou'bted  scholarship  and  genuine  worth ;  280 

And  in  the  firmament  of  fame  still  shines 

A  glory,  bright  as  that  of  all  the  signs, 

Of  poets  rais'd  by  you,  and  statesmen,  and  divines. 

Peace  to  them  all !  those  brilliant  times  are  fled, 

And  no  such  lights  are  kindling  in  their  stead.        28& 
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Our  striplings  shine  indeed,  but  with  such  rays, 
As  set  the  midnight  riot  in  a  blaze  ; 
And  seem,  if  judged  by  their  expressive  looks, 
Deeper  in  none  than  in  their  surgeons'  books. 

Say,  Muse,  (for  education  made  the  song,  SDO 

No  muse  can  hesitate,  or  linger  long,) 
What  causes  move  us,  knowing  as  we  must, 
That  these  menageries  all  fail  their  trust, 
To  send  our  sons  to  scout  and  scamper  there, 
While  colts  and  puppies  cost  us  so  much  care  f      205 

Be  it  a  weakness,  it  deserves  some  praise. 
We  love  the  play-place  of  our  early  days ; 
The  scene  is  touching,  and  the  heart  is  stone 
That  feels  not  at  that  sight,  and  feels  at  none. 
The  wall  on  which  we  tried  our  graving  skill,        300 
The  very  name  we  carv'd  subsisting  still ; 
The  bench  on  which  we  sat  while  deep  employed, 
Tho'  mangled,  hack'd,  and  hew'd,  not  yet  destroy'd , 
The  little  ones,  unbotton'd,  glowing  hot, 
Playing  our  games,  and  on  the  very  spot ;  305 

As  happy  as  we  once,  to  kneel  and  draw 
The  chalky  ring,  and  knuckle  down  at  taw ; 
To  pitch  the  ball  into  the  grounded  hat, 
Or  drive  it  devious  with  a  dext'rous  pat ; 
The  pleasing  spectacle  at  once  excites  310 

Such  recollection  of  our  own  delights, 
That,  viewing  it,  we  seem  almost  t'  obtain 
Our  innocent  sweet  simple  years  again. 
This  fond  attachment  to  the  well-known  place. 
Whence  first  we  started  into  life's  long  race,  315 

Maintains  its  hold  with  such  unfailing  sway, 
We  feel  it  e'en  in  age,  and  at  our  latest  day. 
Hark !  how  the  sire  of  chits,  whose  future  diare 
Of  classick  food  begins  to  be  his  care. 
With  his  own  likeness  plac'd  on  either  knee,  3d0 

Indulges  all  a  father's  heart-felt  glee  ; 
And  tells  them,  as  he  strokes  their  silver  locks, 
That  they  must  soon  learn  I«atin,  and  to  box  ; 
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Then  turning,  he  regales  his  list'ning  wife 

With  all  the  adventures  of  his  early  life ; 

His  skill  in  coachmanship,  or  driving  chaise, 

In  bilking  tavern  bills,  and  spouting  plays ; 

What  shifls  he  us'd,  detected  in  a  scrape, 

How  he  was  flogg'd  or  had  the  luck  t*  escape ; 

What  siuns  he  lost  at  play,  and  how  ho  sold 

Watch,  seals,  and  all — till  all  his  pranks  are  told. 

Retracing  thus  his  frolicks,  ('tis  a  name 

That  palliates  deeds  of  folly  and  of  shame,) 

He  gives  the  local  bias  all  iU  sway  ; 

Resolves  that  where  he  play'd  his  sons  shall  play,  335 

And  destines  their  bright  genius  to  be  shown 

Just  in  the  scene  where  he  displayed  his  own. 

The  meek  and  bashful  boy  will  soon  be  taught, 

To  be  as  bold  and  forward  as  he  ought ; 

The  rude  will  scuffle  through  with  ease  enough. 

Great  schools  suit  best  the  sturdy  and  the  rough. 

Ah  happy  designation,  prudent  choice, 

Th*  event  is  sure  ;  expect  it,  and  rejoice  ! 

Soon  see  your  wish  fulfill'd  in  either  child — 

The  pert  made  perter,  and  the  tame  made  wild. 

The  great,  indeed,  by  titles,  riches,  birth. 
Excused  th'  encumbrance  of  more  solid  worth, 
Are  best  disposed  of  where  with  most  success 
They  may  acquire  that  confident  address. 
Those  habits  of  profuse  and  lewd  expense. 
That  scorn  of  all  delights  but  those  of  sense, 
Which,  though  in  plain  plebeians  we  condemn, 
With  80  much  reason  all  expect  from  them. 
But  families  of  less  illustrious  fame. 
Whose  chief  distinction  is  their  spotless  name, 
Whose  heirs,  their  honours  none,  their  income  small. 
Must  shine  by  true  desert,  or  not  at  all. 
What  dream  they  of,  that  with  so  little  care 
They  ri^  their  hopes,  their  dearest  treasure  there  ? 
They  dream  of  little  Charles  or  William  grac*d      360 
With  wig  prolix,  down  ilowing  to  his  waist : 
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They  see  th'  attentive  crowds  his  talents  draw : 
They  hear  him  speak — ^the  oracle  of  law. 
The  father,  who  designs  his  babe  a  priest, 
Dreams  him  episcopally  such  at  least ;  365 

And  while  the  playful  jockey  scours  the  room 
Bfiskly,  astride  upon  the  parlour  broom, 
[n  fancy  sees  him  more  superbly  ride 
In  coach  with  purple  lin'd;  and  mitres  on  its  side. 
Events  improbable  and  strange  as  these,  370 

Which  only  a  parental  eye  foresees, 
A  publick  school  shall  brin^  to  pass  with  ease. 
But  how !  Resides  such  virtue  in  tiiut  air, 
As  must  create  an  appetite  for  pray'r  ? 
And  will  it  breathe  into  him  all  the  zeal,  375 

That  candidates  for  such  a  prize  should  feel, 
To  take  the  lead  and  be  the  foremost  still 
In  all  true  worth  and  literary  skill  ? 
**  Ah,  blind  to  bright  futurity,  untaught 
The  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  dull  of  thought.'' 
Church-ladders  are  not  always  mounted  best  380 

By  learned  clerks,  and  Latinists  profoss'd. 
Th'  exalted  prize  demands  an  upward  look, 
Not  to  be  fomid  by  poring  on  a  book. 
Small  skill  in  Latin,  and  still  less  in  Greek,  385 

Is  more  than  adequate  to  all  I  seek. 
Let  erudition  grace  him  or  not  grace, 
I  give  the  bauble  but  the  second  place  ; 
His  wealth,  fame,  honours,  all  that  I  intend, 
Subsist  and  centre  in  one  point — ^a  friend.  390 

A  friend,  whatever  he  studies  or  neglects. 
Shall  give  him  consequence,  heal  all  defects. 
His  intercourse  with  peers  and  sons  of  peers, 
There  dawns  the  splendour  of  his  future  years : 
In  that  bright  quarter  his  propitious  skies  395 

Shall  blush  betimes,  and  there  his  glory  rise. 
Ycur  Lordship  and  Your  Grace !  wliat  school  can  teach 
A  rhet'rick  equal  to  those  parts  of  opeech  ! 
What  need  of  Homer's  verse,  or  TuUy's  prose,  * 
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Sweet  interjections  !  if  he  learn  but  those  ?  400 

Let  rcv'rend  churls  his  i^orance  rebuke. 

Who  starv'd  upon  a  dog's-ear'd  Pentateuch, 

Tlie  pax  son  knows  enough,  who  knows  a  dukis." 

Egregious  purpose  !  worthily  begun 

fn  barbarous  prostitution  of  your  son ;  405 

Press'd  on  his  part  by  means  that  would  disgrace 

A  scriv'ner's  clerk,  or  footman  out  of  place. 

And  ending,  if  at  last  its  end  be  gain'd. 

In  sacrilege,  in  God's  own  house  profaned  ! 

It  may  succeed  ;  and,  if  his  sins  should  -call  410 

For  more  than  common  punishment,  it  shall ; 

The  wretch  shall  rise,  and  be  the  thing  on  earth 

Least  qualified  in  honour,  learning,  worth, 

To  occupy  a  sacred  awfiil  post. 

In  which  the  best  and  worthiest  tremble  most.        415 

The  royal  letters  are  a  thing  of  course, 

A  king,  that  would,  might  recommend  his  .\iorae ; 

And  deans,  no  doubt,  and  chapters  with  one  Toicei 

As  bound  in  duty,  would  confirm  the  choice. 

Behold  your  bishop ;  well  he  plays  his  part,  430 

Christian  in  name,  and  infidel  in  heart, 

Ghostly  in  ofiice,  earthly  in  his  plan, 

A  slave  at  court,  elsewhere  a  lady's  man. 

Dumb  as  a  senator,  and  as  a  priest 

A  piece  of  mere  church  furniture  at  best ;  425 

To  live  estrang'd  from  God  his  total  scope, 

And  his  end  sure,  without  one  glimpse  of  hope. 

But  fair  although  and  feasible  it  seem, 

Depend  not  much  upon  your  golden  dream : 

For  Providence,  that  seems  concern'd  t'  exempt     430 

The  hallow'd  bench  from  absolute  contempt, 

In  spite  of  all  the  wrigglers  into  place. 

Still  keeps  a  seat  or  two  for  worth  and  grace ; 

And  therefore  'tis  that  though  the  sight  be  rare, 

Wo  sometimes  sec  a  Lowth  or  Bagot  there.  435 

Beside^  school-friendships  are  not  always  found, 

Though  fair  in  promise,  permanent  and  sound ; 
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The  most  disint'rested  and  yiituous  mindsi 
In  early  years  connected,  time  unbinds, 
New  situations  give  jel  different  cast  -    440 

Of  habit,  inclination,  ton^per,  tasta ; 
And  he  that  seem'd  our  counterpart  at.  first, 
Soon  shows  the  strong  similitude  rerers^d. 
Toung  heads  are  giddy,  and  young  hearts  are  warm, 
And  make  mistakes  for  manhood  to  reform.  445 

Boys  are  at  best  but  pretty  buds  unbbwn. 
Whose  scent  and  hues  are  rather  guessed  than  known ; 
Each  dreams  that  each  is  just  what  he  appears. 
But  learns  his  errour  in  maturer  years, 
When  disposition,  like  a  sail  unfurl'd,  450 

Shows  all  its  rents  and  patches  to  the  world 
If,  therefore,  e'en  when  honest  in  design, 
A  boyish  friendship  may  so  soon  dedine, 
Twere  wiser  sure  t'  inspire  a  little  heart 
With  just  abhorrence  of  so  mean  a  part,  456 

Than  set  your  son  to  work  at  a  vile  trade 
For  wages  so  uniikely  to  be  paid. 

Our  publick  hives  of  puerile  resort, 
That  are  of  chief  and  most  approved  report. 
To  such  base  hopes,  in  many  a  sordid  soul,  460 

Owe  their  repute  in  part,  but  not  the  whole. 
A  principle,  whose  proud  pretensions  pass 
Unquestioned,  though  the  jewel  be  but. glass — 
That  with  a  world,  not  often  over  nice. 
Ranks  as  a  virtue,  and  is  yet  a  vice  ;  465 

Or  rather  a  gross  compound,  justly  tried. 
Of  envy,  hatred,  jealousy,  and  pride- 
Contributes  most  perhaps  t'  enhance  their  fiim* 
And  emulation  is  its  specious  name. 
Boys,  once  on  fire  with  that  c<mtentious  zeal,         470 
Feel  all  the  rage  that  female  riirak  feel ; 
The  prize  of  beauty  in  a  woman's  eyes 
Not  brighter  than  in  theirs  the  scholar's  prize 
The  spirit  of  that  competition  bums 
With  all  varieties  of  ill  by  turns ;  475 
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Each  vainly  magnifies  his  own  success, 

Resents  his  fellow's,  wishes  it  were  less, 

Eaoilts  in  his  miscarriage  if  he  fail, 

Deems  lis  reward  too  great  if  he  prevail, 

And  labours  to  surpass  him  day  and  night,  480 

Less  for  improvement  than  to  tickle  spite. 

The  ipur  is  powerful,  and  I  grant  its  force ; 

It  pricks  tha  genius  forward  in  its  course. 

Allows  short  time  for  play,  alhd  none  for  sloth ; 

And,  felt  alike  by  each,  advances  both :  48A 

But  judge,  where  so  much  evil  intervenes, 

The  end,  though  pkuisible,  not  worth  the  meaiuk 

Weigh,  for  a  moment,  classical  desert 

Against  a  heart  deprav'd  and  temper  hurt ; 

Hurt,  too,  perhaps,  for  life  ;  for  early  wrong,         49i 

Done  to  the  nobler  part,  affects  it  long  ;  -^ 

And  you  are  stanch  indeed  in  learning's  canao, 

If  you  can  crown  a  discipline,  that  draws 

Such  mischiefs  after  it  with  much  apphtuse. 

Connexion  form'd  for  int'rest,  and  endear'd         49i 
By  selfish  views,  thus  censur'd  and  cashiered : 
And  emulation,  as  engend'ring  hate, 
Doom'd  to  a  no  less  ignominious  fate  : 
The  props  of  such  proud  seminaries  fall, 
The  Jachin  and  the  Boaz  of  them  all.  500 

Great  schools  rejected  then,  as  those  that  swell 
Beyond  a  size  that  can  be  managed  well, 
Shall  royal  institutions  miss  the  bays, 
And  small  academies  win  all  the  praise  ? 
Force  not  my  drift  beyound  it^  just  intent,  SOS 

I  praise  a  school  as  Pope  a  govemmeat ; 
So  take  my  judgment  in  his  language  drest'd, 
**  Whate'er  is  best  adminitfter'd  is  best." 
Few  boys  are  born  with  talents  that  exod, 
But  all  are  capable  of  living  well ;  6W 

Then  ask  not,  Whether  limited  or  large  ?     . 
But,  Watch  they  strictly,  or  neglect  their  charge  i^ 
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If  anxious  only,  that  tlieir  boys  may  learrij 
While  morals  languish,  a  despis'd  concern, 
The  great  and  small  deserve  one  common  blame,   515 
DiflTrent  in  size,  but  in  ettect  the  same. 
Much  zeal  in  virtue's  cause  all  teachers  boast, 
Though  motives  of  mere  lucre  sway  the  most; 
Therefore  in  towns  and  cities  they  abound. 
For  there  the  game  they  seek  is  easiest  found ;       S30 
Though  there,  in  spite  of  all  that  care  can  do^ 
Traps  to  catch  youth  are  more  abundant  too. 
If  shrewd,  and  of  a  well-constructed  brain, 
Keen  in  pursuit,  and  vig'rous  to  retain. 
Your  son  come  forth  a  prodigy  of  skill ;  535 

As,  wheresoever  taught,  so  form'd  he  will ; 
The  pedagogue,  with  self-complacent  air. 
Claims  more  than  half  the  praise  as  his  due  share. 
But  if,  with  all  his  genius,  he  betray, 
Not  more  intelligent  than  loose  and  gay,  530 

Such  vicious  habits  as  disgrace  his  name. 
Threaten  his  health,  his  fortune,  and  his  fame ; 
Though  want  of  due  restraint  alone  have  bred 
The  symptoms,  that  you  see  with  so  much  dread : 
Unenvied  there,  he  may  sustain  alone  535 

The  whole  reproach,  the  fault  was  all  his  own. 

O  *tis  a  sight  to  be  with  joy  perus*d, 
By  all  whom  sentiment  has  not  abus'd , 
New-fangled  sentiment,  the  boasted  grace 
Of  those  who  never  feel  in  the  right  place  ;  540 

A  sight  surpassed  by  none  that  we  can  show, 
Though  Vestris  on  one  leg  still  shine  belcv ; 
A  father  blest  with  an  ingenuous  son, 
Father,  and  frier.d,  and  tutor,  all  in  one  ; 
How ! — ^turn  again  to  tales  long  since  forgot,  545 

i£sop,  and  Phcedrus,  and  the  rest  ? — ^Why  not  ? 
He  will  nut  blush,  that  has  a  father's  heart. 
To  take  in  childish  plays  a  childish  ptirt ; 
But  bends  his  sturdy  back  to  any  toy 
Tliat  youth  takes  pleasure  in,  to  pkase  his  boy  ;     550 

Vol.  II.  in 
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Then  why  resign  into  a  stranger's  hand 

A  task  as  much  within  your  own  command, 

That  God  and  Nature,  and  jour  interest  too 

Seem  with  one  voice  to  delegate  to  you  ? 

Why  hire  a  lodging  in  a  house  unknown  551 

For  one,  whose  tend'rest  thoughts  all  hover  round 

your  own  ? 
This  second  weaning,  needless  as  it  is, 
How  does  it  lac 'rate  both  your  heart  and  his ! 
Th'  indented  stick,  that  loses  day  by  day 
Notch  after  notch,  till  all  are  smoothed  away,  500 

Bears  witness,  long  ere  his  dismission  come. 
With  what  intense  desire  he  wants  his  homo. 
But  though  the  joys  he  hopes  beneath  your  roof 
Bid  fair  enough  to  answer  in  the  proof, 
.  Harmless,  and  safe,  and  nat'ral,  as  they  are  5€& 

A  disappointment  waits  him  even  there  : 
Arriv'd,  he  feels  an  imexpected  change. 
He  blushes,  hangs  his  head,  is  shy  and  strange  ; 
No  longer  takes,  as  once,  with  fearless  ease, 
His  fav'rite  stand  between  his  father's  knees,  570 

But  seeks  the  corner  of  some  distant  seat. 
And  eyes  the  door,  and  watches  a  retreat ; 
And,  least  familiar  where  he  should  be  mosty 
Feels  all  his  happiest  privileges  lost. 
Alas,  poor  boy  ! — the  natural  effect  575 

Of  love  by  absence  chill'd  into  respect/ 
Say,  what  accomplishments,  at  school  acquir'd. 
Brings  he  to  sweeten  fruits  so  undesir'd  ? 
Thou  well  deserv'st  an  alienated  son. 
Unless  thy  conscious  heart  acknowledge — ^nono ;    589 
None  that,  in  thy  domestick  snug  recess, 
He  had  not  made  his  own  with  more  address, 
Though  some,  perhaps,  that  shock  thy  feeling  mind, 
And  better  never  leam'd,  or  left  behind. 
Add,  too,  that,  thus  estrang'd,  thou  canst  obtun     585 
By  no  kind  arts  hiis  confidence  again  ; 


Digitized  by 


Google 


A  REVIEW  OF  SCHOOLS.  171 

That  here  begins  with  most  that  long  complaint 
or  filial  frankness  lost,  and  love  grown  faint ; 
Which,  oft  neglected  in  life's  waning  years 
A  parent  pours  mto  regardless  ears.  590 

Like  caterpillars  dangling  under  trees 
By  slender  threads,  and  swinging  in  the  breezC| 
Which  filthily  bewray  and  sore  disgrace 
The  boughs  in  which  are  bred  th*  unseemly  race  ; 
While  ev  ry  worm  industriously  weaves  595 

And  winds  his  web  about  the  rivell'd  leaves  j 
So  numerous  are  the  follies  that  annoy 
The  mind  and  heart  of  ev'ry  sprightly  boy ; 
Imaginations  noxious  and  perverse, 
Which  admonition  can  alone  disperse,  600 

Th'  encroaching  nuisance  asks  a  faithful  hand} 
Patient,  affectionate,  of  high  command, 
To  check  the  procreation  of  a  breed 
Sure  to  exhaust  the  plant  on  which  they  feed, 
Tis  not  enough,  that  Greek  or  Roman  page,         605 
At  stated  hours,  his  freakish  thoughts  engage ; 
E'en  in  his  pastimes  he  requires  a  friend 
To  warn,  and  teach  him  safely  to  unbend 
O'er  all  his*pleasures  gently  to  preside. 
Watch  his  emotions,  and  control  their  tide  ;  610 

And  levying  thus,  and  with  an  easy  sway, 
A  tax  of  profit  from  his  very  play, 
T'  impress  a  value  not  to  be  eras'd, 
On  mom^its  squander'd  else,  and  running  all  to  waste 
And  seems  it  nothing  in  a  father's  eye,  615 

That  unimprov'd  those  many  moments  fiy 
And  is  he  well  content  his  son  should  find 
No  nourishment  to  feed  his  growing  mind, 
But  conjugated  verbs,  and  nouns  declin'd .' 
For  such  is  all  the  mental  food  purvey'd  G20 

By  publick  hacknies  in  the  schooling  trade ; 
Who  feed  a  pupil's  intellect  with  store 
Of  syntax,  truly,  but  with  little  more ; 
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Dismiss  their  cares,  when  they  dismiss  their  flock, 

Machines  themselves,  and  govern'd  by  a  clock.       025 

Perhaps  a  father,  blessed  with  any  brains, 

Would  deem  it  no  abuse,  or  waste  of  pains, 

T'  improve  this  diet,  at  no  great  expense, 

With  sav'ry  truth  and  wholesome  common  sense : 

To  lead  his  son,  for  prospects  of  delight,  C30 

To  some  not  steep,  though  philosophick  height, 

Thence  to  exhibit  to  his  wond'ring  eyes 

Yon  circling  worlds,  their  distance  and  their  aze. 

The' moons  of  Jove,  and  Saturn's  belted  ball,  ' 

And  the  harmonious  order  of  them  all ;  635 

To  show  him  in  an  insect  or  a  fiow*r 

Such  microscopick  proof  of  skill  and  p(^w*r, 

As,  hid  from  ages  past,  God  now  displays. 

To  combat  atheists  with  in  modern  days ; 

To  spread  the  earth  before  him,  and  commend ^      640 

With  designation  of  the  fingers'  end, 

Its  various  parts  to  his  attentive  note, 

Thus  bringing  home  to  him  the  most  remote  ; 

To  teach  his  heart  to  glow  with  gen'rous  flame, 

Caught  from  the  deeds  of  men  of  ancient  fame ;     645 

And,  more  than  all,  with  commendation  due, 

To  set  some  living  worthy  in  his  view, 

Whose  fair  example  may  at  once  inspire 

A  wish  to  copy  what  he  must  admire. 

Such  knowledge  gain'd  betimes,  and  which  appears 

Though  solid,  not  too  weighty  for  his  years,  651 

Sweet  in  itself,  and  not  forbidding  sport, 

\Vhen  health  demands  it,  of  athletick  sort, 

Would  make  him — what  some  lovely  boys  have  been, 

And  more  tlian  one,  perhaps,  that  I  have  seen —    655 

An  evidence  and  reprehension  both 

Of  the  mere  school -boy's  lean  and  tardy  growth 

Art  thou  a  man  professionally  tied, 
With  all  thy  faculties  elsewhere  applied, 
Too  busy  to  intend  a  meaner  care,  660 

Than  how  t'  enrich  thyself,  and  next  thine  heir ; 
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Or  art  thou  (as,  though  rich,  perhaps  thou  art ) 
But  poor  Jn  knowledge,  having  none  t'  impart' 
Behold  that  figure,  neat,  though  plainly  clad  ', 
His  sprightly  mingled  with  a  shade  of  sad ;  665 

Not  of  a  nimble  tongue,  though  now  and  then 
Heard  to  articulate  like  other  men  *, 
No  jester,  and  yet  lively  in  discourse, 
His  phrase  well  chosen,  clear,  and  full  of  forco 
And  his  address,  if  not  quite  French  in  ease,  670 

Not  English  stiff,  but  frank,  and  form'd  to  please . 
Low  in  the  world  because  he  scorns  its  arts  ; 
A  man  of  letters,  manners,  morals,  parts ; 
Unpatronis'd,  and  therefore  little  known ; 
Wise  for  himself  and  his  few  friends  alone —  676 

In  himjthy  well-appointed  proxy  see, 
Arm'd  for  a  work  too  difficult  for  thee  ; 
Prepar'd  by  taste,  by  learning,  and  true  worth. 
To  form  thy  son,  to  strike  his  genius  forth ; 
Beneath  thy  roof,  beneath  thine  eye,  to  prove         680 
The  forCe  of  discipline  when  back'd  by  love  ; 
To  double  all  thy  pleasure  in  thy  child, 
His  mind  informed,  his  morals  undefil*d. 
Safe  under  such  a  wing,  the  boy  shall  show 
No  spots  contracted  among  grooms  below,  685 

Nor  taint  his  speech  with  meannesses  design'd 
^By  footman  Tom  for  witty  and  refin*d. 
There,  in  his  commerce  with  the  liv'ried  herd, 
Lurks  the  contagion  chiefly  to  be  fear'd ; 
For  since,  (so  fashion  dictates,)  all  who  claim  690 

A  higher  than  a  mere  plebeian  fame. 
Find  it  expedient,  come  what  mischief  may, 
To  entertain  a  thief  or  two  in  pay, 
(And  they  that  can  afford  th'  expense  of  morei 
Some  half  a  dozen,  and  some  half  a' score,)  695 

Great  cause  occurs,  to  save  him  from  a  band 
So  sure  to  spoil  him,  and  so  near  at  hand ; 
A  point  secur'd,  if  once  he  be  supply'd 
With  some  such  Mentor  always  at  his  side. 
15* 


Digitized  by 


Google 


174  TiROCiNlUxM  :  Oil,  ^ 

Are  such  men  rare  ?  {Perhaps  llicy  would  abouudf  700 

Were  occupatiou  easier  to  be  found, 

Were  education;  else  so  sure  to  fail, 

Conducted  on  a  manageable  scale. 

And  schools,  that  have  outliv'd  all  just  esteem, 

Exchang'd  for  the  secure  domestick  scheme. —        705 

But,  having  found  him,  be  thou  dukc  or  earl. 

Show  thou  hast  sense  enough  to  prize  the  pearl, 

And,  as  thou  wouldst  th'  advancement  of  thipe  heir 

In  all  good  faculties  beneath  his  care. 

Respect,  as  is  but  rational  and  just,  710 

A  man  deem'd  worthy  of  so  dear  a  trust. 

Despis'd  by  thee,  what  more  can  he  expect 

From  youthful  foUy  than  the  same  neglect  ? 

A  flat  and  fatal  negative  obtains. 

That  instant,  upon  all  his  future  pain^  ;  "*  716 

His  lessons  tire,  his  mild  rebukes  offend. 

And  all  th'  instructions  of  thy  son's  best  friend 

Are  a  stream  chok'd,  or  trickling  to  no  end. 

Doom  him  not  then  to  solitary  meals ;  , 

But  recollect  that  he  has  sense,  and  feels  :  720 

And  that,  possessor  of  a  soul  refin'd. 

An  upright  heart  and  cultivated  mind. 

His  post  not  mean,  his  talents  not  unknown, 

He  deems  it  hard  to  vegetate  alone. 

And,  if  admitted  at  thy  board  he  sit,  725 

Account  him  no  just  mark  for  idle  wit ; 

Offeii<l  liot  him,  whom  modesty  restrains 

From  repartee,  with  jokes  that  he  disdains ; 

Much  loss  transfiz  his  feelings  with  an  oath  ; 

Nor  frown,  unless  he  vanish  with  the  cloth.  ^30 

And,  trust  me,  his  utility  may  reach 

To  more  than  he  is  hir'd  or  bound  to  teach ; 

Much  trash  unutterM,  and  some  ills  undone, 

Through  rev'rence  of  the  censor  of  thy  son. 

But,  if  thy  table  be  indeed  unclean,  735 

Foul  with  excess,  and  with  discourse  obscene« 
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And  thou  a  wrotch,  whoni)  follVing  her  own  plan 

The  world  accounts  an  honourable  man, 

Because  forsooth  thy  courage  has  been  tried 

And  stood  the  test,  perhaps  on  the  wrong  side ;      740 

Though  thou  hadst  never  grace  enough  to  provo 

That  any  thing  but  vice  could  win  thy  love ; — 

Or  hast  thou  a  polite,  card-playing  wife, 

Chained  to  the  routs  that  she  frequents  for  life ; 

Who,  just  when  industry  begins  to  snore,  745 

Flies,  wing*d  with  joy,  to  some  coach-crowded  door ; 

And  thrice  in  every  winter  throngs  thine  own 

With  half  the  chariots  and  sedans  in  town. 

Thyself  meanwhile  e*en  shifting  as  thou  mayst , 

Not  very  sober  though,  nor  very  chaste  ;  750 

Or  is  thine  house,  though  less  superb  thy  rank 

If  not  a  scene  of  pleasure,  a  mere  blank, 

And  thou  at  best,  and  in  thy  sob'rest  mood, 

A  trifler,  vain  and  empty  of  all  good  ; 

Though  mercy  for  thyself  thou  canst  have  nonO|    755 

Hear  Nature  plead,  show  mercy  to  thy  son. 

Sav'd  from  his  home,  where  every  day  brings  forth 

Some  mischief  fatal  to  his  future  worth, 

Find  him  a  better  in  a  distant  spot. 

Within  some  pious  pastor's  humble  cot,'  760 

Where  vile  example,  (yours  I  chiefly  mean. 

The  most  seducing,  and  the  oft'nest  seen,) 

May  never  more  be  stamp'd  upon  his  breast. 

Nor  yet  perhaps  incurably  impress'd. 

Where  early  rest  makes  early  rising  sure,  765 

Disease  or  comes  not,  or  finds  easy  cure 

Prevented  much  by  diet  neat  and  plain ; 

Or,  if  it  enter,  soon  starved  out  again : 

Where  all  th*  attention  of  his  fsdthful  host, 

Discreetly  limited  to  two  at  most,  770 

May  raise  such  fruits  as  shall  reward  his  care, 

And  not  at  last  evaporate  in  air ; 

Where,  stillness  aiding  study,  and  his  mind 

Serene,  and  to  his  duties  much  inclin'd« 
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Not  occupied  m  day-dreams,  as  at  homo,  775 

Of  pleasures  past,  or  follies  yet  to  come, 
His  virtuous  toil  may  terminate  at  Idst 
In  settled  habit  and  decided  taste. — 
But  whom  do  I  advise  ?  tlie  fashion  led, 
Th*  incorrigibly  wrong,  the  deaf,  the  dead,  780 

Whom  care  and  cool  deliberation  suit 
Not  better  much  than  spectacles  a  brute ; 
Who,  if  their  sons  some  slight  tuition  share, 
Deem  it  of  no  great  moment  whose,  or  where  j 
Too  proud  t'  adopt  the  thoughts  of  one  unknown   7S5 
And  much  too  gay  t'  have  any  of  their  own. 
But  courage,  man  !  mcthought  the  muse  replied 
Mankind  are  various,  and  the  world  is  wide  : 
The  ostrich,  silliest  of  the  feather 'd  kind, 
And  form'd  of  God  without  a  parent's  mind,  790 

Commits  her  eggs,  incautious,  to  the  dust, 
Forgetful  that  the  foot  may  crush  the  trust ; 
And,  while  on  publick  nurs'ries  they  rely. 
Not  knowing,  and  too  ofl  not  caring,  why. 
Irrational  in  what  they  thus  prefer  795 

'No  few,  that  would  seem  wise,  resemble  her. 
But  all  arc  not  alike.    Thy  warning  vpice 
May  here  and  there  prevent  erroneous  choice  ; 
And  some  perhaps,  who,  busy  as  they  are. 
Yet  make  their  progeny  their  dearest  care,  800 

(Whose  hearts  will  ache,  once  told  what  ills  may 

reach 
Their  offspring,  left  upon  so  wild  a  beach,) 
Will  need  no  stress  of  argument  t'  enforce 
Th*  expedience  of  a  less  advent'rous  course ; 
The  rest  will  slight  thy  counsel  or  condemn  ;         803 
But  they  have  human  feelings — ^turn  to  them. 
To  you  then,  tenants  of  life's  middle  state, 
Securely  plac'd  between  the  small  and  great. 
Whose  character,  yet  undebauch'd,  retains 
Tiro  thirds  of  all  tJie  virtue  that  remains,  810* 
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Who,  wise  yourselves,  desire  your  son  should  learn 

Your  wisdom  and  your  ways — to  you  1  turn. 

Look  round  you  on  a  world  perversely  blind : 

Bee  what  contempt  is  fallen  on  human  kind ; 

See  wealth  abus'd,  and  dignities  misplac'd,  815 

Great  titles,  offices,  and  trusts  disgiac'd. 

Long  lines  of  ancestry,  renown'd  of  old, 

Their  noble  quaUties  all  quench'd  and  cold  ; 

See  Bedlam's  closeted  and  hand-cuflTd  chargo 

Surpass'd  in  frenzy  by  the  mad  at  large  ;  620 

See  great  commanders  making  war  a  trade , 

Great  lawyers  lawyers  without  study  made : 

Churchmen,  in  whose  esteem  their  best  employ 

Is  odious,  and  their  wages  all  their  joy ; 

Who,  far  enough  from  furnishing  their  shelves       825 

With  gospel  lore,  turn  infidels  themselves ; 

See  womanhood  despb'd,  and  manhood  sham'd 

With  infamy  too  nauseous  to  be  nam'd  ) 

Pops  at  all  comers,  lady-like  in  mien, 

Civeted  fellows,  smelt  ere  they  are  seen,  890 

Else  coarse  and  rude  in  manners,  and  their  tongue 

On  fire  with  curses,  and  with  nonsense  hung. 

Now  flush'd  with  drunkenness,  now  with  whoredom 

pale, 
Their  breath  a  sample  of  last  night's  regale  ; 
See  volunteers  in  all  the  vilest  arts  835 

Man  well  endow'd,  of  honourable  parts, 
Design'd  by  Nature  wise,  but  self-made  fools , 
All  these,  and  more  like  these,  were  bred  at  schoolii 
And  if  it  chance,  as  sometimes  chance  it  will, 
That  though  school-bred  the  boy  be  virtuous  still  f  840  ** 
Such  rare  exceptions,  shining  in  the  dark 
Prove,  rather  than  impeach,  the  just  remark  : 
As  here  and  there  a  twinkling  star  descriedy 
Serves  but  to  show  how  black  is  all  beside. 
Now  look  on  him,  whose  very  voice  in  tone  845 

Just  echoes  thine,  whoso  features  ai^e  thine  owB> 
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iiid  stroke  his  jwlish'd  cheek  of  purest  red, 
And  lay  thine  hand  upon  his  flaxen  head,^ 
And  say,  My  boy,  th'  unwelcome  hour  is  come, 
When  thou,  transplanted  from  thy  genial  home^     8W 
Must  find  a  colder  soil  and  bleaker  air, 
And  trust  for  safety  to  a  8tranger*s  care ; 
What  character,  what  turn  thou  wilt  assume 
From  constant  converse  with  I  know  not  whom  j 
Who  there  will  court  thy  friendship,  with  what  Tiew8| 
And,  artless  as  thou  art,  whom  thou  wilt  choose  ;   856 
Though  much  depends  on  what  thy  choice  shall  be. 
Is  all  chance-medley,  and  unknown  to  me. 
Canst  thou,  the  tear  just  trembling  on  thy  lids, 
And  while  the  dreadful  risk  foreseen  forbids ;  860 

Free  too,  and  under  no  constraining  force, 
Unless  the  sway  of  custom  warp  thy  course  ; 
Lay  such  a  stake  upon  the  losing  side 
Merely  to  gratify  so  blind  a  guide  ? 
Thou  canst  not !  Nature,  pulling  at  thine  heart,     865 
Condemns  th'  unfatherly,  th'  imprudent  part. 
Thou  wouldst  not,  deaf  to  Nature's  tend'rest  plea. 
Turn  him  adrift  upon  a  rolling  sea, 
Nor  say,  Go  thither ^  eonscious  that  there  lay 
A  brcod  of  asps  or  quicksands  in  his  way ;         «    870 
Then,  only  govern'd  by  the  self-same  rule 
Of  nat'ral  pity,  send  him  not  to  school. 
No — guard  him  better.    Is  he  not  thine  own, 
Thyself  in  miniature,  thy  flesh,  thy  bone  ? 
And  hop'st  thou  not,  ('tis  ev*ry  father's  hope,)        875 
That  since  thy  strength  must  with  thy  years  elope, 
And  thou  wilt  need  some  comfort  to  assuage 
Health's  last  fiirewell,  a  staff  in  thine  old  age, 
That  then,  in  recompense  of  all  thy  cares. 
Thy  child  shall  show  respect  to  thy  gray  hairs,       860 
Befriend  thee,  of  all  other  friends  berefl, 
And  give  thy  life  its  only  cordial  left ! 
Aware  then  how  much  danger  intervenes, 
To  eompass  that  good  end  forecast  the  means, 
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His  heart,  now  passive,  yields  to  thy  command ;     8B& 
Secure  it  thine,  its  key  is  in  thine  hand. 
If  thou  desert  thy  charge,  and  throw  it  wide, 
Nor  heed  what  guest  there  enter  and  abide. 
Complain  not  if  attachments  lewd  and  base 
Supplant  thee  in  it,  and  usurp  thy  place  800 

But,  if  thou  guard  its  sacred  chambers  sure 
From  vicious  inmates  and  delights  imporei 
Either  his  gratitude  shall  hold  him  fast,    ' 
And  keep  him  warm  and  filial  to  the  last ; 
Or,  if  he  prove  unkind,  (as  who  can  say  80ft 

But,  being  man,  and  therefore  frail,  he  may  ?) 
One  comfort  yet  shall  cheer  thine  aged  heart, 
Howe'er  he  slight  thee,  thou  hast  done  thy  part. 

O  barb*rous  I  wouldst  thou  with  a  Gothick  hand 
Pull  down  the  schools-^what ! — all  th*  schools  i*  th* 
land;  '  900 

Or  throw  them  up  to  liv'ry  nags  and  grooms, 
Or  turn  them  into  shops  and  auction  rooms  ? 
A  captious  question,  sir,  (and  yours  is  one,) 
Deserves  an  answer  similar  or  none. 
Wouldst  thou,  possessor  of  a  flock,  employ,  906 

(Apprised  that  he  is  such,)  a  careless  boy, 
And  feed  him  well,  and  give  him  handsome  pay, 
Merely  to  sleep,  and  let  them  run  astray  ? 
Survey  our  schools  and  colleges,  and  sec 
A  sight  not  much  unlike  my  simile.  910 

From  education,  as  the  leading  cause, 
The  publick  character  its  colour  draws; 
Thence  the  prevailing  manners  take  their'  cast, 
Extravagant  or  sober,  loose  or  chaste. 
And,  though  I  would  not  advertise  them  yet,  915 

Nor  write  on  each — This  huilding  to  be  let. 
Unless  the  world  were  all  prepared  t'  embrace 
A  plan  well  worthy  to  supply  their  place  ; 
Yet,  backward  as  they  are,  and  long  have  been, 
To  cultivate  and  keep  the  morals  clean,  930 
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TO  THE  REV.  MR.  NEWTON. 

AN  INVITATION  INTO  THE  COUNTRY. 


THE  swallows  in  their  torpid  state 

Compose  their  useless  wing, 
And  bees  in  hives  as  idly  wait 

The  call  of  early  Spring. 
II. 
The  keenest  frost  that  binds  the  stream^ 

The  wildest  wind  thjvt  blows, 
Are  neither  felt  nor  fe^r'd  by  them> 
.    Secure  of  their  repose. 
III. 
But  man,  all  feeling  and  awake, 

The  gloomy  scene  surveys  ! 
With  present  ills  his  heart  must  ache, 

And  pant  for  brigchter  days. 
IV. 
Old  Winter,  halting  o'er  the  mead, 

Bids  me  and  Mary  mourn ; 
But  lovely  Spring  peeps  o'er  his  head, 

And  whispers  your  return. 
V. 
Then  April  with  her  sister  May, 

Shall  chase  him  from  the  bow'rs. 
And  weave  fresh  garlands  ev'ry  day 

To  crown  the  smiling  hourft. 

VI. 
And  if  a  tear,  that  speaks  regret. 

Of  happier  tigies,  appear, 
A  glimpse  of  joy,  that  we  have  met. 

Shall  shine  and  dry  the  tear. 
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Os  the  fcnpt  of  my  Motiur's  Picture  0¥it  of  JIfipr- 
folk^  ike  gift  of  my  cousin  Ann  Bodham, 


OTHAT  thofle  lips  had  language!  Life  has  pan'4 
With  mo  but  roughly  sinee  I  heard  thee  last. 
Those  lips  are  thine — thj  own  sweet  smile  I  see, 
The  same,  that  oil  in  childhood  solac'd  me ; 
Voice  only  fails,  else  how  distinct  they  say,  ' 
"  Grieve  not,  my  child,  chase  all  thy  fears  away  *.** 
The  meek  intelligence  of  those  dear  eyes, 
(Bless'd  be  the  art  that  can  immortalize, 
The  art  that  baffles  Time's  tyrannick  claini 
To  quench  it,)  here  shines  on  me  still  the  i 


Futhfal  remembrancer  of  one  so  dear, 

0  welcome  guest,  though  unexpected  here ! 
Who  bidd'st  me  honoui:  with  an  artless  song, 
Affectionate,  a  mother  lost  so  long. 

1  will  obey,  not  willingly  alone, 
But'gladly,  as  the  precept  were  her  own : 
And,  while  that  face  renews  my  filial  grief. 
Fancy  shall  weave  a  charm  for  my  relief, 
Shall  steep  me  in  Elysian  reverie, 

A  momentary  dream,  that  thou  art  she. 

My  mother !  when  I  learn'd  that  thou  wast  dead, 
Say,  wart  thou  conscious  of  the  tears  I  shed  f 
Hover'd  thy  spirit  o*er  thy  sorrowing  son, 
Wretch  even  then,  life's  journey  just  begun  } 
Perhaps  thou  gav'st  me,  though  unfelt,  a  kiss, 
Perhaps  a  tear,  if  souls  can  weep  in  bliss — 
Ah,  that  maternal  smile  I  it  answers — ^Yes. 
I  heard  the  beH  toll'd  on  thy  bnrial  day^ 

Vol.  II.  16 
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I  law  the  hearse  that  bore  thee  slow  away, 

And  toming  from  ray  nurs'ry  window,  drew 

A  long,  long  sigh,  and  wept  a  last  adieu! 

But  waiB  it  such  ? — ^It  was — ^where  thou  art  goc*  • 

Adieus  and  farewells  are  a  sound  unknowir. 

May  I  but  meet  thee  on  that  peaceful  shore, 

The  parting  word  shall  pass  my  lips  no  more ! 

Thy  maidens,  griev'd  themselves  at  my  concern, 

Oft  gave  me  promise  of  thy  quick. return.  . 

What  ardently  I  wish'd,  I  long  believ'd,  ^ 

And  disappointed  still,  was  still  deceiv'd. 

By  expectation  ey*ry  day  beguil'd, 

Dupe  of  to-morroto  even  from  a  child. 

Thus  many  a  sad  to-morrow  came  and  went, 

Till  all  my  stock  of  infant  sorrows  spent, 

I  learn'd  at  last  submission  to  my  lot, 

But  though  I  less  deplor'd  thee,  ne'er  forgot. 

Where  once  we  dwelt  our  name  is  heard  no  more, 
Children  not  thine  have  trod  mv  nurs'ry  floor  j 
And  where  the  gard'ner,  B^bin,  day  by  day, 
Drew  me  to  school  along  the  publick  way. 
Delighted  with  my  bauble  coach,  and  .wrapped 
In  scarlet  mantle  warm,  and  velvet  cap, 
Tis  now  become  a  hist'ry  little  known,  '' 

That  once  we  call'd  the  past'ral  house  our  own. 
Short-liv*d  possession !  but  the  record  fur, 
That  mem*ry  keeps  of  all  the  kindness  there, 
Still  outlives  many  a  storm,  that  has  eflao*d 
A  thousand  other  themes  less  deeply  trac'd. 
Thy  nightly  visits  to  my  chamber  made. 
That  thou  mightst  knaw  me  safo  and  warmly  laid  } 
Thy  morning  bounties  ere,  I  left  my  home, 
The  biscuit,  or  confectionary  plum, 
The  fragrant  waters  on  my  cheeks  bestowed 
By  thy  own  hand,  till  fresh  they  shone  and  glow'd  > 
All  this,  and  more  endearing  still  than  all. 
Thy  constant  flow  of  lovo,  that  knew  no  full, 
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Ne*er  ronghen'd  by  those  cataracts  and  breat* 
That  humous  interpos'd  too  often  makes ; 
All  this  still  legible  in  mem'ry's  page. 
And  still  to  be  so  to  mj  latest  age, 
Adds  J07  to  duty,  makes  me  glad  to  pay 
Such  honoius-  to  thee  as  my  numbers  may : 
Perhaps  a  frail  memorial,  but  sincere, 
Not  8c<^m'd  in  Heav'n,  though  little  notie*d  here. 

Could  Time,  his  flight  reversed,  restore  the  hours, 
When,  playing  with  thy  vesture *s  tissu'd  flow'rs, 
The  violet,  the  pink,  and  jessamine, 
I  prick'd  them  into  paper  with  a  pm, 
(And  thou  wast  happier  than  myself  the  while, 
Wouldst  soflly  speak,,  and  stroke  my  head  and  smile,) 
Could  those  few  pleasant  days  again  appear^ 
Might  one  wish  bring  them,  would  I  wish  them  here? 
I  would  not  trust  my  heart — the  dear  delight 
Seems  so  to  be  desired,  perhaps  I  might— 
But  no— what  here  we  call  our  life  is  such, 
So  little  to  be  lov'd,  and  thou  so  much. 
That  I  should  ill  requite  thee  to  constrain 
Thy  unbound  spirit  into  bonds  again. 

Tliou,  as  a  gallant  bark  from  Albion's  coast, 
(The  storms  all  weathered  and  the  ocean  croes'd,) 
Shoots  into  port  at  some  well-haven'd  isle, 
Where  spices  breathe,  and  brighter  seasons  smile, 
There  sits  quiescent  on  the  floods  that  show 
Efer  beauteous  form  reflected  clear  below. 
While  airs  impregnated  with  inCcnse  play 
Around  her  fanning  light  her  streamers  gay ; 
So  thou,  with  sails  how  swift !  hast  reach'd  the  shore, 
**  Where  tempests  never  beat  nor  billows  roar,"* 
And  thy  lov*d  consort  on  the  4^ng*rous  tide 
Of  life  long  since  has  anchor'd  by  thy  side. 
But  me,  scarce  hoping  to  attam  that  rest. 
Always  from  port  withheld,  always  distressed— 
*  Garth. 
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Mo  howling  blasts  drive  devious,  tempcst-ton*d, 
Sails  ripp'd,  seams  op'ning  wide,  and  compass  k»st» 
And  day  by  day  some  current's  thwarting  force 
Sets  me  more  distant  from  a  prosperous  course. 
Tot  O  the  thought,  Uiat  thou  art  safe,  mud  ho  I 
That  thought  is  joy,  arrive  what  may  to  me. 
My  boast  is  not,  .that  I  doduce  my  birth 
From  loins  enthron'd,  and  rulers  of  the  Earth  ) 
But  higher  far  my  proud  pretensions  rise-^ 
The  son  of  parents  pass'd  into  the  skies. 
And  now  farewell — Time  unrevoked  has  run 
His  wonted  course,  yet  what  I  wish'd  is  donO| 
By  contemplation's  help,  not  sought  in  vain, 
I  seem  t'  have  liv'd  my  childhood  o*er  again ; 
To  have  renew'd  the  joys  that  once  were  miney 
Without  the  sin  of  violating  thine ; 
And  while -the  wings  of  Fancy  still  are  free. 
And  I  can  view  this  mimick  show  of  thee, 
Time  has  but  half  succeeded  in  his  theft — 
Thyself  remov'd,  thy  pow'r  to  sooth  me  left. 
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WHAT  virtue,  or  what  mental  grace, 
Bat  men  unqualified  and  base 

Will  boast  it  their  possession  ? 
Profusion  ^pes  the  nobler  part 
Of  liberality  of  heaii, 

And  dulness  of  discretion. 
If  ev*ry  polishM  gem  we  find 
Illuminating  heart  or  mind, 

ProToke  to  imitation ; 
No  wonder  friendship  does  the  same, 
That  jewel  of  the  purest  flame, 

Or  rather  constellation 
No  knave  but  boldly  will  pretend 
The  requisites  that  form  a  friend, 

A  real  and  a  sound  one ; 
Nor  any  fool,  he  would  deceive. 
But  proves  as  ready  to  believe, 

And  dream  that  he  had  found  one. 
Candid,  and  generous,  and  just. 
Boys  care  but  little  whom  they  trust, 

An  errour  soon  corrected — 
For  who  but  learns  in  riper  years. 
That  man,  when  smoothest  he  appeaff 

la  most  to  be  suspected  ? 
But  here  again  a  danger  lies, 
Lest,  having  misapplied  our  eyes, 

And  taken  trash  for  treasure, 
We  should  unwarily  conclude 
Friendship  a  false  ideal  good, 

A  mere  Utopian  pleasure.   . 
16* 
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An  acqaisition  rather  rare 
Is  yet  no  subject  of  despair ; 

Nor  is  it  wise  complaining, 
If  either  on  forbi|)dden  ground. 
Or  wherciit  was  not  to  be  found, 

We  sought  without  attaining. 

No  friendship  will  abide  the  tost, 
That  stands  on  sordid  interest, 

Or  mean  self-love  erected : 
Nor  such  as  may  awhile  subsist, 
Between  tho  sot  and  sensualist, 

For  vicious  ends  connected. 

Who  seeks  a  friend  should  come  disposed 
T'  exhibit  in  full  bloom  disclos'd 

The  graces  and  the  beauties, 
That  form  the  character  he  seeks 
For  'tis  a  union  that  bespeaks 

Reciprocated  duties. 

Mutual  attention  is  implied-, 
And  equal  truth  on  either  side, 

And  constantly  supported ; 
*Tis  senseless  arrogance  t'  accuse 
Another  of  sinister  views, . 

Our  own  jis  much  di^torte4» 
But  will  sincerity  suffice? 
It  is  indeed  above  all  price, 

And  must  be  made  ike  basis  y 
But  ev'ry  virtue  of  the  soul 
Must  constitute  the  charming  whpk^ 

All  shining  in  their  places. 

A  fretful  temper  will  divide 

The  closest  knot  that  ipaay  be  tied« 

By  cojiseless  sharp  corrosion ; 
A  temper  passionate  and  fierce 
May  suddenly  your  joys  disperse 

At  one  immense  explosion. 
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in  vain  the  talkative  unite 
In  hopes  of  permanent  delight— 

The  secret  just  committed, 
Forgetting  its  important  weight, 
They  drop  through  mere  desire  to  pr«t», 

And  bj  themselves  outwitted. 

How  bright  soe'er  the  project  i 
All  thoughts  of  friendship  are  but  < 

If  envy  chance  to  creep  In  *, 
An  envious  man,  if  you  succeed, 
May  prove  a  dangerous  foe  indeed, 

But  not  a  friend  worth  keeping. 

As  envy  pines  at  good  possessed, 
So  jealousy  looks  forth  distress'd 

On  good,  that  seems  approaching ; 
And  if  success  his  steps  attend, 
Discerns  a  rival  in  a  friend. 

And  hates  him  for  encroaching. 

Hence  authors  of  illustrious  name 
Unless  belied  by  common  fame, 

Are  sadly  prone  to  quarrel, 
To  deem  the  wit  a  friend  displays 
A  tax  upon  their  own  just  praise. 

And  pluck  each  other's  laurel. 

A  man  renown'd  for  repartee, 
Will  seldom  scruple  to  make  free 

With  friendship's  finest  'feeling ; 
Will  thrust  a  dagger  at  your  breasi, 
And  say  he  wounded  you  in  jest, 

By  way  of  balm  for  hoalkig. 

Whoever  keeps  an  open  ear 
For  tattlers,  will  be  sure  to  hear 

The  trumpet  of  contention ; 
Aspenuon  is  the  babbler's  trade, 
To  listen  is  to  lend  him  aid, 

And  rush  into  dissension. 
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A  friendship,  that  in  frequent  fits 
Of  controversial  rage  emits 
The  sparks  of  disputation. 
Like  hand  in  hand  insurance  plates. 
Most  unavoidably  creates 
The  thought  of  conflagration. 

Some  fickle  creatures  boast  a  soul 
True  as  a  needle  to  the  pole, 

Their  humour  yet  so  various, 
They  manifest  their  whole  life  throiiKik 
The  needle's  deviations  too, 

Thdir  love  is  so  precacious. 

The  great  and  small  but  rarely  meet 
On  terms  of  amity  complete, 

Plebeians  must  surrender 
And  yield  so  much  to  noble  folk. 
It  is  combining  fire  with  smoke, 

Obscurity  with  splendour. . 

Some  are  so  placid  and  serene 
(As  Irish  bogs  are  always  green,) 

They  sleep  secure  from  waking : 
And  are  indeed  a  bog  that  bears 
Your  unparticipated  cares 

Unmoved  and  without  quaking,       ' 

Courtier  and  patriot  cannot  mix 
Their  het'rogeneous  politicks, 

Without  an  efiervescence, 
Like  that  of  salts  with  lemon  juice. 
Which  does  not,  yet  like  that  produce 

A  friendly  coalescence. 

Religion  should  extinguish  strife, 
And  make  a  calm  of  human  life ; 

Bui  finends  that  chance  to  difier 
On  points  which  God  has  left  at  Urg^f 
How  fiPeely  will  they  meet  and  charge 

No  combatants  aro  stiffer. 
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To  prove  at  last  my  main  intent 
Needs  no  expense  of  ocgomenti 

No  cutting  and  contriYin^— 
Seeking  a  real  friend  we  seem 
T*  adopt  the  chemist's  golden  dream, 

With  still  less  hope  of  thriving. 

Sometimes  the  fault  is  oU  onr  own, 
Some  blemish  in  due  time  made  ksoim 

By  trespass  or  omission ; 
Sometimes  occawen  brings  to  light 
Our  friend's  defect  long  hid  from  dghi, 

And  oven  from  suspicion. 

Then  judge  yourself,  end  prove  jova 
As  circumspectly  as  yon  con, 

And,  having  made  election. 
Beware  no  negligence  of  yours, 
Such  as  a  friend  but  ill  exMluros, 

Enfeeble  his  affectioy. 

That  secrets  are  a  sacred  trust. 

That  friends  should  be  sincere  and  just> 

That  constancy  befits  them, 
Are  observations  on  the  case. 
That  savour  mucK  of  common-plaoe, 

And  all  the  world  admits  them. 

But  'tis  not  timber,  lead,  and  stone. 
An  architect  requires  alone. 

To  finish  a  fine  buildinf^ 
The  palace  were  but  half  complett. 
If  he  could  possibly  forget 

The  carving  and  the  gilding. 

The  man  that  hails  you  Tom  or  Jack 
And  proves  by  thumps  upon  your  baek 

How  he  esteems  your  merits  * 

Is  such  a  friend,  that  one  had  homI 
Be  very  much  his  friend  indeed, 

To  pardon  or  to  bear  it. 
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As  similarity  of  ndndy 

Or  something  not  to  be  defin'd. 

First  fixes  our  attention : 
So  manners  decent  and  polito, 
The  same  we  practis'd  at  first  sigh 

Must  save  it  from  declension. 

Some  act  upon  this  prudent  pltiiy 
^^  Say  little^  and  hear  all  you  can.** 

Safe  policy,  but  hateful — 
So  barren  sands  imbibe  the  show'r. 
But  render  neither  fruit  nor  flow*r 

Unpleasant  and  ungrateful. 

The  man  I  trust,  if  shy  to  me, 
Shall  find  me  as  reserv'd  as  he, 

No  suBterfuge  or  pleading 
Shall  win  my  confidence  again — 
I  will  by  no  means  entertain 

A  spy  on  my  proceeding.% 

These  samples — for  alas !  at  last 
These  are  but  samples,  and  a  taste 

Of  evils  yet  unmentiontd — 
May  prove  the  task  a  task  indeed. 
In  which  'tis  much  if  we  succeed, 

However  well  intention*d. 

Pursue  the  search,  and  you  will  fin^ 
Good  sense  and  knowledge  of  mankuidl 

To  bo  at  least  expedient, 
And,  afler  summing  all  the  rest. 
Religion  ruling  in  the  breast 

A  principal  ingredient. 

The  noblest  Friendship  ever  shown 
The  Saviour's  history  makes  known. 

Though  soifte  have  tnr&'d  and  turn'd  it ; 
And  whether  being  cras'd  or  blind, 
Or  seeing  with  a  biassM  mind, 

Have  not,  it  seems,  discem*d  it 
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THE  MORALIZER  CORRECTED. 
O  Friendship  1  if  my  soul  forego 
Thy  dear  deligbts  while  here  below 

To  mortifjr  and  grieTo  rac, 
May  I  myself  at  last  appear 
Unworthy,  baMy.and  insincen. 

Or  may  my  friend  deceiTO  me ! 


THE  MORAUZER  CORRECTEIX. 


A  HERMIT,  (or  if  'chance  you  hold 
That  title  now  too  trite  and  old,) 
A  man,  once  young,  who  liv'd  retired 
As  hermit  could  have  well  desir'd, 
His  hours  of  study  closed  at  last, 
And  finsh'd  his  concise  repast, 
Stoppled  his  cruise,  replac'd  his  book 
Within  his  customary  nook, 
And,  staff  in  hand,  sot  forth  to  share 
The  sober  cordial  of  sweet  air. 
Like  Isaac,  with  a  mmd  applied 
To  serious  thought  at  evening  tide. 
Autumnal  rains  had  made  it  chill, 
And  from  the  trees  that  fringed  his  kiU, 
Shades  slanting  at  the  close  ^f  day 
Chilled  more  his  else  delightful  way « 
Distant  a  little  mile  he  spied         ,    .     . 
A  western  bank's  still  sunny  side, 
And  right  toward  the  favour'4  pJai»e  . 
Proceeding  with  his  nimblest  pace^ 
In  hope  to  bask  a  little  yet, 
Just  reach'd  it  when  the  sun  was  set 
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Tour  hermit,  young  and  jovial  sirs ! 
Learns  something  from  whate'er  occurs-*' 
And  hence,  he  said,  my  mind  computM 
The  real  worth  of  man's  pursnits 
His  object  chosen,  wealth,  or  fitmey 
Or  other  sublunary  game. 
Imagination  to  his  view 
Presents  it  decked  with  ev'ry  hue 
That  can  seduce  him  not  to  spare 
His  powers  of  best  exertion  there, 
But  youth,  health,  vigour,  to  expend 
On  so  desirable  an  end. 
Ere  long  approach  life*s  ev*nhig  shades^ 
The  glow  that  fapcy  gave  it  fades ; 
And,  earn'd  too  late,  it  wants  the  grace 
That  first  engag'd  him  in  the  chase. 

True,  answer'd  an  angelick  guide,  ^ 

Attendant  at  the  senior's  side — 
But  whether  all  the  time  it  cost, 
To  urge  the  fruitless  chase  be  lost, 
Must  be  decided  by  the  worth 
Of  that  which  calPd  his  ardour  forth. 
Trifles  pursu'd,  whate'er  th'  event, 
Must  cause  him  shame  or  discontent : 
A  vicious  object  still  is  worse, 
Successful  there  he  wins  a  curse. 
But  he,  whom  e*en  in  life's  last  stage 
Endeavours  laudable  engage. 
Is  paid,  at  least  in  peace  of  mind, 
And  sense  of  having  well  design'd] 
And  if,  ere  he  attain  his  end, 
His  sun  precipitate  descend, 
A  brighter  prize  than  that  he  meant 
Shall  recompense  his  mere  intent 
No  virtuous  wish  can  bear  a  date 
Either  too  early  or  too  late 
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CATHARINA. 

AOOBI8SKO  TO  MIM  5TAV%WfQ9s 

(vow  MRS.  couRTirsr.) 


SHE  came-Hihe  is  gone — we  have  met— 

And  meet  perhaps  never  again ; 
The  sun  of  that  moment  is  set, 

And  seems  to  have  risen  in  vain    . 
Catharma  has  fled  like  a  dream — 

(So  vanishes  pleasure,  alas !) 
But  has  left  a  regret  and  esteem, 

Thafr  will  not  so  suddenly  pass. 

The  last  ev'ning.ramhle  we  made, 

Catharina,  Maria,  and  I, 
Our  progress  was  oflon  delay'd 

By  the  nightingale  warbling  nigh. 
We  paus'd  under  many  a  tree. 

And  much  she  was  charm'd  with  a  tout 
Less  sweet  to  Maria  and  me, 

Who  so  lately  had  witnessed  her  own* 

My  numbers  that  day  she  had  sung. 

And  gave  them  a  grace  so  divine, 
As  only  her  musical  tongue 

Could  infuse  into  numbers  of  mine. 
The  longer  I  heard,  I  esteemed 

Thit  work  of  my  fancy  the  more. 
And  e*ep  to  myself  never  seem*d 

80  tuneful  a  poet  before. 
Vol.  n.  17 
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Though  the  pleasures  of  London  exceed  * 

In  number  the  days  of  the  year, 
Catharina,  did  nothing  impede, 

Would  feel  herself  happier  here  ; 
For  the  close-woven  arches  of  limes 

On  the  banks  of  our  river,  I  know, 
Are  sweeter  to  her  many  times         « 

Than  aught  that  the  city  can  show. 

So  it  is,  when  the  mind  is  endu'd 

With  a  well-judging  taste  from  above. 
Then  whether  embcllish'd  or  rude 

*Ti8  nature  alone  that  we  love  ; 
The  achievements  of  art  may  amuse, 

May  even  cAir  wonder  excite. 
But  groves,  hills,  and  vallics,  difiuso 

A  lasting,  a  sacred  delight. 

Since,  then,  in  the  rural  recess 

Catharina  alone  can  rejoice, 
May  it  still  be  her  lot  to  possess 

The  scene  of  her  sensible  choice  ! 
T«  inhabit  a  mansion  remote 

From  the  clatter  of  street-pacing  steeds, 
And  by  Fhilomers  annual  note 

To  measure  the  hfe  that  she  leads. 

With  her  book,  and  her  voice,  and  her  lyre 

To  wing  all  her  moments  at  home ; 
And  with  scenes  that  new  rapture  inspire, 

As  oft  as  it  suits  her  to  roam ; 
She  will  have  just  the  life  she  prefers, 

With  little  to  hope  or  to  fear, 
And  ours  would  be  pleasant  as  hers, 

Might  wo  view  her  enjoying  it  here. 
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THE  green  house  is  xnj  summer  seat ', 
My  shrubs  displaced  from  that  retreat 

Enjoy'd  the  open  air ; 
Two  Goldfinches,  whose  sprightly  song. 
Had  been  their  mutual  solace  long, 

Liv'd  happy  pris'ners  there. 

They  sang  as  blithe  as  finches  sing, 
That  flutter  loose  on  golden  wing, 

And  frolick  whore  they  list ; 
Strangers  to  liberty,  'tis  true, 
But  that  delight  they  never  knew 

And  therefore  never  miss'd. 

But  nature  works  in  every  breast,' 
With  force  not  easily  suppressed ; 

And  Dick  felt  some  desires, 
That  after  many  an  effort  vain. 
Instructed  him  at  length  to  gain 

A  pass  between  his  «v'ircs. 

The  open  windows  seem'd  t'  invite 
Thotfreeman  to  a  farewell  flight :  . 

But  Tom  was  still  confin'd : 
And  Dick,  although  his  way  was  cleur 
Was  much  too  gen'rous  and  sincere, 

To  leave  his  friend  behind. 

So  settling  on  his  cage,  by  play, 
And  chirp,  and  kiss  he  seem'd  to  say, 

Tou  must  not  live  alone — 
Nor  would  he  qmt  that  chosen  stand. 
Till  I,  with  slow  and  cautious  hand, 

Retum'd  him  to  his  own 
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O  ye  who  never  taste  the  joys 
Of  Friendship,  satisfied  with  noise, 

Fandango,  boll,  and  rout ! 
Blush,  when  I  tell  you  how  a  bird, 
A  prison  with  a  friend  preferred 

To  liberty  without.     * 


THE  NEEDLESS  ALARM. 

A  TALE. 

THERE  is  a  field,  through  which  I  often  pasi 
Thick  overspread  with  moss  and  silky  grass. 
Adjoining  close  to  Kilwick*s  echoing  wood, 
Where  oft  the  bitch  foy  hides  her  hapless  brood, 
Reserv'd  to  solace  many  a  neighboring  squire, 
That  he  may  follow  them  through  brake  and  bner. 
Contusion,  hazarding  of  neck,  or  spine,  • 
Which  rural  gentlemen  call  sport  divine. 
A  narrow  brook.  By  rushy  banks  conceal'd 
Runs  in  a  bottom,  and  divides  the  field ; 
Oaks  intersperse  it,  that  had  once  a  head, 
But  now  wear  crests  of  oven-wood  instead ;        • 
And  where  the  land  slopes  to  its  wat'ry  boma, 
Wide  yawns  a  gulf  beside  a  ragged  tbam ; 
Bricks  line  the  sides,  but  shiver'd  long  ago. 
And  horrid  brambles  intertwine  below ; 
A  hollow  scoop'd,  I  judge,  in  ancie^t  time. 
For  baking  earth,  or  burning  rock  to  lime. 

Not  yet  the  hawthorn  bore  hor  berries  red, 
With  which  the  fieldfare,  wintry  guest,  is  fed; 
Nor  autumn  yet  had  brush'd  from  ev'ry  spray. 
With  her  chill  hand  the  mellow  leaves  away ; 
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Hat  corn  was  housed,  and  beans  were  in  the  stack ; 
Now  therefore  issu'd  forth  the  spotted  peek, 
With  taiUi  high  mounted,  ears  hong  low,  and  throats. 
With  a  whole  gamut  fill'd  of  heav'nij  notes. 
For  which,  alas !  my  destiny  severe. 
Though  ears  she  gave  me  two,  gave  me  no  ear. 

The  sun,  accomplishing  his  early  march, 
His  lamp  now  planted  on  Heav'n's  topmost  arch, 
When,  exercise  and  air  my  only  aim, 
And  heedless  whither,  to  that  field  I  came, 
Ere  yet  with  ruthless  joy  the  happy  hound 
Told  hill  and  dale  that  Reynard's  track  was  found. 
Or  with  the  high-rais'd  horn's  melodious  clang 
All  Kilwick*  and  all  Dinglederry*  rang. 

Sheep  graz'd  the  field  ;  some  with  soft  bosom  pressed 
The  herb  as  soft,  while  nibbling  stray'd  the  rest; 
Nor  noise  was  heard  but  of  the  hasty  brook,* 
Struggling,  detained  in  many  a  petty  nook. 
All  seem'd  so  peaceful,  that,  from  them  conveyed, 
To  me  their  peace  by  kind  contagion  spread. 

,    But  when  the  huntsman  with  distended  cheek, 
'Gan  make  his  instrument  of  musick  speak. 
And  from  within  the  wood  that  crash  was  heard, 
Though  not  a  hound  from  whom  it  burst  appeared. 
The  sheep  recumbent,  and  the  sheep  that  graz'd. 
All  huddling  into  phalanx,  stood  and  gaz'd, 
Admiring,  terrified,  the  novel  strain, 
Then  cours'd  the  field  around,  and  cours'd  it  round 

•gttn; 
But,  recollecting  w%h  a  sudden  thought, 
That  flight  in  oifdes  nrg'd  advanced  them  JkoogiA, 
They  gathered  dose  around  the  old  pit's  brmk, 
And  thought  agaw— but  knew  not  what  to  think. 

*  Two  woods  bdoDgicg  to  John  Throckmorton,  Eiq. 
17* 
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,     The  man  to  soDtude  accustomed  long 
Perceiyes  in  oTeiy  thing  that  Mrc*  a  tong;u« , 
Not  animals  alone,  but  shrubs  and  trees,   - 
Have  speech  for  him,  and  mnderstood  with  etie  $ 
After  long  drought  when  rains  abundant  ^U, 
He  hears  the  herbs  and  flow'rs  rejoicing  aH ; 
Knows  what  the  freshness  of  their  hue  implies, 
How  glad  they  catch  the  largess  of  the  skies  j 
But,  with  precision  nlcei  still,  the  mind 
He  scans  of  ev'ry  locomotive  kind ;  ' 
Birds  of  all  feather,  beasts  of  ev'ry  name. 
That  serve  mankind,  or  shun  them,  wild  or  tame ; 
The  looks  and  gestures  of  their  griefs  and  fbars 
Have  all  articulation  in  his  ears  ; 
He  spells  them  true  by  intuition's  light, 
And  needs  no  glossary  to  set  him  right. 

This  truth  premised  was  needful  as  a  text, 
To  win  due  credence  to  what  follows  next. 

Awhile  they  mns'd ;  8urve3ring  ev'ry  face. 
Thou  hadst  supposVi  them  of  superiour  race ; 
Their  periwigs  of  wool,  and  fears  combin'd 
Stamp'd  on  each  countenance  such  marks  of  mind, 
That  sage  they  seem'd  as  lawyers  o'er  a  doubt, 
Which,  puzzling  long,  at  last  they  puzzle  out ; 
Or  academick  tutors,  teaching  youths. 
Sure  ne'er  to  want  them,  mathematick  truths ; 
When  thus  a  mutton,  statelier  than  the  rest, 
A  ram,  the  ewes  and  wethers  sad,  address'd. 


Friends !  we  have  liv'd  too  long.    I  never 
Sounds  such  as  these,  so  worthy  to  \w  fear'd. 
Could  1  believe,  that  winds  far  ages  pent 
In  Earth's  dark  woeob  have  found  at  last  a  Ttat, 
And  from  their  prison-house  below  cyrise, 
With  all  these  hideous  bowlings  to  the  skies, 
I  could  be  much  compos'd,  nor  should  appear^ 
For  such  a  cause,,  to  feel  the  slightest  fear- 
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ITfNiraelves  have  aeea,  what  time  the  thnnden  r»il*4 
AU  nighti  me  resting  quiet  in  the  ioUdy 
Or  heard  we  that  tremendous  bray  akme, 
I  could  expound  the  melancholy  tone ; 
Should  deem  it  by  ouir  old  con^ianion  raad^. 
The  ass ;  -for  he,  we  know,  has  lately  stray'd, 
And  being  lost,  perhaps^  and  wand'ring  wide, 
Might  be  suf^s'd  to  clamour  Iot  a  guide. 
But  ah !  those  dreadful  yeUs  what  soul  can  hear 
That  owns  a  carcass  and  not  quake  for  fear  ? 
I>emons  produce  them  doubtless,  brazen-claw'd, 
And  fang'd  with  brass,  the  daemons  are  abroad ,         \ 
I  hold  it  therefore  wisest  and  most  fit. 
That,  life  to  save,  we  leap  into  the  pit. 

Him  answered  then  his  loving  mate  and  true, 
But  more  discreet  than  he,  a  Cambrian  ewe. 

How  !  leap  into  the  pit  our  life  to  save  ? 
To  save  our  life  leap  all  into  the  grave  ? 
For  can  we  find  it  less  ?  Contemplate  first 
The  depth  how  awful !  falling  there  we  burst ; 
Or  should  the  brambles,  interposed,  our  fall 
In  part  abate,  that  happiness  were  small : 
For  with  a  race  like  theirs  no  chance  I  see 
Of  peace  or  ease  to  creatures  clad  as  we. 
Meantime,  noise  kills  not.    Be  it  Dapple^s  bray, 
Or  be  it  not,  or  be  it  whose  it  may, 
And  rush  those  other  sounds,  that  seem  by  tongues 
Of  demons  utter'd  from  whatever  lungs, 
Sounds  are  but  sounds,  and  till  the  cause  appear. 
We  have  at  least  commodious  standing  here. 
Come  fiend,  come  fury,  giant,  monster,  blast 
From  Earth  or  Hell,  we  can  but  plunge  at  last. 

While  thus  she  spake,  I  fainter  heard  the  peak,  * 
For  Reynard,  close  attended  at  his  heels 
By  panting  dog,  tir*d  man,  and  spattered  horse, 
Through  mere  good  fortune,  took  a  dififrent  oocurss 
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The  flock  grew  otlm  again,  and  I  tae  road 
Foll*wing,  that  led  me  to  my  own  abode. 
Much  wondered  that  the  silly  sheep  had  fbond 
Such  cause  of  terrour  in  an  empty  sound, 
So  sweet  to  huntsman,  gentleman,  and  hound. 

MORAL. 
Beware  of  desperate  stops.    The  darkest  day. 
Live  till  to-mwrow,  will  have  passed  away. 


BOADICEA 


WHEN  the  British  warriour  queen, 
Bleeding  from  the  Roman  rods, 

Sought  with  an  indignant  mien, 
Ck>unsel  of  her  country's  gods. 

n. 

Sage  beneath  the  spreading  oak 
I      Sat  the  Druid,  hoary  chief ; 
Ev*ry  burning  word  he  spoke       ' 
Full  of  rage,  and  full  of  grief 

ra. 

Frincess!  if  our  aged  eyet 

Weep  upon  thy  matchless  wrongs 
Tis  because  resentment  tics 

All  the  terrours  of  our  tongues. 
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BOADICEA. 
Rome  siial  perish — write  that  word> 

In  the  blood  that  she  hatt  spillM ; 
Perish,  hopeless  and  abhorr'd, 

Deep  in  ruin  as  in  gmYt 

V. 
Rome,  for  empire  far  renown*d, 

Tramples  on  a  thousand  states ; 
Soon  her  pride  shall  kiss  the  groimd— 

Hark !  the  Gaul  is  at  lier  gates ! 

VI. 
Other  Romans  shall  arise, 

Heedless  of  a  soldier's  name  ; 
Sounds,  not  arms,  shall  win  the  prize 
.  Harmony  the  path  to  fame. 

vn. 

Then  the  progeny  that  springs 
From  the  forests  of  cur  land, 

Arm'd  with  thunder,  clad  with  whifi 
Shall  a  wider  world  command. 

VIIL 
Regions  Cssar  serer  knew 

Thy  posterity  shall  sway ; 
Where  his  eagles  nerer  flew, 

None  invincible  as  they. 

IX. 

Such  the  bard's  prophetick  wordsi 
Pregnant  with  celestial  fire, 

Bending  as  he  swept  the  chords 
Of  his  sweet  but  awful  lyre 

X. 

She,  with  all  a  monareh's  pride, 
Felt  them  in  her  bosom  glow ; 

Rush'd  to  battle,  fought,  and  died  ; 
Dying  hurl'd  them  at  the  foe. 


201 


Digitized  by 


Google 


202  HEROISM 

ZI. 
Ruffians,  pitiless  as  proud^ 

Heaven  awards  the  vengeance  due  • 
Empire  is  on  us  bestowed. 
Shame  and  ruin  wait  for  you. 


HEROISM. 

THERE  was  a  time  when  iBtna*8  siloAt  fire 
Slept  unperceiv'd,  the  mountain  yet  entire ; 
When,  conscious  of  no  danger  from  below. 
She  tower'd  a  cloudcapt  pyramid  of  snow. 
No  thunders  shook  with  deep  intostme  sound 
The  blooming  groves  that  girdled  her  around. 
Her  unctuous  olives,  and  her  purple  vines, 
(Unfolt  the  fury  of  those  bursting  mines,) 
The  peasant's  hopes,  and  not  in  vain,  assur'd, 
In  peace  upon  her  sloping  sides  matured. 
When  on  a  day,  like  that  of  the  last  doom, 
A  conflagration  laboring  in  her  womb, 
She  teem*d  and  heav'd  with  an  infernal  birth, 
That  shook  the  circling  seas  and  solid  earth. 
Dark  and  voluminous  the  vapours  rise. 
And  hang  their  horrours  in  the  neighb'ring  skies, 
While  through  the  stygian  veil  that  blots  the  day, 
In  dazzling  streaks  the  vivid  lightnings  play. 
But  O !  what  muse,  and  in  what  pow'rs  of  song, 
CaA  trace  the  torrent  as  it  bums  along  ? 
Havock  and  devastation  2r\  the  van, 
It  marches  o'er  the  prostrate  works  of  man, 
Vines,  olives,  herbage,  forests,  disappear. 
And  all  the  charms  of  a  Siciliaa  riar 


Digitized  by 


Google 


TTEROISM.  im 

Revolving  seasons  fruitless  as  they  pass. 
Bee  it  an  uninfonn*d  and  idle  mass ; 
Without  a  soil  t'  invite  the  tiller's  care, 
Or  blade  that  might  redeem  it  firom  despair. 
7et  time,  at  length,  (what  will  not  time  aefaiev*  ?) 
Clothes  it  with  earth,  and  bids  the  produce  live* 
Once  more  the  spiry  myrtle  crowns  the  gUule» 
And  ruminating  flocks  enjoy  the  shade. 
O  bliss  precarious  and  unsafe  retreats, 
O  charming  Paradise  of  short-liv'd  sweets ! 
The  self-same  gale  that  wafts  the  fragrance  round, 
Brings  lo  the  distant  ear  a  sullen  sound : 
Again  the  mountain  feels  the  imprison'd  foe, 
Again  pours  ruin  on  the  vale  below. 
Ten  thousand  swains  the  wasted  scene  deplore, 
That  only  future  ages  can  restore. 

Te  monarchs,  whom  the  lure  of  honour  draws. 
Who  write  in  blood  the  merits  of  your  cause. 
Who  strike  the  blow,  then  plead  your  own  deftnee. 
Glory  your  aim,  but  justice  your  pretence ; 
Behold  in  iEtna*s  emblcmatick  fires     • 
The  mischiefs  your  ambitious  pride  inspires. 

Fast  by  the  stream  that  bounds  your  just  domai% 
And  tells  you  where  yo  have  a  right  to  reign, 
A  nation  dwells,  not  envious  of  your  throne, 
Studious  of  peace,  their  neighbours*  and  their  own. 
Bl-fiited  race !  how  deeply  roust  they  rue 
Their  only  crime,  vicinity  to  you  ! 
The  trumpet  sounds,  your  legions  swarm  abroad* 
Through  the  ripe  harvest  lies  their  destined  road . 
At  ev'ry  step  beneath  their  feet  they  tread 
The  life  of  multitudes^  a  nation's  bread ! 
Earth  seems  a  garden  in  its  lovolicst  dress 
Before  them,  and  behind  a  wilderness. 
Famine,  and  Pestilence,  her  first-born  son. 
Attend  to  finish  what  the  sword  begun  * 
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And  echoing  prabea,  such  as  fiends  might  oaxa^ 
And  Folly  pays,  resound  at  your  return. 
A  calm  succeeds— but  Plenty,  with  her  iruvk 
Of  heart-felt  je^,  succeeds  not  soon  againi 
And  years  of  pining  indigence  must  show 
What  soonrges  are  the  gods  that  mle  below. 
Tet  man,  laborioiifl  man^  by  slow  degreei* 
(Such  is  his  thirst  of  opulence  and  easoi) 
Plies  all  the  sinews  of  industrious  toil. 
Gleans  up  the  refuse  of  the  gen'ral  spoil* 
RobttUds  the  tow'rs,  that  smok'd  op^  the  jfitijBU 
And  the  sun  gSds  the  shining  spires  again* 

Increasing  commerce  and  reviving  art 
Renew  tho  quarrel  on  tlio  conqu'ror's  part ; 
And  the  sad  lesson  must  be  learn'd  once  more^ 
That  wealth  within  is  ruin  at  the  door. 
What  are  ye,  monarchs,  laurell'd  heroes,  sayi 
But  JEtnas  of  the  sufTring  world  ye  sway  P 
Sweet  Nature,  stripp'd  of  her  embroidered  mbf^ 
Deplores  the  wasted  regions  of  her  glob^  $ 
And  stands  a  Mtness  at  Truth's  awful  bar. 
To  prove  yeu  there  destroyers  as  ye  are. 

O  place  me  in  some  HeaVn-protocted  ide^ 
Where  Peace,  and  Equity,  and  Freedom  smilt; 
Where  no  volcano  poors  his  fiery  flood, 
No  crested  warriour  dips  his  plunie  in  Ueod  ; 
Where  Pow'r  secures  what  Industry  has  weft  $ 
Where  to  succeed  ii  not  to  be  undone ; 
A  land,  that  dtstant  iywmM  hate  in  vatn^ 
In  Britain's  isle,  beneath  a  George's  feig»' 
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Ov  A  ^ia»€mJtwmf§  boll,  vmtcm  ths  •vxfi«  or  him 

SOLD  AT  THB  AUTHOR's  INSTANCE. 


GO— thou  axt  all  unfit  to  share 

The  pleasures  of  this  place 
With  such  as  its  old  tenants  are^ 

Creatures  of  gentler  race. 

The  squirrel  here  his  hoard  provides 

Aware  of  wintry  storms^ 
And  wood-peckers  explore  the  i^des 

Of  rugged  oaks  for  worms. 

The  sheep  here  smooths  the  knotted  thorn 

With  frictions  of  her  fleece ; 
And  here  I  wander  eve  and  mom, 

Like  her,  a  friend  to  peace. 

Ah ! — ^I  could  pity  thee  exil'd 

From  this  secure  retreat — 
I  would  not  lose  it  to  be  styl'd 

The  happiest  of  the  great. 

But  thou  canst  taste  no  calm  delight ; 

Thy  pleasure  is  to  show 
Thy  magnanimity  in  fight, 

Thy  prowess-^erefore  go- 

I  care  not  whether  east  or  north, 

So  I  no  more  may  find  thee  ; 
The  angry  muse  thus  sings  thee  forth, 

And  claps  the  gate  behind  thee. 
Vol.  II.  18 
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ANNUS  MEMORABILIS,  1789. 
Wbittbv  nr  commemoratiov  of  his  majesty*! 

HAPPT  BKCOTERT. 


I  RANSACKED  for  a  theme  of  song, 
Much  ancient  chronicle,  and  long ; 
I  read  of  bright  embattled  fields, 
Of  trophied  hehnets,  spears,  and  shields, 
Of  chiefs,  whose  single  arm  could  boast 
Prowess  to  dissipate  a  host ; 
Through  tomes  of  fable  and  of  dream 
I  sought  an  eligible  theme, 
But  none  I  found,  or  found  them  shared 
Already  by  some  happier  bard. 

T9  modern  times,  with  Truth  to  guide 
My  busy  search,  I  next  applied ; 
Here  cities  won,  and  fleets  dispersed, 
Urg'd  loud  a  claim  to  be  reheors'd, 
Deeds  of  unperishing  renown. 
Our  fathers*  triumphs  and  our  own. 

Thus,  as  the  bee,  from  bank  to  bow'r, 
Assiduous  sips  at  ev*ry  flow'r. 
But  rests  on  none,  till  that  be  found, 
Where  most  nectareous  sweets  abound—* 
So  I,  from  theme  to  theme  display *d 
[n  many  a  page  historick  strayed. 
Siege  afler  siege,  fight  after  fight 
Contemplating  with  small  delight, 
(For  feats  of  sanguinary  hue 
Not  always  glitter  in  my  view,) 
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Till,  settling  on  the  current  yemri 
I  found  the  far-sought  treasure  near ; 
A  theme  for  poetry  divine, 
A  theme  t'  ennoble  eTeii  mine. 
In  memorable  eighty-nine. 

The  spring  of  eighty-nine  shall  b« 
An  era  chorish'd  long  by  me, 
Which  joyful  I  will  oft  reeord, 
And  thankful  at  my  frugal  hoard ; 
For  then  the  clouds  of  eighty-eight 
That  threatened  England's  trembling  state 
With  toss  of  what  she  least  could  spare, 
Her  sovereign's  tutelary  care. 
One  breath  of  Heaven,  that  cried — ^Restore ! 
Chas'd,  never  to  assemble  more ; 
And  far  the  richest  crown  on  earth. 
If  valued  by  its  wearer's  worth, 
The  symbol  of  a  righteous  reign 
Sat  fast  on  George's  brows  again. 

Then  peace  and  joy  again  possess*d 
Our  Queen's  long  agitated  breast ; 
Such  joy  and  peace  as  can  be  known 
By  suiSTrers  like  herself  alone, 
Who,  losing,  or  supposing  lost. 
The  good  on  earth  they  valu'd  most, 
For  that  dear  sorrows'  sake  forego 
All  hope  of  happiness  below. 
Then  suddenly  regain  the  prize. 
And  flash  thanksgivings  to  the  skies ! 

O  Queen  of  Albion,  queen  of  isles  ♦ 
Since  all  thy  tears  were  changed  to  smiles^ 
The  eyes  that  never  saw  thee  shine 
With  joy  not  unallied  to  thine. 
Transports  not  chargeable  with  art 
Illume  the  land's  remotest  part, 
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And  strangers  to  the  ok  of  courts^ 
Both  in  their  toils  and  at  their  sporti*    * 
The  happiness  of  answcr'd  pray'rs, 
That  gilds  thy  features,  show  in  tfaelrf* 

If  they  who  on  th^  state  attend^ 
Awe-struck,  before  thy  prosMice  bend, 
Tis  but  the  natural  effect 
Of  grandeur  that  ensures  f  ecpoet ; 
But  she  is  something  more  than  queen, 
.  Who  b  belov*d  where  never  seen. 


HYMN, 

For  the  use  of  th§  Sunday  School  at  Obtep, 

HEAR,  Lord,  the  song  of  praise  and  pray'r 

In  heav'n  thy  dwelling  place. 
From  infants  made  the  publick  care, 
,     And  taught  to  seek  thy  face. 

/Thanks,  for  thy  word  and  for  thy  day, 

And  grant  us,  we  implore. 
Never  to  waste,  in  sinful  play 

Thy  holy  sabbaths  more. 

Thanks  that  we  hear — but  O  impart 

To  each  desires  sincere. 
That  we  may  listen  with  our  lieartf 

And  learn  as  well  as  hear. 

For  if  vain  thoughts  the  minds  engage 

Of  older  far  than  we, 
What  hope  that  at  our  heedless  age, 

Our  minds  should  e*er  bo  free  ? 
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Much  hope,  if  thou  oqr  spirits  tak« 

Under  thy  gracious  sway, 
Who  canst  the  wisest  wiser  makOi 

And  babes  as  wise  as  they. 

Wisdom  a«>d  bliss  thy  word  bestows, 

A  sun  that  ne'er  decHnes, 
And  be  thy  mercies  shower'd  on  those, 

Who  plac'd  us  where  it  shines. 


90» 


STANZAS 

Mjoitud  to  tke  Yearly  Bill  of  MortaUiy  of  the  Parish 
of  jUUSaints,  J^orthiamptonf*  Anno  Dowim  1787. 


Pallida  Mors,  aquo  pvlsat  pede  pauperum  tabemoB 
Regumque  turres.  Horace.  - 

Pale  Death  with  equal  foot  strikes  wide  the  door 
Of  xoyal  halls,  and  hovels  of  the  poor. 


WrflliE  thirteen  moons  saw  smoothly  run 
The  Nen'd  barge-laden  wave, 
.  AH  these,  life's  rambling  journey  done, 
Have  found  their  home,  the  grave. 

Was  man,  (frail  always)  made  more  frail 

Than  in  fbregoing  years  ? 
Did  famine  or  did  plague  prevail, 

That  so  much  death  appears  ? 

>  Composed  for  John  Cor,  parish  clerk  ofNordiamptoii. 
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No  ;  tnese  wove  vig'rous  bb  their  sires^ 

Nor  plague  nor  famine  c^ame  > 
This  a*.;nual  tribute  l>eath  reqiiirefy 
And  never  waves  hi9  claiin. 

Like  crowded  fereflt^farees  we  standy 

And  some  are  nMurk'd  to  fall ; 
The  axe  will  smite  at  God's  cominaiid« 
And  soon  shall  smite  us  all. 

Green  as  the  bay-tree,  ever  green^ 

With  its  new  foliage  Miy 
The  gaj,  the  thonghtlesst  have  I  seen, 

I  pass'd — and  they  were  gone. 

Read,  ye  that  run,  the  awful  truth, 
With  which  I  charge  my  page  ;    ^ 

A  worm  is  in  the  bud  of  youth, 
And  at  the  root  of  age. 

No  present  health  can  health  ensure 

For  yet  an  hour  to  come  ; 
No  med'cine,  though  it  oft  can  cure, 

Can  always  balk  the  tomb. 

And  O !  that  humble  as  my  lot. 

And  scom'd  as  is  my  strain, 
These  truths,  though  known,  too  mudi  foi;got, 

I  may  not  teach  in  vain. 

So  prays  your  clerk  with  all  his  heart, 

And  ere  he  ^ts  the  pen. 
Begs  yffu,  for  once  to  take  his  part^ 

And  answer  all — ^Amen ! 
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QtMii  adest,  fnemerUo 
Companere  aqioa.    CmUra  fiumirwt 
RUufcrunter,  Horact^ 

Improve  the  present  hour,  for  all  beside 
Is  a  iMre  feaitlisr  en  a  torrents  tide. 


COULD  I|  from  Heav'n  inspired,  as  sure  presage 
To  wliooa  the  risiof  year  shall  prove  his  last, 

As  I  can  number  in  my  pimctoal  page, 
And  Item  down  the  victims  of  the  past; 

How  each  would  trembling  wait  the  mournful  sheet 
On  which  the  press  might  stamp  him  next  to  die. 

And  reading  here  his  sentence,  how  replete 
Vfiitk  anxious  meaning,  heavenward  turn  his  eye ! 

^me  then  would  seem  more  precious  than  the  joys 
In  which  he  sports  away  the  treasure  now ; 

And  pray'r  more  seasonable  than  the  noise 
Of  drunkards,  or  the  musick-drawing  bow. 

Then  doubtless  many  a  trifler,  on  the  brink 
Of  this  world's  hazardous  and  headlong  shore, 

Forc'd  to  a  pause,  would  feel  it  good  to  think. 
Told  that  his  setting  sun  must  rise  no  more. 
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Ah  self-deceiv'd !  Could  I  prophetick  say 

Who  next  is  fated,  and  who  next  to  fall, 
The  rest  might  then  seem  privlleg'd  to  play ; 

But  naming  none,  the  voice  novir  speaks  to  ALL. 

Observe  the  dappled  foresters^  how  light 

They  bound  and  airy  o*er  the  sunny  glade- 
One  falls — the  rest,  wide  scatter'd  with  affright, 
Vanish  at  once  into  tho  darkest  shade. 

Had  we  their  wisdom,  should  we,  oflen  warned, 
Still  need  repeated  warnings,  and  at  last, 

A  thousand  awful  admonitions  scom'd, 
Die  self-accus'd  of  life  run  all  to  waste  ? 

Sad  waste !  for  which  no  afler-thrifl  atonef, 
The  grave  admits  no  cure  for  guilt  or  sin ; 

Dew-drops  may  deck  the  turf  that  hides  the  bones, 
But  tears  of  godly  grief  ne'er  flow  within. 

Learn  then  ye  living !  by  the  mouUis  bd  taught 
Of  all  these  sepulchres,  histructers  true, 

Thati  soon  or  late,  death  also  is  your  lot, 
And  the  next  opening  grave  xcay  yawn  for  yoOr 
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„^lacidaque  ibi  dtmura  morte  quievU,         Yibo. 
Thsre  calm  at  length  ho  breathed  his  sonl  away. 


«  O  MOST  delightful  hour  by 

Experienced  here  below» 
The  hour  that  termmatea  his  ipath 

Hii  folly,  and  his  wo  I 

Worlds  should  not  bribe  me  back  to  tread 

Again  life's  dreary  waste, 
To  see  again  my  day  o'erspread 

With  all  the  gloomy  past. 

My  home  henceforth  is  in  the  skies. 

Earth,  seas,  and  sun,  adieu ! 
All  Heav'n  unfolded  to  my  eyes, 

I  have  no  sight  for  you." 

69  spake  Aspasie,  firm  posseai^d 

Of  faith's  supporting  rod, 
Then  breath'd  his  soul  into  its  rest, 

The  bosom  of  his  God. 

He  was  a  man  among  the  ff  w 

Sincere  on  virtue's  side ; 
And  all  his  strength  from  ScripUiee  4v«lR« 

To  hourly  use  applipd. 
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That  rule  ho  priz'd,  by  that  he  fear*d| 
lie  hated,  hop'd,  and  lov'd ; 

Nor  ever  frown'd,  or  sad  appear'd 
But  when  his  heart  had  rov'd. 

For  he  was  frail  as  thou  or  I, 

And  evil  felt  within  r 
But  wh6n  he  felt  it  heav'd  ft  sigh, 

And  loath*d  the  thought  of  sin. 

Such  Uv*d  Aspasio  ;  and  at  last 
Call'd  up  from  Earth  to  Heav*n, 

The  gulf  of  death  triumphant  pass'd. 
By  gales  of  blessing  driven. 

Hif  joys  be  mtne,  each  Reader  cries, 
When  my  last  hour  arrives : 

They  shall  be  yours,  my  verse  re^e*. 
Such  only  be  your  lives. 


ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION, 

FOR  THE  YEAR  1790. 


Jf*  tammanentem  recta  sptrtu. 
Despise  not  my  good  counsel. 


Bucfaanaa 


HE  who  sits  trom  day  to  day. 
Where  the  prison'd  lark  is  hung, 

Heedless  of  his  loudest  lay,. 
Hardly  knows  that  ho  has  sung. 
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Where  the  watchman  m  his  round 

Nightly  lifts  his  voice  on  high. 
None,  accustom'd  to  the  sound. 

Wakes  the  sooner  for  his  cry. 

So  your  verseman  I  and  clerk, 

Yearly  in  my  song  proclaim 
Death  at  hand — yourselves  his  mark- 

And  the  foes  unerring  aim. 

Duly  at  my  time  I  come, 

Puhlishing  to  all  aloud — 
Soon  the  grave  must  he  your  home, 

And  your  only  suit,  a  shroud. 

But  the  monitory  strain, 

Ofl  repeated  in  your  ears, 
Seems  to  sound  too  much  in  vain, 

Wins  no  notice,  wakes  no  fears. 

Can  a  truth,  hy  all  confess'd 
Of  such  magniUide  and  weight. 

Grow,  by  being  ofl  impressed,  ' 
Trivicd  as  a  parrot's  prate  ? 

Pleasore's  call  attention  wins. 

Hear  it  oflon  as  we  may ; 
New  as  ever  seem  our  sins. 

Though  committed  every  day. 

Death  and  Judgment,  Heaven  and  Hell- 

These  alone,  so  oflen  heard. 
No  more  move  us  than  the  bell. 

When  some  stranger  is  interr'^ 

O  then,  ere  the  turf  or  tomb 

Cover  us  from  every  eye, 
Spivit  of  instruction  come. 

Make  us  learii,  that  we  must  die. 
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FOB  ram  tsar  171^ 


Feiix,  qui  potuit  rerum  cogjwscert  camast 
Jitque  metus  omnea  el  inexorabiU  fatwn 
Subjecit  pedibuSf  strepitumqut  JStcherovUs  avan  ! 

Virg 
Happj  the  mortal,  who  has  traced  effects 
To  their  first  cause,  cast  fear  beneath  his  ieet|. 
And  death,  and  roaring  Hell's  vprackras  &t^$ ' 


THANKLESS  for  favours  from  on  high 
Man  thinks  he  fades  too  soon ;  * 

Though  'tis  his  priTilege  to  die, 
Would  he  improve  the  boon. 

But  he,  not  wise  enough  to  scan 

His  best  concerns  aright, 
Would  gladly  stretch  life's  little  span 

To  agesy  if  he  might 

To  ages  in  a  world  of  pain,  ^ 

To  ages,  where  he  goes 
Gall*dl>y  affliction's  heavy  cham, 

And  hopeless  of  repose. 

Strange  ^ndness  of  the  human  heart, 

Enamour'd  of  its  harm ! 
Strange  world,  that  costs  it  so  much  smazt, 

And  still  has  pow'r  to  charm. 
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Whence  has  the  world  her  magick  pow*r  ? 

Why  deem  we  death  a  foe  ? 
Reeiul  firom  weaiy  life's  best  hour* 

Ap4  tmreC  loi^^  wo  ? 

The  eaiise  is  Conseience— Ccmseieiiee  oft 

Her  tale  of  gi£lt  ffoneiif  | 
Her  Toice  is  terrible,  though  soft. 

And  dread  of  death  i 


Then,  anzions  to  be  longer  spar*d, 
Man  mourns  his  fleeting  breath ; 

All  evils  then  seem  light,  compar'4 
With  the  approach  of  Death. 

lis  Judgment  shakes  him,  there's  tiw  Su^ 
That  prompts  the  wish  to  stay : 

He  has  incurr'd  a  long  acrear. 
And  must  despair  to  pay. 

Pay/— follow  Christ,  and  ail  in  paid . 

His  death  your  peace  ensures ; 
Think  on  the  grave  where  he  was  laid* 

And  calm  descend  to  your$. 
Vol.  H.  \9 
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De  9acri$  caUew  hoe  mc  una  serUentia^  ut  eonserventur. 

Cic.  de  Leg. 
Bat  let  m  all  concur  in  thii  one  senthnenta  OrnM 
things  Musred  be  inviolat^B. 

He  lives,  who  lives  to  God  alone 

And  all  are  dead  beside , 
For  other  source  than  God  is  noiM 

Whence  life  can  be  supplied. 

To  live  to  God  is  to  requite 

His  love  as  best  we  may : 
To  make  his  precepts  our  delight, 

His  promises  our  stay. 

But  lifsi  within  a  narrow  ring 

Of  giddy  joys  comprised, 
Is  fidsely  nam'd,  and  no  such  things 

Bat  rather  death  disguised. 

Can  life  in  them  deserve  the  name. 

Who  only  live  to  prove 
For  what  poor  toys  they  can  disclaim 

An  endless  life  above. 

Who  much  diseased,  yot  nothing  feel ; 

Much  menac'd;  nothing  dread , 
Have  wounds,  which  only  God  can  heal* 

Yet  never  ask  his  aid  ? 
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Who  doom  his  house  a  useless  phoe, 

Faith  want  of  common  sense ; 
And  ardour  in  the  Christian  race^ 

A  hjpocrito's  pretence  ? 

Who  trample  order ;  and  the  day, 
Which  God  asserts  his  own, 

Dishonour  with  unhaIlow*d  phiy. 
And  worship  chance  alone  ? 

If  scorn  of  God*8  commands,  impressed 

On  word  and  deed^  imply 
The  better  part  of  man  unblessed 

With  liie  that  cannot  die ; 

Such  want  it,  and  that  want  uncnr'd . 

Till  man  resigns  his  breath, 
'  Speaks  him  a  criminal,  assured 

Of  everlasting  death. 

Sad  period  to  a  pleasant  course ! 

Tet  so  will  €rod  ropay 
Sabbaths  profan'd  without  remorse^ 

And  mercy  east  away. 
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INSCRIPTION^ 


FOR  TJIB  TOMB  CF  MR.  HJLMILTOa^ 


PAUSE  here,  and  think :  a  monitory  rhTine 
Demands  one  moment  of  thy  fleeting^  time. 

Consult  life's  silent  clock,  thy  bonndin^  teitt ; 
Seems  it  to  say — ^^  Health  here  has  long  to  rti^  ?» 
Hast  thou  the  vigour  of  thy  youth  ?  an  eye 
That  ly  ams  delight  ?  a  heart  untaught  to  sigh  ? 
Yet  fear.    Touth,  ofltimes  healthful  and  at  ease,    . 
Anticipates  a  day  it  never  sees ; 
And  many  a  tomb,  like  HamiUon^Sf  aloud 
Exclaims, "  Prepare  thee  for.  an  early  shroud.** 


EPITAPH  ON  A  HARE. 


HERE  lies,  whom  hound  did  ne*er  pursue. 
Nor  swifter  grayhound  follow. 

Whose  foot  ne*er  tainted  morning  deW| 
Nor  ear  heard  huntsman's  halloo, 

Old  Tlney^  surliest  of  his  kind, 
Who,  nurs'd  with  tender  care. 

And  to  domestick  bounds  confin'd, 
Was  still  a  wild  Jack-hare 
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Thoag]i  duly  from  my  hand  he  took 

His  pittanco  ev*ry  night, 
He  did  it  with  a  jealous  look, 

And,  when  he  could,  would  bite» 

Hlff  diet  was  of  wheaten  bread,                                               < 

And  milk,  and  oats,  and  straw  ; 
Thistles,  or  lettuces  instead, 

With  sand  to  scour  his  maw. 

On  twij^  of  hawthorn  he  regal'd. 
On  pippen's  russet  peel, 

And,  when  his  juicy  salads  fail'd, 
Slie'd  carrot  ploas'd  him  well. 

A  turkey  carpet  was  his  lawn 
Whereon  he  lov'd  to  bound, 

To  skip  and  gambol  like  a  fawn. 
And  swing  his  rump  around. 

« 

His  frisking  was  at  ev'idng  hours, 

For  then  he  lost  his  fear. 
But  most  before  approaching  showers, 

Or  when  a  storm  drew  near. 

Eight  years  and  five  round  rolling  moons 
He  thus  saw  steal  away,                    * 

Dozing  out  all  hb  idle  noons. 
And  ev'ry  night  at  play. 

I  kept  him  for  his  humour's  sake. 

For  he  would  oil  beguile 
My  heart  of  thoughts,  that  made  it  ache, 

And  force  me  to  a  smile. 

But  now  beneath  this  walnut  shade 
He  finds  his  long  last  home, 

And  waits,  in  snug  concealment  laid. 
Till  gentler  Puss  shall  come 
19' 
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He,  still  more  aged,  feels  the  shocks, 

From  which  no  care  can  save, 

And,  partner  once  of  Tinej's  box, 

Must  soon  partake  his  grave. 


EPITAPHIUM  ALTERUM> 

Hie  etiam  jacet. 

Qui  totum  novennium  vixit, 

Puss. 

Siste  paulispet, 

Qui  prceteriturus  cS, 

Et  tecum  sic  reputa — 

Hunc  neque  canis  vcn^lticus, 

Nee  plumbum  missile, 

Nee  laqueus. 

Nee  imbres  nimii, 

Confecere : 

Tamen  mortuus  est — 

Et  moriar  ega. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


(223) 

Turn  FOLLOWING  ACCOUNT  OF  THE  TREATMENT  OF  HIB 
HARES  WAS  INSERTED  BY  MR.  COWPER  IN  THE  GEN- 
TLEMAN'S MAGAZINE,  WHENCE  IT  IS  TRANSCRIBED* 


IN  the  year  1774,  being  much  indisposed  both  in 
mind  and  body,  mcapable  of  diverting  myself  either 
with  company  or  books,  and  yet  in  a  condition  that 
made  some  diversion  necessary,  I  was  glad  of  any 
thing  that  would  engage  my  attention  without  fa- 
tiguing it  The  children  of  a  neighbour  of  mine  had 
a  leveret  given  them  for  a  plaything ;  it  was  at  that 
tune  about  three  months  old.  Understanding  better 
how  to  tease  the  poor  creature  than  to  feed  it,  and 
soon  becoming  weary  of  their  charge,  they  readily  con- 
sented that  their  father,  who  saw  i*.  pining  and  grow- 
ing leaner  every  day,  should  offer  it  to  my  acceptance. 
I  was  willing  enough  to  take  the  prisoner  under  my 
protection,  perceiving  that,  in  the  management  of  such 
an  animal,  and  in  the  attempt  to  tame  it,  I  should  fmd 
just  that  sort  of  employment  which  my  case  required. 
It  was  soon  known  among  the  neighbours  that  I  wai9 
pleased  with  the  present ;  and  the  consequence  was, 
that  in  a  short  time  I  had  as  many  leverets  offered  to 
me  as  would  have  stocked  a  paddock.  I  undertook  the 
care  of  three,  which  it  is  necesisary  that  I  should  hero 
distinguish  by  the  names  I  gave  them — ^Puss,  Tiney, 
and  Bess.  Notwithstanding  the  two  feminine  appellft* 
tives,  I  must  inform  you  tliat  they  were  all  males.  Im- 
mediately commei^cing  carpenter,  I  built  them  houses 
to  sleep  in ;  each  had  a  separate  apartment,  so  contriv- 
ed, that  their  ordure  would  pais  through  the  bottom 
of  it ;  an  earthen  pan  placed  under  each  received  what- 
soever fell,  which  being  duly  emptied  and  Wftriie^i 
they^were  thus  kept  perfectly  sweet  and  clean.  In  the 
dajrtime  they  had  the  range  of  a  hall,  and  at  night  re- 
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tired,  each  to  his  own  bea,  never  intruding  into  that  of 
another. 

Puss  grew  presently  familiar,  w^ould  leap  into  my 
lap,  raise  himself  upon  his  hinder  feet,  and  bite  the 
hair  from  my  temples.  Ho  would  suffer  me  to  take 
him  up,  and  to  carry  him  about  in  my  arms,  and  hai 
more  than  once  fallen  fast  asleep  upon  my  knee.  He 
was  ill  three  days,  during  which  time  I  nursed  him, 
kept  him  apart  from  his  fellows,  that  they  might  not 
molest  him,  (for,  like  many  other  wild  animals,  they 
persecute  one  of  their  own  species  that  is  sick,)  and  by 
constant  care,  and  trying  him  with  a  variety  of  herbs, 
restored  him  to  perfect  health.  No  creature  could  be 
more  grateful  than  my  patient  after  his  recovery ;  a 
sentiment  which  he  most  significantly  expressed  by 
licking  my  hand,  first  the  back  of  it,  tj^en  the  palm, 
then  every  finger  separately,  then  between  all  the  fin- 
gers, as  if  anxious  to  leave  no  part  of  it  unsaluted ;  a 
ceremony  which  he  never  performed  but  once  again 
upon  a  similar  occasion.  Finding  him  extremely  tract- 
able, I  made  it  my  custom  to  carry  him  always  after 
breakfast  .into  the  garden,  where  he  hid  himself  gene- 
rally under  the  leaves  of  a  cucumber  vine,  sleeping  or 
chewing  the  cud  till  evening :  in  the  leaves  also  of 
that  vine  ho  found  a  favourite  repast.  I  had  not  long 
habituated  him  to  this  taste  of  liberty,  before  he  began 
to  be  impatient  for  the  return  of  the  time  wlicn  he 
might  enjoy  it.  He  would  invite  me  to  the  garden  by 
drumming  upon  my  knee,  and  by  a  look  of  such  ex- 
pression, as  it  was  not  possible  to  misinterpret.  If  this 
rhetorick  did  not  immediately  succeed,  he  would  take 
the  skirt  of  my  coat  between  his  teeth,  and  pull  at  it 
with  all  his  force.  Thus  Puss  might  be  said  to  be  per- 
(ocilj.  tamed,  the  shynf^ss  of  his  nature  was  done  away, 
and  on  the  whole  it  was  visible  by  many  symptoms 
which  1  have  not  room  to  enumerate,  that  he  was  hap 
pier  in  human  society  tlian  when  sliut  up  with  his  na 
Uural  companioiiH. 
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Not  BO  T^lney ;  upon  Him  the  kindest  treatment  had 
Hot  the  least  effect.  He,  too,  was  sick,  and  in  his  sick- 
ness had  an  equal  share  of  my  attention  ;  but  if  aflet 
his  recovery  I  took  the  liberty  to  stroke  him,  ho  would 
grunt,  strike  with  his  fore  feet,  spring  forwajd,  and 
bite.  He  was,  however,  very  entertaining  in  his  way ; 
even  his  surKness  was  matter  of  mirth ;  and  in  his 
play  he  preserved  such  an  air  of  gravity,  and  perform- 
ed his  feats  with  such  a  solemnity  of  manner,  that  in 
hlin,  too,  I  had  an  agreeable  companion. 

Boss,  who  died  soon  after  he  wau  full  grown,  and 
whose  death  was  occasioned  by  his  being  turned  into 
his  Dox,  which  had  been  washed,  while  it  was  yet  damp, 
was  a  hare  of  great  humour  and  drollery.  Puss  was 
tamed  by  gentle  usage  ;  Tiney  was  not  to  be  tamed  at 
all :  and  Bess  had  a  courage  and  confidencs  that  made 
him  tame  from  the  beginning.  I  always  admitted  them 
into  the  parlour  after  supper,  when  the  carpet  afford- 
ing their  feet  a  firm  hold,  they  would  frisk,  and  bound 
and  play  a  thousand  gambols,  in  which  Bess,  being  re- 
markably strong  and  fearless,  was  always  superiour  to 
the  rest,  and  proved  himself  the  Vestris  of  the  party. 
One  evening  the  cat,  being  in  the  room,  had  the  hardi- 
ness to  pat  Bess  upon  the  cheek,  an  indignity  which 
he  resented  by  drumming  upon  her  back  with  such 
violence,  that  the  cat  was  happy  to  escape  from  \mdor 
his  paws,  and  hide  herself. 

I  describe  these  animals  as  having  each  a  charac- 
ter of  his  own.  Such  they  were  in  fact,  and  thoii 
countenances  were  so  expressive  of  that  •  character, 
that,  when  I  looked  only  on  the  face  of  either,  1  im- 
mediately knew  which  it  was.  It  is  said  that  a  shep- 
herd, however  numerous  his  flock,  soon  becomes  so 
famihar  with  their  features,  that  he  can,  by  that  indi- 
cation only,  distinguish  each  from  all  the  rest ;  and 
yet,  to  a  common  observer,  the  difference  is  hardly 
perceptible.  I  doubt  not  that  the  samo  discrimination 
In  thr  cast  of  countenances  would  be  discoverable,  in 
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hares,  and  am  porsuaded  that  amonj^  a  thousand  of 
them,  no  tvr?  could  bo  found  exactly  similar ;  a  circom* 
stance  little  suspected  by  those  who  have  not  had  op- 
portunity to  observe  it.  These  creatures  have  a  sia* 
gular  sagacity  in  .discovering  the  minutest  alteration 
that  is  made  in  the  place  to  which  they  are  accustoin- 
ed  and  instantly  apply  their  nose  to  the  examination 
uf  a  new  object.  A  small  hole  being  burnt  in  the  car- 
pet, it  was  mended  with  a  patcli,  and  that  patch  in  a 
moment  underwent  the  strictest  scrutiny.  They  seem, 
too,  to  bo  very  much  directed  by  the  smell  in  the  choice 
of  their  favourites ;  to  some  persons,  though  they  saw 
them  daily,  they  could  never  be  reconciled,  and  woul^ 
even  scream  when  tliey  attempted  to  touch  them ;  but 
a  miller  coming  in,  engaged  their  afiections  at  once 
his  powdered  coat  had  charms  that  were  irresistible. 
It  is  no  wonder  that  my  intimate  acquaintance  with 
these  specimens  of  the  kind,  has  taught  me  to  hold  the 
sportsman's  amu^f^ment  in  abhorrence  :  he  little  knows 
what  amiable  creatures  he  persecutes,  of  what  grati* 
tnde  they  are  capable,  how  cheerful  they  are  in  tlieir 
spirits,  what  enjoyment  they  have  of  Ufe,  and  that, 
impressed  as  they  seem  witli  a  peculiar  dread  of  man^ 
it  is  only  because  man  gives  them  peculiar  cause  for  it* 

That  I  may  not  be  tedious,  I  will  just  give  a' short 
summary  of  these  articles  of  diet  that  suit  them  best. 

I  take  it  to  be  a  general  opinion  that  they  graze,  but 
it  is  an  erroneous  one  ;  at  least  grass  is  not  their  sta- 
ple ;  tliey  seem  rather  to  use  it  medicinally,  soon  quit- 
ting it  for  leaves  of  almost  any  kind.  Sowthistle,  dan: 
dclion,  and  lettuce,  are  their  favourite  vegetables,  es* 
pvcially  the  last.  I  discovered  by  accident  that  finQ^ 
white  sand  is  in  great  estimation  with  them ;  I  sup^ 
l>oso  as  a  digestive.  It  happened  that  I  was  cleaning 
a  bird  cage  while  the  hares  were  with  me :  I  placed  t^ 
pot  filled  With  such  sand  upon  the  floor,  which,  being 
at  once  directed  to  by  a  strong  instinct,  they  devoured 
voraciously  ;  since  tiint  liino  I  have  generally  taken 
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eare  to  see  t^  ^m  well  supplied  with  it.  They  accuunl 
gfreen  corn  a  delicacy,  both  blade  and  stalk,  but  the  ear 
they  seldom  eat :  straw  of  any  kind,  especially  wheat 
straw,  is  another  of  their  dainties;  they  will  feed 
greedily  upon  oats,  but  if  furnished  with  clean  straw 
never  want  them ;  it  serves  them  also  for  a  bed,  and 
W  shaken  lip  daily,  will  be  kept  swCet  and  dry  for  a 
considerable  time.  They  do  not  indeed  require  aro- 
matic^ he^bs,  btit  will  eat  a  small  quantity  of  them 
'with  great  relish,  and  are  particularly  fond  of  the  plant 
called  mu^ :  they  seem  to  resemble  sheep  in  this,  that 
if  their  pasture  be  too  succulent,  they  are  very  subject 
to  the  rot :  to  prevent  which,  I  always  made  bread 
their  principal  nourishment,  and,  filling  a  pan  with  it 
cut  into  small  squares,  placed  it  every  evening  in  their 
'  chambers,  for  they  feed  only  at  evening,  and  in  the 
night :  during  the  winter,  when  vegetables  were  not 
to  be  got,  I  mingled  this  mess  of  bread  with  shreds  of 
carrot,  adding  to  it  the  rind  of  apples  cut  extremely 
thin ;  for,  though  they  are  fond  of  the  paring,  the  ap- 
t^  itself  disgusts  them.  These,  however,  not  being 
a  sufficient  substitute  for  the  juice  of  summer  herbs/ 
they  must  at  this  time  be  supplied  with  water ;  but  so 
placed,  that  they  cannot  overset  it  into  their  beds.  1 
must  not  omit,  that  occasionally  they  are  much  pleas* 
ed  with  twigs  of  hawthorn  and  of  the  common  brier, 
eating  even  the  very  wood  whei^  it  is  of  considerable 
thickness. 

Bess,  I  have  said,  died  young ;  Tiney  lived  to  be 
nine  years  old,  and  died  at  last.  I  have  reason  to 
think-,  of  some  hurt  in  his  loins  by  a  fall :  Puss  is  still 
living,  and  has  just  completed  his  tenth  year,  disco 
vering  no  signs  of  decay,  nor  even  of  age,  except  that 
ho  is  grdwn  more  discreet  and  less  frolicksome  than 
he  was.  I  cannot  conclude  without  observing,  that  1 
have  lately  introduced  a  dog  to  his  acquaintance — a 
spaniel  that  had  never  seen  a  hare,  to  a  hare  that  had 
never  seen  a  spaniel.     I  did  it  with  crreat  caution,  but 
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there  was  no  real  need  of  it.  Vxsaa  discovered  no  to- 
ken of  fear,  nor  Marquis  the  least  fyaiptom  oi  hostility. 
There  is,  therefore,  it  should  seem,  no  natural  ant^- 
thy  between  do^  and  hare,  but  the  pursuit  of  the  one 
occasions  the  flight  of  the  other,  and  the  dog  pursaen 
because  he  is  trained  to  it ;  they  eat  bread  at  the  same 
time  out  of  the  same  hand)  and  are  in  afl  fumpe^Ui 
sociable  and  friendly. 

I  should  not  do  complete  justice  to  my  mbjeol,  did 
I  not  add,  that  they  have  no  ill  scent  belonging  to 
them;  that  they  are  inde&tigably  nieo  in  keeping 
themselves  clean,  for  which  purpose  nature  has  fiii^ 
nished  them  with  a  brusdi  under  eaoh  ^t ;  jaqd  that 
they  are  never  infested  by  any  vermin. 
May  28, 1784. 


Memorandum  found  among  Mr,  Cpwper*9  paper9. 

Tuesday,  March  9, 1786. 
This  day  died  poor  Puss,  aged  eleven  years  etov^Q 
.  months.    Ho  died  between  twelve  and  one  nt  noon,  ot 
mere  old  age,  and  apparently  without  pajji* 
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TO  TBS 


RIGHT  HONOURABLE 


EARL  SPENCER. 


MY  LORD, 

A  GENERAL  Toquest  having  encoaraged  me  to  become 
the  Editor  of  a  more  complete  collection  of  the  post- 
humous compositions  of  my  reyered  relation,  the  poet 
CowPER,  than  has  hitherto  appeared,  I  consider  it  as 
my  duty  to  the  deceased,  to  inscribe  the  Toluroe  that 
contains  them  to  his  exalted  friend,  by  whom  the  ge> 
nius  of  the  poet  was  as  justly  appreciated,  as  the  virtues 
of  the.  moralist  were  effectually  patronized.  It  would 
be  impertinent  in  me  to  attempt  any  new  encomium 
on  a  writer  so  highly  endeared  to  every  cultivated 
mind  in  that  country  which  it  was  the  favourite  exer* 
else  of  his  patriotick  spirit  to  describe  and  to  celebrate : 
but  I  may  be  allowed  to  observe,  that  One  of  the  few 
additions  inserted  in  this  collection  will  be  particular- 
ly welcome  to  every  reader  of  sensibility,  as  an  eulogy 
on  that  attractive  quality  so  gracefully  visible  in  all 
the  writings  of  Cowper. 

Permit  me  to  close  this  imperfect  tribute  of  my  re- 
■pect,  by  saying,  it  is  my  deep  sense  of  those  impor- 
tant services,  for  which  the  afflicted  poet  was  indebted 
to  the  kindness  of  Lord  Spencer,  that  impels  me  to 
the  liberty  I  am  now  taking,  of  thus  publickly  declar- 
ing myself 

Your  Lordship's 
Highly  obliged,  and 
Very  faithful  servant, 
JOHN  JOHNSON. 


"    ■'     ■---pi-r.^^ 
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PREFACE. 


It  is  incumbent  on  me  to  apprize  the  reader  tnat, 
by  far  the  greater  part  of  the  poems  to  i»hich  I  have 
now  the  honour  tp  introduce  him,  have  been  already 
published  by  Mr.  Hayley.  That  endeared  friend  of 
the  deceased  poet  having  enriched  his  copious  and 
faithful  life  of  him  with  a  large  collection  of  his  minor 
pieces  soon  after  his  death,  and  having  since  given  to 
the  world  a  distinct  edition  of  his  Translations  from  the 
Latin  and  Italian  verses  of  Milton,  every  thing  seem- 
^ed  to  be  accomplished  that  the  merits  and  memory  of 
a  poet,  so  justly  popular  as  Cowper,  appeared  to  re- 
quire. But  of  late  years  a  fresh  and  detached  collec- 
tion of  all  lus  poems  being  wished  for  by  his  firiends,  t 
was  flattered  by  their  request,  that  I  would  present 
them  to  the  publiek  as  the  editor  of  his  third  poetical 
volume. 

Having  accepted  this  honourable  mvitatioh,  my 
first  care  was  to  assemble  as  many  of  the  editions  of 
the  two  former  volumes  as  I  could  possibly  meet  with, 
that  nothing  might  be  admitted  into  their  projected 
companion  which  the  publiek  already  possessed  m 
fhem.  With  one  slight  exception  I  believe  I  secured 
that  desirable  point.  My  next  employment  wna  to 
make  such  a  copious  but  careful  selection  from  uie 
unpublished  poetry  of  Cowpcr,  which  I  happily  pos- 
sessed, and  whlcli  I  had  only  imparted  to  a  few  friends, 
as,  while  it  gratified  his  admirers,  might  in  no  instance 
detract  from  his  poetical  reputation.  I  should  tremble 
for  tlie  hazard  to  which  my  partiality  to  the  compo- 
sitions of  my  beloved  relation  exposed  me  in  discharg- 
ing this  part  of  my  office,  if  I  did  not  hope  to  find  in 
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the  reader  a  fondness  of  the  same  kind  ;  and  if  1 
ivero  not  assured  that  a  careless  or  slovenly  habit,  in 
the  production  of  his  verses,  haa  never  been  imputed 
to  thb  author  of  the  Task. 

The  materials  of  the  volume  being  thus  provided, 
tlie  ascertainingr  their  dates  was  my  remaining  Con- 
cern. In  a  few  instances  I  found  them  affixed  to  the 
poems  by  their  author ',  a  few  more  I  collected  from  . 
intimations  in  his  letters ;  but  in  several,  the  difficulty 
of  discovering  them  pressed  upon  myself.  This  was 
especially  the  case  with  the  very  interesting  actditional 
poem  addressed  by  Cowper  to  an  unknown  lady  on 
reading  "  the  Prayer  for  Indifference."  Of  the  ex- 
istence of  these  verses  I  had  not  even  heard  till  I  was 
called  on  to  superintend  the  volume,  in  which  they 
make  their  first  publick  appearance.  1  am  inclined  to 
believe,  that  during  the  ten  years  of  my  domestick 
intercourse  with  the  poet,  they  had  never  occurred  to 
his  recollection.  He  appears  to  have  imparted  them 
only  to  his  highly  valued  and  afiectionate  relative,  the 
Reverend  Martin  Madan,  brother  of  the  late  Bishop 
of  Peterborough,  from  whose  Ck>mmon-place  Book 
they  wore  transcribed  by  his  daughter,  and  kindly 
communicated  to  me.  There  being  nothing  in  Mr. 
Madan's  copy  of  these  verses  from  which  their  data 
could  be  inferred,  it  was  only  by  a  minute  comparison 
of  the  poem  itself  with  thtf  various  local  and  mental 
circumstances,  which  his  life  exhibits,  that  1  was  en- 
abled to  discover  the  year  of  their  production.  The 
labour  attending  this  and  other  instances  of  research, 
in  which  I  have  been  obliged  to  engage  for  the  pur- 
pose of  ascertaining  the  dates  of  several  minor  poems, 
will  be  best  understood  by  those  who  are  practically 
acquainted  with  similar  investigations.  After  all, 
there  are  some  of  which  no  diligence  of  mine  could 
develope  the  exact  time  ;  but  with  the  greater  number 
I  trust  their  proper  order  of  succession  has  been  care 
fully  secured  to  them. 
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From  tliis  bHef  account  of  the  volume  befoio  the 
reader,  I  pass  on  to  the  memoir  of  Its  author.  Had  I  not 
already  embarked  in  a  preparation  of  the  poems,  when 
I  was  requested  to  prefix  a  sketch  of  the  poet's  life,  an 
onafTected  distrust  of  my  ability  to  achieve  it  would 
have  precluded  me  from  making  such  an  attempt ;  but 
a  peculiar  interest  in  these  relicks  of  Cowper  having 
*been  wrought  into  my  feelings,  while  I  was  arranging 
them  for  the  press,  I  was  unwilling  to  shrink  from  a 
proposed  task,  by  which  I  might  hope  to  contribute,  in 
some  degree,  to  the  expanding  renown  of  my  revered 
relation.  I  therefore  venture  to  advance  on  the  onl^ 
path  in  the  wild  field  of  biography,  in  which  my  hum- 
ble steps  could  accompany  Cowper,  namely,  that  in 
which  I  could  simply 


(As  in  a  map,  the  voyager  his  course,) 

The  windings  of  his  way  through  ma^y  years." 

Into  this  path  it  might  seem  presuraptnous  in  me  to 
invite  those  whom  my  kind  and  eonstaait  friend,  Mr. 
Hayky,  has  made  intiraately  acquainted  with  Cowper, 
by  his  eztenmve  and  just  biography ;  but  to  such 
readers  as  happen  not  to  have  penned  his  more  copious 
woris,  I  may  venture  to  recommend  the  foUowing 
^Map  of  C^wper's  Life,'*  as  possessing  one  of  its 
prime  characteristioks,  naSaely,  fidelity  of  delineation. 

mdford^  Jlprilt  1815 
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THE  LIFE  OP  COWPER. 


William  Cowpsr,  tho  subject  of  the  following  brief 
Memoir,  was  bom  at  Great  Berkliamstead,  in  Hert- 
Ibrd^hire,  oft  €bo  fifteenth  of  Hbrembcr,  I7S1.  Hit 
tkther,  the  Ktft.  John  Cowper,  D.  D.  Rector  of  that 
pfeice,  and  one  iof  the  ehaplaiiis  tt  Kmg  George  the 
Seeohd,  martted  Anne,  daughter  of  Rt)ger  Donne, 
f!«q.  iff  Lodham-han,  in  the  county  of  NoH^.  She 
dibd  in  eliOdbed  on  the  thirteenth  of  November,  1737; 
llMd  he  of  a  paralj^tlek  edznre  on  the  tenth  of  July, 
175^.  Of  fire  ncfha  «*td  two  daughters,  the  iwue  of 
tills  RiWrriage,  WBllam  and  Jbhn  only  surrived  then 
I^f etif s :  the  rest  died  In  thefr  infkncy. 

Such  waft  his  origfin  } — hut  it  mtnt  be  add^d,  that  the 
highest  blood  of  the  reidm  flowed  in  the  veins  of  the 
modest  and  unassamnig  Cowper.  H  is  periiaps  already 
kbown  that  his  grandfktber,  S^enoer  Cowper,  wa« 
C^ief  Justice  of  the  Common  Pteos,  and  ftext  brother 
ttt  Wimam,  first  Ekrl  Cdwper,  and  Lord  High  Chan- 
teUor  of  England:  but  his  mother  was  descended 
through  the  families  of  Hippeedey  of  Tfaroughley,  in 
SwBsex,  and'  Pellet  of  Bolney,  in  the  same  county 
from  the  tseveral  noble  houses  of  West,  Knollys,  Ca- 
rey, Bullen,  Howard,  and  Mwv^yray  ;  and  so  by  four 
differftut  tinea  from  Henry  the  Third  king  of  England. 
I>i«linction8  of  this  nature  can  shed  no  additional  histrtf 
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on  the  memory  of  Cowper  ;  but  genius,  however  ex- 
alted, disdains  not,  while  it  boasts  not,  the  splendonr 
of  ancestry ;  and  royalty  itself  may  be  flattered,  and 
perhaps  benefited,  by  discoToring  its  kindred  to  soeh 
piety,  such  purity,  such  talents  as  his. 

The  simplicity  of  the  times  that  witnessed  the  child- 
hood of  Cowper,  assigned  him  his  first  instructbn  at>a 
day-school  in  his  native  village.  The  reader  may  re^ 
collect  an  allusion  to  this  circumstance  in  his  beautiful 
Monody  on  the  receipt  of  hk  motinr's  Picture, 

**  the  gardener  Robin,  day  by  day 
Drew  me  to  school  along  the  pubUck  way, 
Delighted  with  my  bauble  coach,  and  wrapt 
In  scarlet  mantle  warm,  and  velvet  cap." 

On  the  death  of  the  beloved  parent,  who  is  so  tenderly 
commemorated  in  that  exquisite  poem,  and  who  just 
lived  to  see  him  complete  his  sixpi  year,  he  was  placed  * 
under  the  care  of  Dr.  Pitman,  of  Market-street,  a  few 
miles  distant  from  the  paternal  roof.  At  this  respeota^ 
ble  academy  he  remained  till  he  was  eight  years  of 
age,  when  liie  alarming  appearance  of  specks  on  both 
his  eyes  induced  his  father  to  send  him  to  Uie  house  of 
a  female  oculist  in  London.  Her  attempts,  howevar* 
to  relieve  him,  were  unsuccessful,  and  at  the  expira- 
tion of  two  years  he  exchanged  her  residence  fi>r  that 
of  Westminister-school,  where,  somotime  aflerwards  a 
/emedy  was  une:q>ectedly  provided  for  him  in  tha 
•mall-pox,  which,  as  he  says  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Hayley, 
•<  proved  the  better  oocuUst  of  the  two.'*  What  de« 
gree  ef  proficiency,  as  to  the  rudiments  of  education, 
ho  carried  with  him  to  this  venerable  estabUshmont,  at 
tlie  head  of  which  was  Dr.  Nichols,  does  not  appear} 
but  that  he  lefl  it  in  the  year  1749,  with  acholastieii 
attainments  of  the  first  order,  is  beyond  a  doubt. 

After  spending  three  months  with  his  father  at  Berk* 
hampstead,  he  was  placed  in  the  family  of  a  Mr.  Chap* 
awn,  a  solicitor,  in  London,  with  a  view  to  his  instruc 
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lion  in  the  practice  of  the  law.  Xo  this  gentleman  he 
■  was  engaged  by  articles^  fbr  three  years.  The  oppor- 
tunities, howerer,  which  a  residence  in  the  house  of 
bts  legal  tutor  afforded  him,  for  attaining  the  skill  that 
he  was  supposed  to  be  in  search  of,  wore  so  far  from  at- 
taching him  to  legal  studies,  that  he  spent  the  greater 
part  of  his  time  in  the  house  of  a  near  relation.  This 
he  playfully  confesses  in  the  following  passage  of  a  let- 
ter to  a  daughter  of  that  relative,  more  than  thirty  years 
after  the  time  he  describes  :  "  I  did  actually  live  three' 
years  with  Mr.  Chapman,  a  solicitor,  that  is  to  say,  I 
slept  three  years  in  his  house  ;  but  I  lived,  that  is  to 
say,  I  spent  my  days  in  Southampton- row,  as  you  very 
well  remember.  There  was  I,  and  the  future  Lord 
Chancellor,  constantly  employed  from  morning  to 
-night  in  giggling  and  making  giggle,  instead  of  study- 
ing the  law.  Oh  ific,  cousin !  how  could  you  do  so  ?" 
The  subject  of  this  sprightly  remonstrance  was  the 
lady  Hesketh,  who  so  materially  contributed  to  the 
comfort  of  the  dejected  poet  in  his  declining  years ', 
and  the  chancellor  alluded  to  was  lord  Thurlow.  This 
trifling  anecdote  is  no  otherwise  worthy  of  record| 
than  as  it  may  serve  to  show,  that  the  profession  which 
his  friends  had  selected  for  him,  had  nothing  in  it  con- 
genial with  the  mind  of  Cowper. 

The  three  years  for  which  he  had  been  consigned  * 
io  the  office  of  the  solicitor  being  expired,  at  the  age 
^  twenty -one  he  took  possession  of  a  set  of  chambers 
in  the  Inner  Temple.  By  this  step  he  became,  or  ra- 
ttier ought  to  have  become,  a  regular  student  of  law  ; 
but  it  soon  appeared  that  the  higher  pursuits  of  jurispru- 
dence were  as  little  capable  of  fixing  his  attention,  ati 
the  elementary  parts  of  that  science  had  proved.  It  h 
not  to  be  supposed,  indeed,  that  at  this  maturer  age,  be 
continued  tiiiose  habits  of  idleness  and  dissipation  which 
hikve  already  been  noticed ;  but  it  is  certain,  from  a 
colloquial  account  of  his  early  years,  with  which  he 
tkvour^  his  friend  Mr.  Hayley,  that  literature,  and 
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parUculaclj  of  a  poetical  kind,  was  his  principal  pur 
suit  in  the  Teazle!  In  the  cultivation  of  studies  ^o 
agreeable  to  Iiis  taste,  ho  could  not  Aiil  to  asaocivto 
Qocasionally ,  with  such  of  his  Westminster  school-lel- 
lows  as  were  resident  in  London,  ^d  whom  he  kn9W 
to  be  eminent  literary  characters.    The  elder  ColoiaQi 

*  Bonn  el  Thornton,  and  Lloyd,  we^ e  e«y|>eciaUy  of.  this 
description.  With  these,  therefore,  Jie  seems  to  havB 
contracted  the  greatest  intimacy,  assisting  the  two  fov* 

^  raer  in  their  periodical  publication,  The  ConnoiesQur ; 
and  the  latter,  as  Mr.  Hay  ley  conjectures,  in  the  works 
which  his  slender  finances  obliged  him  to  engage  in. 
The  Duncombes  also,  father  and  son,  two  amiable 
scholars  of  Stocks,  in  Hertfordshire,  and  intimate 
friends  of  his  surviving  parent,  were  among  the  writers 
of  tlie  time,  to  whose  poetical  productions  Cowper  co^ 
trjbuted.  In  short,  the  twelve  years  which  he  spent  in 
the  Temple,  w-ere,  if  not  entirely  devoted  to  classical 
pursuits,  yet  so  much  engrossed  by  them  as  to  add 
Uttle  or  nothing  to  the  slender  stock  of  legal  knowledge 
which  he  bad  previously  acquired  in  the  house  of  th<> 
solicitor. 

The  proapect  of  a  professional  incomp  of  hi^  owo' 
acquiring,  under  circumstances  like  these,  being  out  of 
the  question,  and  his  patrimonial  resources  beixig  near* 
*  ly  fuxUaiwted,  it  occurred  to;him,  towards  the  end  of  the 
above-mentioned  period,  that  not  only  was  his  lonf 
dierished  wish  of  settling  in  matrimonial  life,  thus 
jjiainfully  precluded,  T>ut  he  was  even  in  danger  of  per- 
sonal want.  It  \s  not  unlikely  that  his  friends  wore 
aware  of  the  probability  of  such  an  event,  from  th& 
uniform  inattention  he  had  shown  to  his  legal  studies, 
for  in  the  thirty -first  year  of  his  age  they  procured  him 
a  nomination  to  the  offices  of  reading-clerk  and  clerk 
of  the  private  Committees  in  the  House  of  Lords. 
.But  lie  was  by  no  means  qualified  for  discharging  the 
duties  annexed  to  either  of  these  employments ;  nature 
havuig  assigned  him  such  an  extreme  tenderness  of 
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spirit,  as,  to  use  his  own  powerful  expression,  made  a 
publjck  exliibition  of  himself,  under  any  circumstances, 
*'  mortal  polscfn'*  to  him.  No  sooner,  therefore,  had  he 
adverted  to  the  consequence  of  hts  accepting  so  con- 
spicuous an  appointment,  the  splendour  of  which  he 
confesoes  to  have  dazzled  him  into  a  momentary  con- 
sent, than,  it  forcibly  striking  him  at  the  same  time,  ' 
that  such  a  favourable  opportunity  for  his  marrying 
might  never  occur  again,  his  mind  became  the  seat  of  the 
most  conflicting  sensations.  These  continued  and  in- 
creased, for  the  space  of  a  week,  to  such  a  painful  de- 
gree, that  seeing  no  possible  way  of  recovering  any 
measure  of  his  former  tranquillity,  except  by  resigning 
the  situation  which  the  kindness  of  his  friends '  had 
t)rocurcd  him,  he  most  earnestly  entreated  that  they 
would  allow  him  to  do  so.  To  this,  though  with  great 
reluctance,  they  at  length  consented,  he  having  offer- 
ed to  exchange  it  for  a  much  less  lucrative  indeed,  but 
as  he  flattered  himself,  a  less  irksome  office,  which 
was  also  vacant  at  that  time,  namely,  the  clerkship  of 
the  journals  in  the  House  of  Lords. 
"  The  return  of  something  like  composure  to  the  mind 
of  Cowper  was  the  consequence  of  this  arrangement 
between  him  and  his  friends.  It  was  a  cahn  however, 
but  of  short  duration  ;  for  he  had  scarcely  been  possess 
ed  of  it  three  days,  when  an  unhappy  and  unforeseen 
incident  not  only  robbed  him  of  this  semblance  of  com 
fort,  but  involved  him  in  more  than  his  forme» 
distress.  A  dispi^e  in  parliament,  in  reference  to  tfi* 
last  mentioned  appointment,  laid  him  under  the  for- 
'  midable  necessity  of  a  personal  appearance  at  the  bav 
of  the  house  of  Lords,  that  his  fitness  for  the  under 
taking  might  be  publickly  acknowledged.  The  trem- 
bling apprehension  with  whicli  the  timid  and  exquisitely 
sensible  mind  of  this  amiable  man  could  not  fail  to 
look  forward  to  an  event  of  this  sort,  rendered  every 
intermediate  attempt  to  prepare  himself  for  the  ex- 
amination completely  abortive  •  and  the  conscious- 
2* 
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0C88  that  it  did  so,  accumulated  his  terrours.  These 
had  risen,  iu  short,  to  a  confusion  of  nund  so  incom- 
patible with  the  integrity  of  reason,  when  the  eye 
of  the  dreaded  ceremony  actually  arrived,  that  his  in- 
tellectual powers  sunk  under  it  He  was  no  Ioniser 
himself. 

In  this  distressing  situation  it  was  found  necessary » 
in  thQ  month  of  December,  1763,  to  remove  him  to  St. 
Alban's ;  from  whence,  through  the  skilful  and  humane 
treatment  of  Dr.  Cotton,  under  whose  care  he  was  plac- 
ed, his  friends  hoped  that  he  would  soon  return  in  the 
full  enjoyment  of  his  former  faculties.  In  the  most 
material  part  of  their  wish  it  pleased  God  to  indulge 
them,  his  recovery  being  happily  effected  in  some 
what  less  than  eight  months.  Instead,  however,  of  re- 
visiting the  scenes  in  wliich  his  painful  calamity  had 
first  occurred,  he  remained  witli  his  amiable  physician 
nearly  a  twelve  month  after,  he  had  pronounced  his 
cure :  and  that  from  motives  altogether  of  a  devotional 
kind. 

On  this  part  of  the  poet's  history  it  may  be  proper  to 
observe  that  although,  if  viewed  as  an  originating 
cause,  the  subject  of  religion  had  not  the  remotest  con-^ 
nexion  with  his  mental  calamity ;  yet  no  sooner  had 
the  disorder  assumed  the  shape  of  hypochomtriasis, 
which  it.  did  in  a  very  early  stage  of  its  progress,  than 
those  sacxed  truths  which  prove  an  uncling  source  of 
the  most  saUitary  contemplation  to  the  undisturbed 
muid,  were,  through  the  influence  of  tltat  distorting 
medium,  conveited  into  a  vehicle  Sf  intellectual  poi- 
jK)n. 

A  most  erroneous  and  unhappy  idea  has  occupied  the 
minds  of  some  persons,  that  those  views  of  Christianity 
which  Cowper  adopted,  and  of  which,  when  enjoying 
the  intervals  of  reason,  he  was  so  bright  an  ornament^ 
had  actually  contributed  to  excite  tuo  malady  with 
which  he  was  afflicted.  It  is  capable  of  the  clearest 
demonstration,  that  nothing  was  furtlicr  from  the  truth- 
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On  the  contrary,  all  those  alleviations  of  sorrow,  those 
delightful  anticipations  of  heavenly  rest,  those  healing 
consolations  to  a  wounded  spirit,  of  which  he  was  per- 
mitted to  taste,  at  the  periods  when  unintermpted  rea- 
son resumed  its  sway,  were  unequivocally  to  be  ascrib- 
ed to  the  operation  of  those  very  principles  and  views 
of  religion,  which,  in  the  instance  before  us,  have 
been  charged  with  producing  so  opposite  an  eflfeot. 
The  primary  abermtioiis  of  his  mental  faculties  were 
wholly  to  be  attributed  to  other  causes.  But  the 
time  was  at  hand,  when,  by  the -happy  interposition 
of  a  gracious  Providence,  he  was  to  be  the  favoured 
subject  of  a  double  emancipation.  The  captivity  of 
his  reason  was  about  to  terminate ;  and  a  bondage, 
though  hitherto  unmentioned,  yet  of  a  much  longer 
standing,  was  on  the  point  of  being  exchanged  for  the 
delightful  of  all  freedom. 

-"  A  liberty  unsuag 


By  poets,  and  by  senators  unprais'd 


E'en  "liberty  of  heart,*  deriv'd  from  heaven  :• 
Bought  with  His  blood  who  gave  it  to  mankind, 
And  seaFd  with  the  same  token  V^i 

To  the  invaluable  blessing  of  such  a  change  he  was  as 
yet  a  stranger.  He  had  been  for  some  time  convinced, 
and  that  on  scr^^ural  grounds,  how  much  he  stood  in 
need  of  it,  from  a  perception  of  the  fetters  with  which, 
so  long  as  he  Was  capable  of  enjoying  them,  the  plea- 
sures of  the  world  and  of  sense  had  bound  his  lieart ; 
but  till  the  mtnuent  of  his  affliction,  he  had  remained 
i^tritually  a  prisons.  The  hour  was  now  come  when 
Ma  prison-doors  were  to  be  unfolded  ;  when  "  he  that 
openethand  no  man  shutt^th,"  was  to  give  him  a  bless- 
ed ejcperience  of  whai 

"h  Hbertj' :  a  flight  into  his  arms 

Ere  yet  mortality's  fine  direads  give  way, 


«»  Rom.viii.21 


t  The  Task,  Book  V 
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A  clear  escape  from  lyrannising"  sin, 
"  And  full  immunity  from  pei^il  mo  !"* 

On  tlie  25Ui  of  July,  1764,  his  brother,  the  ReV 
John  Cowper,  Fellow  of  Bennet  College,  Cambridge, 
having  been  informed  by  Dr.  Cotton,  that  his  patient 
was  greatly  amended,  came  to  visit  him.  The  first 
sight  of  so  dear  a  relative  in  the  enjoyment  of  health 
and  happiness,  accompanied  as  it  was  with  an  instan- 
taneous reference  to  his  own  very  different  lot,  occa- 
sioned in  the  breast  of  Cowper  many  painful  sensations. 
For  a  few  moments,  the  cloud  of  despondency  which 
had  been  gradually  removing,  involved  his  mind  in  his 
furmcr  darkness.  Light,  however,  was  approaching. 
His  brother  invited  him  to  walk  in  the  garden  ;  where 
so  effectually  did  he  protest  to  him,  that  the  appre- 
hensions he  felt  wore  all  a  delusion,  that  he  burst  into 
.tears,  and  cried  out,  "  If  it  be  a  delusion,  then  am  I 
the  happiest  of  beings."  During  the  remainder  of  the 
day,  whicli  ho  spent  with  this  affectionate  brother,  the 
truth  of  the  above  assertion  became  so  increasingly 
evident  to  him,  that  when  he  arose  the  next  morning, 
ho  was  perfectly  Well. 

This,  however,  was  but  a  part  of  tlie  happiness 
which  iko  naemorable  day  we  are  now  arriv6d  at  had 
in  store  for  the  interesting  and  amiable  Cowper.  Be- 
fore lie  lofl  the  room  in  which  he  had  breakfasted,  be 
observed  a  Bible  lying  in  the  window-seat.  He  took  It 
ap.  Except  iA  a  single  instance,  and  that  two  months 
before,  ho  had  not  ventured  to  open  one  since  the  early 
days  of  his  abode  at  St.  Alban's.  But  the  time  wfts 
now  come  when  he  might  do  It  to  purpose.  The  pro- 
fitable perusal  of  that  divine  book  had  been  provided 
for  in  the  most  efectual  manner,  by  the  restoration  at 
once  of  the  powers  of  his  understanding,  and  the  M- 
peradded  gift  of  a  spiritual  discernment.  Under  these 
(avourable  circumstances^  he  opened  the  sacred  vd« 
*  The  Task,  Book  V 
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«ume  at  that  passage  of  the  epistle  to  the  Romans,  where 
the  apostle  says,  that  Jeaus  Christ  is  "  set  forth  to  be 
a  propitiation  through  faith  in  his  blood,  to  declare 
his  righteousness  for  the  remission  of  sins  that  are  past, 
through  the  forbearance  of  God."  To  use  the  expres- 
sion employed  by  Cowper  himself,  in  a  written  docu- 
ment from  which  this  portion  of  his  history  is  extract- 
ed, he  "  received  strength  to  believe  it ;"  to  see  the 
suitableness  of  the  atonement  of  his  own  necessity, 
and  to  embrace  the  gospel  with  gratitude  and  joy. 

That  the  happiest  portion  of  Cowpcr's  life  was  that 
on  which  ho  had  now  entered,  appears  partly  from  his 
own  account  of  the  first  eighteen  months  of  the  suc- 
ceeding period,  and  partly  from  the  testim<my  of  an 
endeared  friend,  in  a  letter  to  the  writer  of  this  brief 
memoir ;  a  friend,  who,  during  the  six  or  seven  years 
that  immediately  followed,  was  seldom  removed  from 
him  four  hours  in  the  day.  But  not  to  anticipate  what 
remains  to  be  ofiered,  the  devotional  spirit  of  his  late 
skilful  physician,  and  now  valuable  host.  Dr.  Cotton, 
was  so  completely  in  miison  with  the  feelings  of  Cow- 
per, that  he  did  not  take  his  departure  from  St.  Aiban's 
till  the  17th  of  June,  1765.  During  the  latter  paxt  of 
his  residence  there,  and  subsequent  to  the  liappy 
change  just  described,  he  exhibited  a  proof  of  the  in- 
teresting and  scriptural  character  of  those  views  of 
religion  which  he  had  embraced  in  the  composition  of 
two  hymns.  These  hymns  he  himself  styled  "  speci 
mens"  of  his  "  first  christian  thoughts ;"  a  circum 
stance  which  will  greatly  enhance  their  value  in  the 
minds  of  those  to  whom  they  have  been  long  endeared 
by  their  own  intrinsick  excellence.  The  subject  of  the 
first  of  these  hymns  is  taken  from  Revelation,  xxi.  5. 
"  Behold,  I  make  all  things  new,'*  and  begins,  "  How 
blest  thy  creature  is,  O  God."  The  second  under  the 
title  of  "  Retirement,"  begins  "  Far  from  the  world,  O 
Lord,  I  flee." 
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Early  in  the  morning  of  the  day  above-nientione^ 
ho  set  out  for  Cambridge,  on  his  way  to  Huntingdtm, 
the  nearest  place  to  his  own  residence,  at  which  his 
brother  bad  been  able  to  secure  him  an  asylum.  He 
adverts  with  peculiar  emphasis  to  the  sweet  commu- 
nion with  his  divine  Benefactor,*  which  though  not 
alone,  he  enjoyed  in  silence  during  the  whole  of  this 
journey ;  on  the  Saturday  succeeding  which,  ho  re 
paired  with  his  brother  to  his  destination  at  Hunting 
don. 

No  sooner  had  Mr.  John  Cowper  left  him,  and  re 
turned  to  Cambridge,  than,  lo  use  his  own  words, 
"  finding  himself  surrounded  by  strangers,  in  a  place 
with  which  he  was  utterly  unacquainted,  his  spirits 
began  to  sink,  and  he  felt  like  a  traveller  in  the  midst 
of  an  inhospitable  desert,  without  a  friend  to  comfort, 
or  a  guide  to  direct  him.  He  walked  forth  towards  the 
close  of  the  day,  in  this  melancholy  frame  of  mind,  and 
having  wandered  a  mile  from  the  town,  he  was  enabled 
to  trust  in  Him  who  carcth  for  the  stranger,  and  to  rest 
assured  that  wherever  He  might  cast  his  lot,  the  God 
of  all  consolation  would  still  be  near  him. 

To  the  question  which  the  foregoing  pathetick  pas- 
sage will  naturally  give  rise  in  every  feeling  mind, 
namely,  why  was  not  Mr.  Cowper  advised,  instead  of 
hazarding  his  tender  and  convalescent  spirit  among  the 
strangers  of  Huntingdon,  to  recline  it  on  the  bosom  of 
his  friends  in  London  ?  it  is  incumbent  on  the  writer 
to  venture  a  reply.  It  is  presumed,  therefore,  that 
no  inducement  to  his  return  to  them,  which,  with  a 
view  to  their  mutual  satisfaction,  his  aifectionate  rela- 
tives, and  most  intimate  friends  could  devise,  wua  ei- 
ther omitted  on  their  part,  or  declined  without  reluc- 
tance on  his.  But  in  the  cultivation  of  the  religiou« 
principles  which,  with  the  recovery  of  his  reason,  he 
had  lately  imbibed,  and  which  in  so  distinguished  a 
maimer  it  had  pleased  God  to  bless,  to  the  re-esta< 
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4)mixnent  oi*  his  peace,  he  had  an  ii^rest  to  provide  for 
Mu  tatxca  higher  order.  Tliis  it  was  that  incUued  him 
,^&.lir«of  seclusion:  a  measure  in  the  adoption  of 
<«r!Jch,  though  in  ordinary  cases,  he  is  certainly  not 
to  be  quotod  as  an  example :  yet  considering  the  ex- 
trome  peculiarity  of  his  own,  it  seems  equally  certain 
thnt  he  is  not  to  be  censured.  There  can  be  no  doubt 
indeed,  from  tho  following  passage  of  his  poem  on  Re- 
tirement, that  had  his  mind  been  the  repository  of  loss 
exquisitely  tender  sensibilities,  he  would  have  returned 
to  his  duties  in  tho  Inner  Temple  : 

**  Truth  is  not  bcal,  God  alike  pervades 
And  filU  the  world  of  traffick  and  the  shades, 
And  may  be  fear'd  amidst  U^  busiest  scenes, 
Or  scorn'd  where  business  never  intervenes.'' 

Of  the  first  two  months  of  his  abode  in  Huntingdon, 
nothing  is  recorded,  except  that  he  gradually  mixed 
with  a  few  of  its  inhabttanta,  and  corresponded  with 
'  some  of  his  early  friends.  But  at  the  end  of  that  turao, 
as  he  was  one  day  coming  out  of  church,  afler  morning 
prayers,  at  which  he  appears  to  have  been  a  constant 
attendant,  he  was  accosted  by  a  young  gentleman  of 
engaging  manners,  who  exceedingly  desired  to  culti- 
vate his  acquaintance.  This  pleasing  youth,  known 
aflerwards  to  the  publide  as  tlie  Rev.  WilUam  Caw- 
thorne  Unwin,  Rector  of  Stock,  in  Essex,  to  whom  the 
.Author  of  the  Tad(  inscribed  his  poem  of  Tirocinium, 
was  so  intent  upon  accomplishmg  the  object  of  his 
wishes,  that  when  he  to<^  leave  of  the  interesting 
stranger,  afW  sharing  his  walk  under  a  row  of  trees, 
he  had  obtained  his  per  mission  to  drink  tea  with  him 
that  day* 

This  wa«  the  origin  of  the  introduction  of  Cowper 
to  the  family  of  the  Rev.  Morlcy  Unwin,  consisting  sf 
himself,  his  wife,  the  son  already  named,  and  a  daogh 
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ter  im  event,  which,  when  viewed  in  connexion  "with 
M»  remaining  jesra,  will  scarcelj  yield,  in  importance, 
le  any  fbature  of  his  life.  '  Concerning  these  engaging 
perions,  whose  general  habits  of  life,  and  especialty 
whose  piety  rendered  them  the  very  associatei^  that 
Cowper  wanted,  he  thus  expresses  himself  in  a  letter, 
written  two  months  after,  to  one  of  his  earliest  and 
wanmest  friends  f  **  Now  I  know  them,  I  wonder  that 
I  liked  Hantittgdon  so  well  before  I  knew  them,  and  am 
apt  to  think  I  should  fhid  every  place  disagreeable  that 
had  not  an  Unwin  belonging  to  it/' 

The  house  which  Mr.  Unwin  inhabited  was  a  large 
and  convenient  dwelling  in  the  High-street  in  which 
he  had  been  in  the  habit  of  receiving  a  few  domestick 
pupils  to  prepare  them  £br  the  University.  At  the  di- 
vision of  the  October  Term,  one  of  these  students  be- 
ing called  to  Cambridge,  it  was  proposed  that  the  soli- 
tary lodging  which  Cowper  occupied  should  be  exchang- 
ed for  the  possession  of  the  vacant  place.  On  the  11th 
of  November,  therefbre,  in  the  same  year,  he  com- 
menced his  residence  in  this  agreeable  ikmily.  Bnt 
the  calamitous  death  of  Mr.  Unwin,  by  a  fidl  from  his 
horse,  asi  lie  was  going  to  his  church  on  a  Sunday  morn- 
ing, the  July  twelvemonth  following,  proved  the  signal 
of  a  further  removal  to  Cowper,  who,  by  a  series' of 
providential  incidents,  was  conducted  with  the  family 
of  his  deceased  friend  to  the  town  of  Olney,  in  Buck- 
inghamshire, on  the  14th  of  October  1767.  The  m- 
atnunent  whom  it  pleased  God  principally  to  emj^o^ 
•in  bringing  about  this  important  event,  was  the  Rer. 
John  Newton,  then .  curate  of  that  padsh,  and  after- 
wards rector  of  ^.  Mary  Woolnoth  in  London :  a  mott 
.  exemplary  diviae,  inde&tigable  in  the  discharge  of  his 
ministerial  duties ;  in  whij^h,  so  far  as  was  cotisistent 
w'.th  tho  pvoviaeo  of  a  layman,  it  became  th«  happi- 
ness of  Cowper  to  strengthen  his  hands. 
•Joseph  Hill,  Ksq. 
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Great  was  the  value  which  Cowper  set  on  the  friend* 
ship  and  intercourse  which  for  some  years  ho  had  tlto 
privilege  of  enjoying  with  the  estimable  author  of  Car- 
dlphonia.  This  appears  by  the  following  passage  in  one 
of  his  letters  to  that  venerable  pastor ;  "  The  honour 
of  your  preluce,  prefixed  to  my  poems,  will  be  on  my 
side  ;  for  surely  to  be  known  as  the  friend  of  a  much 
favoured  minister  of  God's  word,  is  a* more  illustrious 
distinction  in  reality  than  to  have  the  friendship  of 
any  poet  in  the  world  to  boast  of"  A  correspondent 
testimony  of  the  estiiyation  in  which  our  poet  was  held 
by  his  friend  Mr.  Newton  is  clearly  deducible  from 
the  introductory  words  of  the  preceding  sentence ; 
and  is  abundantly  furnished  in  the  preface  itself. 

A  very  interesting  part  of  the  connexion  thus  hap- 
pily established  between  Mr.  Cowper  and  Mr.  Newton, 
was  afterwards  brought  to  light  in  the  publication  of 
the  X)lney  Hymns,  which  was  intended  as  a  monument 
of  the  endeared  and  joint  labours  of  these  exemplary 
christians.  To  this  collection  Mr.  Cowper  contributed 
sixty-eight  compositions. 

From  the  commencement  of  his  residence  at  Olney 
till  January,  1773,  a  period  of  five  years  and  a  quarter, 
it  does  not  appear  that  there  was  any  material  inter- 
niption  either  of  the  health  or  religious  comfort  of  this 
excellent  man.  His  feelings,  however,  must  have  re- 
ceived a  severe  shock  in  February,  1770,  when  he  was 
twice  summoned  to  Cambridge  by  the  illness  of  his  be 
loved  brother,  which  terminated  fatally  on  the  30th  of 
the  following  month.  How  far  this  afflictive  event 
might  conduce  to  such  a  melancholy  catastrophe,  it  is 
impossible  to  judge  ;  but  certain  it  is,  that  at  this  period 
a  renewed  attack  of  hin  former  hypochondriacal  com- 
plaint took  place.  It  is  remarkable  that  the  prevailing 
distortion  of  his  ^^icted  imagination  became  then  not 
only  inconsistent  with  the  dictates  of  right  reason,  but 
was  entirely  at  variance  with  every  distinguishing 
rharacteristick  of  that  religion  which  had  so  long  prov 

Vol.  III.  3 


Digitized  by 


Google 


36  SKETCH  OF  THE 

ed  the  incitement  to  his  useful  labours,  and  the  source 
of  his  mental  consolations.  Indeed,  so  powerful  and 
so  singular  was  the  effect  produced  on  his  mind  by  the 
influence  of  the  malady,  that  while  for  many  subso- 
quent  years  it  admitted  of  his  exhibiting  the  most  mas- 
terly and  delightful  display  of  poetical,  epistolary,  and 
conversatio|ial  ability,  on  the  greatest  variety  of  sub- 
jects,  it  constrained  him  from  that  period,  both  in  his 
conversation  and  letters,  studiously  to  abstain  from 
every  allusion  of  a  religious  nature.  Yet  no  one  could 
doubt  tliat  the  hand  and  heart  from  which,  even  under 
so  mysterious  a  dispensation,  suck  exquisite  descrip- 
tions of  sacred  truth  and  feeling  afterwards  proceeded; 
must  liave  been  long  and  faithfully  devoted  to  his  God 
and  Father.  The  testimonies  of  his  real  piety  were 
manifested  to  others,  when  least  apparent  to  himself 
But  where  it  pleased  God  to  throw  a  veil  over  the  men- 
tal and  spiritual  consiltency  of  this  excellent  and 
afflicted  man,  it  would  ill  become  us  rudely  to  invade 
the  divine  prerogative  by  attempting  lo  withdraw  it. 

Under  the  grievous  visitation  above-mentioned,  Mrs. 
Uuwin,  whom  he  had  prc^essed  to  love  as  a  mother, 
was  as  a  guardian  angel  to  this  interesting  sufferer. 
Day  and  night  she  watched  over  him.  Inestimable 
likewise  was  the  friendship  of  Mr.  Newton :  **  Next  to 
the  duties  of  my  ministry/'  said  that  venerable  pastor, 
in  a  letter  to  the  author  of  this  memob,  more  than 
twenty  years  afterwards,  "  it  was  the  business  of  my 
life  to  attend  him." 

For  more  than  a  twelvemonth  subsequent  to  this  at- 
tack, Cowper  seems  to  have  been  totally  overwhelmed 
by  the  vehemence  of  his  disorder.  But  in  Miurch,  1774, 
he  was  so  far  enabled  to  struggle  with  it,  as  to  seek 
amusement  in  the  taming  his  three  hares,  and  in  the 
construction  of  boxes  for  them  to  dwell  in.  From  me- 
chanical amusements  he  proceeded  to  epistolary  em- 
ployment, a  specimen  of  which,  addressed  to  his  friend 
Mr.  Unwin  who  had  been  some  years  settled  at  Stock, 
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in  Essox,  iu  the  summer  of  1778,  shows  that  he  had, 
in  a  groat  measure^  rccoTercil  his  admirable  faculties. 

In  1779  he  accompanied  Mrs.  Unwin  in  a  post-chaise 
to  view  the  gardens  of  Gajhurst ;  an  excursion  of 
which  ho  informs  her  son  iti  a  playful  letter. 

In  tlie  autumn  of  this  year  we  find  him  reading  the 
Biography  of  Johnson,  and,  with  the  exception  of  what 
ho  terms  his  <<  unmerciful  treatment  of  Milton/'  ex- 
pressing himself  ''  well  entertained"  with  it. 

One  of  his  earliest  amusements,  in  1780,  was  tho  com- 
position of  the  beautiful  fable  of  '^  The  Nightingale 
and  the  Glow-worm ;"  after  which  ho  betook  himself 
to  the  drawing  of  landscapes :  an  employment  of  which 
be  grew  passionately  fond,  though  he  had  never  been 
instructed  in  the  art.  This  attachment  to  the  pencil 
was  particularly  seasonable,  as  in  the  midst  of  it  he 
lost  his  friend  Mr.  Newton,  who  was  called  to  the 
charge  of  St.  Mary  Woolnoth,  in  London.  With  a 
provident  care,  however,  for  his  future  welfare,  this 
excellent  man  obtained  his  permission  to  introduce  to 
him  the  Rev.  William  Bull,  of  Newport  Pagnell,  who 
from  that  time  regularly  visited  him  once  a  fortnight : 
and  whom  Cowper  afterwards  described  to  his  friend 
Unwin,  as  "  a  man  of  letters  and  of  genius,  master  of  a 
fine  imagination,  or  rather  not  master  of  it ;"  who 
could  be  '*  lively  without  levity,  and  pensive  without 
dejection."  As  the  year  adviUiced,  Hume's  History, 
and  the  Biographia  Britannica  engaged  his  attention, 
though  the  amusements  of  the  garden  were  his  chief 
resource,  and  had  banished  drawing  altogether.-  These, 
with  the  frequent  exercise  of  his  epistolary  talent,  and 
the  occasional  production  of  a  minor  piece  of  poetry, 
in  the  compomtion  of  which  the  entertainment  of  him- 
self and  his  friends  was  his  only  airp,  led  him  to  the 
important  month  of  December,  in  this  year,  when  he 
was  to  sit  down  with  the  secret  intention  of  writing 
for  the  publick ;  an  intention,  however,  which  his  ex- 
treme humility  took  c^re  to  couple  in  his  mind  with 
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this  proviso,  that  a  bookseller  could  be  fouud  wUo 

would  run  the  risk  of  publishing  his  productions. 

Between  that  time  ajid  March,  1781,  the  four  first  of 
his  larger  poems  were  completed ;  namely,  Table  Talk| 
The  Progress  of  Errour,  Truth,  and  Expostulation 
These,  together  \?ith  the  small  pieces  contained  in  the 
earliest  edition  of  that  volume,  wore  sent  to  the  press 
in  the  following  May  :  Mr.  Johnson,  of  St.  Paul  s 
Church-yard,  who  had  been  recommended  to  the  poet 
by  Mr.  Newton,  having,  as  he  informed  his  friend  at 
Stock,  "  heroically  set  all  peradventures  at  defiance,'* 
as  to  the  expense  of  printing,  "  and  taken  the  whole 
charge  upon  himself.'* 

The  operation  of  the  press,  however,  had  scarcely 
commenced,  when  it  was  suggested  to  the  author,  that 
the  season  of  publication  being  so  far  elapsed,  it  would 
be  adviseable  to  postpone  the  appearance  of  his  book 
till  the  ensuing  winter.  This  delay  was  productive  of 
two  advantages ;  it  enabled  him  to  correct  the  press 
himself,  and  nearly  to  double  the  quantity  of  the  pro* 
iected  volume  ',  to  which,  by  the  24th  of  Juno,  he  had 
added  the  poem  of  Hope  ;  by  the  12th  of  July*  that 
of  Charity,  and  by  the  19th  of  October,  those  of  Con- 
versation and  Retirement. 

Whilst  the  poet  was  occupied  in  the  extension  of  his 
work,  there  arrived  at  the  neighbouring  village  of  Clif- 
ton, a  lady  who  was,  in  due  time^  to  make  a  most 
agreeable  addition  to  his  society,  and  to  whom  the  pub« 
lick  were  afterwards  indebted  for  the  first  suggestion  of 
the  Sofa,  as  they  were  also  to  Mrs.  Unwln  for  that  of 
the  Progress  of  Errour,  as  a  subject  for  Cowper's  muse. 
The  writer  alludes  to  Lady  Austen,  the  widow  of  Sir 
Robert  Austen,  Baronet,  whose  first  introduction  to  the 
poet  and  his  friends  occurred  in  the  summer  of  1781 ; 
a  memorable  era  in  the  life  of  Cowper.  The  limits, 
however,  of  a  contracted  narrative,  such  as  this  pro- 
fesses to  be,  will  only  allow  me  here  to  introduce  the 
brief  character  of  this  accomplished  lady,  which  Cow- 
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|»cr  despatched  to  his  friend  Unwin,  in  the  month  of 
Aagast  of  this  jear ;  namely,  <^  that  she  had  seen  much 
of  the  world,  understood  it  well,  had  high  spirits,  a 
liyely  fimcj,  and  great  readiness  of  conversation." 
The  freiquent  visits  of  this  pleasing  associate  to  her 
new  acquaintance  at  Olney,  gave  rise  to  that  familiar 
epistle  in  rhyme,  which  the  poet  addressed  to  her  on 
her  return  to  London ;  it  is  dated  December  17, 1781. 
The  last  month  of  that  year,  and  the  two  first  of  the 
year  following,  appear  to  have  been  employed  by 
Cowper  in  correcting  the  press,  in  epistolary  corre- 
spondence, and  in  desultory  reading. 

The  year  1782  was  also  an  eventful  period  in  the  life 
o^*  the  poet.  In  March  his  first  volume  issued  from 
the  press.  In  the  summer  Mr.  Bull  e^aged  him  in  the 
translation  of  Madam  Guion ;  and  by  means  of  a  small 
portable  printing-press,  given  him  by  Lady  Austen, 
who  had  returned  from  London  to  Clifton,  he  became 
a  printer  as  well  as  a  writer  of  poetry.  In  October  of 
the  same  year,  the  pleasant  poem  of  John  Gilpin  sprang 
up,  like  a  mushroom,  in  a  night.  The  story  on  which 
it  is  founded,  having  been  related  to  him  by  Lady 
Austen,  in  one  of  their  evening  parties,  it  was  versi- 
fied in  bed,  and  presented  to  her  tiie  next  morning  in 
the  shape  of  a  ballad.  Before  the  close  of  the  year 
Lady  Austen  was  settled  in  the  parsonage  at  Olney. 

The  consequence  of  this  latter  arrangement  was  a 
more  frequent  intercourse  between  the  lady  and  her 
friends.  Mr.  Unwin,  indeed,  is  informed,  in  a  letter 
which  he  received  from  Mr.  Cowper  in  January,  1783, 
that ''  they  passed  their  days  alternately  at  each  other's 
chateau."  This  eventually  led  to  the  publication  of 
the  Task.  Lady  Austen,  as  an  admirer  of  Milton,  wflis 
fond  of  blank  verse.  She  wished  to  engage  Cowper  in 
that  species  of  composition.  For  a  long  time  he  de- 
clined it.  The  lady,  however,  ]>ersevered,  till,  in  June 
or  July  of  tlie  same  year,  he  promised  to  write  if  she 
3  ' 
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would  lurnisli  the  subject.  "O!"  slie  replied,  "you 
can  never  be  in  want  of  a  subject ;  you  can  write  upon 
any : — write  upon  this  sofa  !"  "  The  poet,"  says  Mr. 
Hay  ley,  '^  obeyed  her  command,  and  from  the  lively 
repartee  of  famtliar  conversation  arose  a  poem  of  many 
thousand  verses,  unexampled  perhaps  both  in  its  origfin 
and  excellence  1  A  poem  of  such  infinite  variety,  that 
it  seems  to  include  every  subject,  and  every  style,  with- 
out any  dissonance  or  disorder ;  and  to  have  flowed 
without  efiK>rt,  from  inspired  philanthropy,  eager  to 
impress  upon  the  hearts  of  all  readers  whatever  may 
lead  them  most  happily  to  the  full  enjoyment  of  ha 
man  life,  and  to  the  final  attainment  of  heaven." 

Tlie  progress  of  this  enchanting  pierformanco  appears  * 
to  have  been  th^.  The  first  four  books,  and  part  of 
the  fifth,  were  written  by  the  22d  of  February,  1784  ; 
the  final  verses  of  the  poem  in  September  following  j 
and  in  the  beginning  of  October  the  work  was  sent  to 
tlie  press.  The  arrangements  with  the  bookseller  were 
entrusted  to  Mr.  Unwin.  During  the  period  of  its 
production,  the  evenings  of  the  poet  appear  to  have 
been  constantly  devoted  to  a  bourse  of  diversified  read- 
mg  to  the  ladies.  Such  as  Hawkesworth's  Voyages, 
L'Estrange's  Josephus,  Johnson's  Prefaces,  The  The- 
ological Miscellany,  Beattie's  and  Blair's  Lectures, 
the  "  Folio  of  four  Pages,"  and  the  Circumnavigations 
of  Cook.  This  may  in  some  measure  account  for  the 
comparatively  slow  execution  of  the  latter  part  of  the 
work,  and  indeed  of  tlie  whole,  with  reference  to  the 
former  volume.  But  the  following  passage  of  a  letter 
to  Mr.  Newton,  dated  October  30, 1784,  will  explain 
it  more  fully.  "  I  mentioned  it  not  sooner,"  namely, 
that  he  was  engaged  in  the  work,  "  because,  almost 
to  the  last,  I  was  doubtful  whether  I  should  ever  bring 
it  to  a  conclusion,  working  dfteh  in  such,  distress  of 
mmd,  as  while  it  spurred  me  to  the  work,  at  the  same 
time  threatened  to  disqualify  me  for  it "    After  it  was 
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ient  to  the  press,  he  added  the  poem  of  Tirociniunii 
two  hundred  lines  of  which  were  written  in  1782,  and 
the  remainder  in  October  and  November,  1784. 

On  the  21st  of  tliis  month  he  began  his  translation 
of  Homer,  which,  together  with  the  completion  of  The 
Task,  proves  the  year  1784  to  have  been  an  active 
period-in  the  life  of  Cowper.  A  no  less  striking  occur- 
rence of  that  year  was  the  termination  of  hit  inter* 
course  with  Lady  Austen.  For  a  just  statement  of 
that  sudden  event,  which,  while  it  by  no  means  low- 
ered the  character  of  either  of  the  ladies,  exceedingly 
elevated  that  of  Cowper,  the  reader  is  referred  to  the 
biography  of  Hayley. 

The  year  1785  was  marked  by  the  publication  of  the 
secctd  volume  of  his  poems  in  June  or  July,  contain- 
ing The  Task,  Tirocinium,  The  Epistle  to  Joseph  Hill, 
Esq.  and  the  diverting  History  of  John  Gilpin ;  also, 
by  the  production  of  many  excellent  letters,  among 
which  those  to  his  cousin,  lady  He^eth,  who  ht^  late- 
ly returned  from  a  residence  in  Italy,  and  renewed  her 
correspondence-  with  him  on  the  appearance  of  his 
second  volume,  are  peculiarly  interesting.  With  the 
exception  of  a  few  of  his  smaJler  pieces,  his  poetical 
employment  this  year  was  confined  to  the  tranriation 
of  Homer. 

The  same  may  be  said  of  the  sucoeediag  year,  whioh» 
however,  was  distinguished  by  three  remarkable  oc- 
currences :  the  arrival  of  lady  He^eth^  at  Olney,  in 
June  }  Cowper's  removal  to  the  Iiodge  in  the  adjoining 
village  of  Weston  Underwood,  in  November ;  and  the 
dealh  of  Mr.  Unwin,  in  the  same  month.  To  the  first 
«f  these  events  he  thus  alludes  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Hill . 
'^  My  dear  cousin's  arrival  here,  as  it  ^ould  not  fiiil  to 
do,  made  us  happier  than  we  ever  were  at  Olney.  Her 
great  kindness  in  giving  us  her  company  is  a  cordial 
that  I  shall  feel  the  effect  of,  not  only  while  she  is  here, 
but  while  I  live ;"  to  the  second,  thuef,  in  a  letter  to 
the  same  friend,  *'  I  find  myself  here  situated  exactly 
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to  my  mind.  Weston  is  one  of  the  prettiett  Tilln^ei 
in  England,  and  the  walks  about  it,  at  all  eeasons  of  the 
year,  delightful.  I  know  that  you  will  rejoice  with  me 
in  the  change  that  we  hare  made,  and  for  which  1  am 
altogether  indebted  to  lady  Hesketh  *,"  and  to  the  third, 
thus,  in  concluding  a  letter  to  that  l»dy,  *^  So  farewell 
my  friend  Unwin  !  The  first  man  for  whom  I  conceiv- 
ed a  friendship  after  my  removal  from  St.  Albania,  and 
for  whom  I  cannot  but  still  feel  a  friendship,  though  I 
shall  see  thee  with  these  eyes  no  more." 

Early  in  January,  1787,  he  was  attacked  with  a  ner- 
vous fever,  which  obliged  him  to  discontinue  his  poett^ 
cal  efforts  till  the  October  following.  A  few  days  after 
the  commencement  of  this  indisposition,  he  received  a 
visit  from  a  stranger,  which  he  thus  notices  in  a  letter 
to  lady  Hesketh :  ^^  A  young  gentleman  called  here 
yesterday,  who  came  six  miles  out  of  .his  way  to  see 
me.  He  was  on  a  journey  to  London  from  Glasgow, 
having  just  left  the  University  there.  He  came,  I  sup- 
pose, partly  to  satisfy  his  own  curiosity,  but  diiefly, 
«s  it  seemed,  to  bring  me  the  thanks  of  some  of  the 
Scotch  Professors  for  my  two  volumes.  His  name  is 
Rose,  an  Englishman.  Your  spirits  being  good,  you 
will  derive  more  pleasure  from  this  incident  thaQ  1  can 
at  present,  therefore  I  send  it."  This  interesting  and 
accomplished  character  was  afterwards  of  singular  use 
to  Cowper,  during  a  friendship  which  originated  in  the 
above  visit,  ^d  which  was  terminated  only  by  the 
death  of  the  poet.  As  an  early  instance  of  this  utility, 
and  that  with  reference  to  the  paramount  wants  of  the 
mind,  he  introduced  his  new  acquaintance  to  the  poetry 
of  Burns,  with  which  he  was  so  much  pleased  as  to  read 
it  twice.  It  was  succeeded  in  the  office  of  relieving  his 
depressed  spirits  by  the  Latin  Argenis  of  Barclay  ;  The 
Travels  of  Savary  into  Egypt ;  Memoirs  da  Baron  de 
Tott ;  Fenn's  Original  Letters ;  The  Letters  of  Fre» 
dcrick  of  Bohemia ;  Menroirs  of  d'Henri  de  Lorraine« 
Duo  de  Guise ;  and  Tho  Letters  of  his  young  relative 
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Spencer  Madan,  to  Priestley.  In  allusion  to  this  inter- 
val  of  cessation  from  the  labours  of  the  pen,  he  says  in 
a  letter  to- Mr.  Rose,  "When  I  cannot  walk,  I  read, 
and  read  perhaps  inore  than  is  good  for  me.  But  I  can- 
not he  idle.  The  only  mercy  that  I  show  myself  in 
this  Tespect  is,  that  I  read  nothing  that  requires  much 
closeness  of  application."  Conversing,  however,  with 
men  and  J^ngs,  through  the  mediiim  of  books,  was  not 
his  only  resource  in  this  season  of  illness.  He  had  an 
infinitely  better  medicine  of  this  kind,  in  the  society 
of  his  valuable  friends  at  the  Hall,  and  the  many  pleas- 
ing acquaintances  to  which  their  hospitality  introduc- 
ed him.  Indeed  the  kindness  of  Sir  John  and  lady 
Throckmorton,  always  a  cordml  to  the  spirits  of  Cow- 
per  from  the  time  he  knew  them,  was  especially  such 
under  his  present  circumstances.  As  a  proof  of  its 
happy  influence  on  the  mind  of  the  poet,  he  was  ena- 
bled in  the  autunm  to  resume  his  translation  of  Homer, 
which,  with  the  renewal  of  his  admirable  letters  to 
several  friends,  and  the  production  of  bis  fost  mortua- 
ry verses  for  the  clerk  of  Northampton,  comprised  all 
his  literary  performances  to  the  conclusion  of  the  year. 

In  1788  his  venerable  uncle,  Ashley  Cowper,  Esq. 
the  father  of  lady  Hesketb,  died  at  the  age  of  eighty- 
seven  ;  an  event  which  he  pathetically  alludes  to  in 
severid  of  the  letters  of  this  period,  and  the  ill  effect 
of  which  on  his  spirits  was  happily  prevented  by  the 
successive  visits  at  the  lodge  of  the  Rev.  Matthew 
Powley  and  his  amiable  partner,  the  daughter  of  Mrs. 
Uttwin ;  his  old  friends  the  Newtons,  Mr.  Rose,  and 
lady  Hesketh. 

The  reappearance  at  the  Lodge  of  the  two  last  men- 
tioned  visiters  is  recorded  in  his  letters  of  1739,  which 
was  also  devoted  to  Homer  and  the  muse. 

In  January,  1790,  the  writer  of  this  sketch,  who  had 
hitherto  enjoyed  no  personal  interconr se  with  his  rela- 
tive, but  fca  wlK>m,  ton  years  after,  was  l%served  the 
melancholy  office  of  closing  his  eyes,  introduced  him- 
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8©lf  to  the  poet  as  the  grandson  of  his  mother's  bro« 
ther,  the  Rev.  Roger  Donne,  late  rector-  of  CatfieMi 
in  Norfolk.  His  total  igno'rance  of  what  had  befallen 
that  branch  of  his  family,  daring  tlie  twenty-seven 
years  of  his  retirement  from  the  world,  would  of  itsoL 
have  secured  his  attention  to  a  visiter  so  circumstanc 
ed,  even  if  his  heart  had  been  a  stranger  to  the  hospita- 
ble virtues.  But  as  no  human  bosom  was  over  more 
under  the  influence  of  those  blessed  qualities  than 
Cowper's,  the  reception  which  his  kinsman  met  with 
was  peculiarly  pleasing.  The  consequence  was  ti  re- 
petition of  his  visit  in  the  same  year,  and  indeed  the 
passing  of  the  chief  of  his  academical  recesses  at  the 
Lodge,  and  his  clerical  leisure  afterwards,  till,  by  the 
appointment  of  Providence,  he  transplanted  this  inter- 
esting man  with  his  enfeebled  companion  into  Nor- 
folk, as  will  appear  in  the  sequel  of  these  pageti. 

Perceiving  that  his  new  and  valuable  acquaintance 
dwelt  with  great  pleasure  on  the  memory  of  his  mother, 
the  kinsman  of  Cowper,  on  his  return  home,  was  espe- 
cially careful  to  despatch  to  him  her  picture,  as  a  pre- 
sent from  his  cousin,  Mrs.  Bodham.  To  the  arrival  of  this 
portrait,  an  original  in  oils,  by  Heins,  he  thus  adverts 
in  a  letter  to  that  lady,  dated  February  27, 1790 ;  "  The 
world  could  not  have  furnished  you  with  a  present  so 
acceptable  to  me  as  the  picture  which  you  have  so 
kindly  sent  me.  I  received  it  the  night  before  last,  and 
viewed  it  with  a  trepidation  of  nerves  and  spirits  some- 
what akin  to  what  I  should  have  felt  had  the  dear  origi- 
nal presented  herself  to  my  embraces.  I  kissed  it,  and 
hung  it  where  it  Is  the  last  object  that  I  see  at  night, 
and  of  course  the  first  on  which  I  open  my  eyes  in  the 
morning.*'  The  receipt  of  this  picture  gave  rtM  to 
the  Monody  s^justly  a  favourite  with  the  public,  when 
it  appeared  in  the  later  editions  of  his  poems. 

On  the  23th  of  August,  in  this  year,  he  completed  his 
translation*  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey  of  Homer  into 
blank  verse,  which  he  had  begun  on  the  21st  of  Noveitt- 
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ber,  1784.  During  eight  months  of  this  time  he  was 
hindered  by  indisposition,  so  that  he  was  occupied  io 
tiio  work,  on  the  whole,  five  years  and  one  month.  On 
tho  8th  Off  September  the  writer  of  this  narrative  had 
the  gratification  to  convey  it  to  St.  Paul's  Church-yard, 
with  a  view  to  its  consignment  to  tlie  press ',  during  its 
continuance  in  which,  the  translator  gave  the  work  a 
second  revisaL  The  Iliad  was  dedicated  to  his  young 
noble  relative,  earl  Cowper ;  and  the  Odyssey  to  the 
illustrious  lady  of  whom  he  thus  writes  to  hi»  kinsman 
of  Norfolk,  on  the  28th  of  November,  1790 :  <'  Wo  had 
A  visit  on  Monday  from  one  of  the  first  women  in  the 
world  ;  in  point  of  character,  I  mean,  and  accomplish 
ments,  the  dowager  lady  Spencer.  I  may  receive, 
perhaps,  some  honours  hereafter,  should  my  transla 
tion  speed  according  to  my  wishes  and  the  pains  I 
have  taken  with  it ;  but  shall  never  receive  any  that  I 
shall  esteem  so  highly.  She  is  indeed  worthy  to  whom 
I  should  dedicate ;  and  may  but  my  Odyssey  prove  as 
worthy  of  hor»  I  shall  have  nothing  to  fear  from  the 
critics."  Lady  Hesketh  also  paid  him  this  year  her 
usual  visit,  which  extended  into  the  next. 

The  year  1791  was  marked  by  the  completion  of 
the  second  revisal  of  his  Homer,  on  the  4th  of  March  ? 
and  by  the  return  of  the  last  proof-sheet  of  that  work 
to  the  publisher  on  the  12th  of  June.  Also  by  the 
commencement  of  his  correspondence  with  the  poet 
Hurdis ;  the  suggestion  of  the  Four  Ages,  Infancy, 
Youth,  Manhood,  and  Old  Age,  as  a  subject  for  his 
muse,  by  his  very  pleasing  and  well  informed  clerical 
neighbour,  Mr.  Buchanan  of  Ravenstone ;  and  the  sea- 
sonable visit  of  three  of  his  Norfolk  relations,  Mrs. 
Balls,  Miss  Johnson,  and  her  brother,  in  the  vacant 
period  between  the  conclusion  of  his  employment  as 
translator  of  Homer,  and  the  beginning  of  a  new  litera- 
ry engagement,  which  he  thus  announces  to  Mr.  Rose, 
on  the  14tli  of  September  of  this  year  :  "  A  Milton, 
that  is  to  rival,  and,  if  possible,  to  exceed  in  spleiidouj 
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Boydell's  Shalupeare,  is  in  contemplation,  and  I  am 
in  the  editor's  office,  Fnseli  is  the  painter.  My  business 
will  be  to  select  notes  from  others,  and  to  write  origi« 
nal  notes ;  to  translate  the  Latin  and  Italian  poems, 
and  to  give  a  correct  text/'  He  luidressed  himself  to 
the  work  with  diligence,  and  by  the  en^  of  the  year 
had  advanced  to  the  Epilaphium  Damonis. 

In  the  early  part  of  1792  he  had  to  encounter  theioee 
of  his  agreeable  associates  at  Weston-hiill,  the  death  of 
Sir  Robert  Throckmorton  haying  aocasioned  their  re- 
moval to  a  seat  in  Oxfordshire ;  an  event  which  he 
tetideriy  alludes  to  in  concluding  a  letter  to  the  poet  * 
Hurdia  His  engagement  with  Milton,  the  society  of 
lardy  Hed^eth,  and  of  his  friend  Roee,  but  more  espe- 
cially the  consideration  of  who  was  to  succeed  his  old 
neighbours  in  the  hospitable  mansion,  namely,  the  next 
brother  of  the  Baronet,*  who  was  on  the  eve  of  mar- 
riage with  Catharina,  the  fkvourite  of  the  poet,  sup- 
ported his  spirits  at  this  trying  period. 
'  The  next  remarkable  feature  in  the  history  of  Cow- 
per,  is  the  commencement  of  his  correspondence  with 
Mr.  Hayley.  The  limits  of  this  narative  will  not  ad- 
n^t  of  a  detail  of  the  singular  circumstances  which 
gave  rise  to  it,  but  it  was  scarcely  entered  upon,  before, 
in  writing  to  lady  Hesketh,  Ck>wper  says  of  his  new 
epistolary  acquaintance)  "  I  account  him  the  cliicf  ac- 
quisition that  my  own  verse  has'cver  procured  me."  In 
the  following  May,  a  personal  interview  took  place  be- 
tween the  two  poets,  thus  noticed  by  Cowper  in  writ- 
ing tahis  kinsman  of  Nor£»lk:  '*  Mr.  Hayley  is  here 
on  a  visit.  We  have  formed  a  friendship  that  I  trust 
will  last  for  life."  A  few  days  after,  Mrs.  Unwin  was 
struck  with  the  palsy,  which  deprived  her  of  the  pow- 
er of  articulation,  and  the  use  of  hep  right  hand  and 
arm.  Under  the  pressure  of  this  domestick  affliction, 
he  thus  writes  to  Lady  Hesketh ;  '^  It  has  happened 

*  George  Courleuay  Throckmorton,  Esq.  now  Mr.  Courte- 
oay. 
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WeW,  that  of  aU  men  living,  the  roan  most  qualified  to 
assist  and  comfort  me,  is  here,  though  till  withiu  these 
few  days  I  never  saw  him,  and  a  few  weeks  since  had 
no  expectation  that  I  ever  should.  You  have  already 
guessed  that  I  mean  Hayley  !" 
•  Early  in  June,  Mr.  Hayley  left  the  Lodge,  having 
obtained  a  promise  from  its  inhabitants,  that  if  it  should 
please  God  to  continue  the  convalescent  symptoms  of 
Mrs.  Unwin,  which  had  begun  to  be  exhibited,  they 
would  visit  Eartham  in  the  course  of  the  summer. 
The  new  guest  of  Cowper  was  succeeded  by  the  wri- 
ter of  this  sketch,  who,  without  consulting  the  poet, 
Tentored  to  introduce  to  htm  Abbott  the  Painter,  one 
of  the  most  successful  artists  of  tha^t  period,  in  seeor- 
!ng  to  a  portrait  the  likeness  of  its  original.  In  allu- 
sion to  the  fidelity  of  the  copy  he  was  then  prodocingi 
Cowper  playfully  says,  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Hayley, 

Abbott  is  painting  me  so  true, 
That  (trust  me)  yoo  woaki  itare, 

And  hardly  know  at  Ae  first  view, 
If  I  were  here,  or  there. 

in  the  beginning  of  August,  the  party  set  out  on  their 
way  to  Eartham,  where  they  arrived  on  the  evQning 
of  the  third  day,  and  where  the  most  cordial  and  af- 
fectionate reception  that  it  was  pomtMb  fi>r  gtiests  to 
meet  with,  awaited  them  fVom  the  owner  of  thai  ele- 
gant villa.  This  had  a  happy  effect  upon  the  spirits 
of  Cowper,  which  had  been  in  some  measure  depreai* 
ed  by  the  romantick  moonlight  scenery  of  the  Sussex 
hills,  over  which  he  had  jui^  passed,  and  whose  held 
and  striking  outline  so  far  surpassing  any  images  ef 
the  kind  with  which  the  last  thirty  years  had  present- 
ed him,  slurried  back  his  recollection  to  those  tisies 
when  he  had  scarcely  known  what  trouble  was. 

In  this  delightful  retreat  he  remained  till  about  the 
middle  of  the  following  month,  his  kind  host  doiag 

Vol.  in.  4 


■  Digitized  by 


Google 


88  SKETCH  OF  THE 

every  thing  that  even  the  purest  fraternal  friendship 
>^iild  dictate  for  the  comfort  of  the  poet  and  his  ia- 
firm  companion ;  "Who  were  both  benefited  by  his  be- 
nevolent exertions,  the  one  considerably  in  spirits, 
and  the  other  somewhat  in  health.  During  the  visit 
of  CowpeT  to  Eartham,  a  fine  head  of  him  in  crayoi\ 
was  executed  by  Romney,  who  joined  tlie  party,  as 
did  also  that  ingenious  novelist  and  pleasing  poetess 
Charlotte  Smith,  the  "friendly  Carwardine,"  of 
Earl's  Cohie  Priory,  and  the  author  of  "  The  Village 
Curate,"  soon  after  the  arrival  of  the  guests  from 
Weston.  Their  society  .was  also  enlivened  by  the  en- 
dearing attentions  of  the  amiable  and  accomplished 
youth,  for  whose  future  enjoyn^ent,  afler  a  life  of  pro- 
fessional labour,  the  scenery  of  Eartham  had  been  so 
fondly  embellished  by  an  afiectionate  parent,  but  to 
whom  Providence  allotted  an  early  grave  in  the  very 
same  year  and  month  in  which  the  illustrious  visiter 
of  his  beloved  father  was  consigned  to  the  tomb. 

The  literary  engagements  of  Cowper  while  he  re- 
sided at  Eartham,  are  thus  noticed  by  his  faithful  bi- 
ographer :  "  The  morning  hours,  that  we  cculd  bestow 
upon  books,  were  chiefly  devoted  to  a  complete  fe- 
visal  and  correcticoi  of  all  the  translations  which  my 
firietid  had  finished,  from  the  Latin  and  Italian  poetry 
of  Milton :  and  we  generally  amused  ourselves  afler 
dinner  in  forming  together  a  rapid  metrical  version 
oF  Andreini's  Adame  But  the  constant  care  which 
the  delicate  heaHh  of  Mrs.  Unwin  reqmred,  rendered 
'  it  impossible  for  us  to  be  veVy  assiduous  in  study." 

The  termination  of  their  visit  to  Mr.  Hayley  be- 
ing arrived,  a  journey  of  four  days  restored  the  party 
to  the  lodge  at  Weston ;  but  not  the  poet  to  ti  re- 
sumption of  his  Miltonick  employment.  In  addition 
to  the  above-mentioned  obstacle,  the  habiv  of  study 
had  so  totally  lefl  him,  that  instead  of  beginning  his 
dissertations  on  the  Paradise  Lost,  as  he  had  intend- 
ed, he  thus  writes  to  this  kinsman,  who  had  returned 
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kito  Mbrfelk :  *'  I  proceed  exactly  as  when  ycm  were 
here — a  letter  now  and  then  before  breakfast,  and  the' 
rost  of  my  time  all  hoIy>day :  if  holy-day  it  may  be 
called  that  is  spent  chiefly  in  moping  and  musing,  and 
* -forecasting  the  fashion  of  uncertain  evils.*  " 

On  the  4th  of  March,  1793,  he  says  in  a  letter  to  hia 
friend,  the  Reverend  Walter  Bagot :  "  While  the  win- 
ter lasted  I  was  miserable  with  a  fever  on  my  spirits ; 
when  the  spring  began  to  approach,  I  was  seized  with 
sn  inflammation  in  my  eyes ;  and  ever  since  I  Iiavo  been 
tble  to  use  them, ''have  been  employed  in  giving  more 
last  touches  to  Homer,  who  is  on  the  point  of  going 
to  the  press  again."  At  the  request  of  his  worthy  book- 
seller, he  added  explanatory  notes  to  his  revision ;  in 
allusion  to  which  he  writes  in  May  to  his  friend  Rose. 
'^  I  breakfast  every  morning  op  seven  or  eight  pages  of 
the  Greek  commentators.  For  so  much  am  I  obliged 
to  read  in  order  to  select  perhaps  three  or  four  short 
notes  for  the  readers  of  my  translation."  He  says  to 
Mr.  Hayley,  in  the  same  month,  "  I  rise  at  six  every 
morning,  and  fag  till  near  eleven,  when  I  breakfast. — 
I  cannot  spare  a  moment  for  eating  in  the  early  part 
of  the  morning,  having  no  other  time  to  study."  The 
truth  is  tJiat  bis  grateful  aflTecttonate  spirit  devoted  all 
the  rest  of  the  day,  from  breakfast,  to  the  helpless 
•tate  oC  his  aiBlcted  companion  ;  of  whose  similar  at- 
tentions to  his  own  necessities  he  had  had  such  abun- 
dant experience.  There  can^  be  no  doubt  that  an  ar- 
rii^ement  of  tliis  sort  was  highly- prejodicial  to  the 
health  of  Cowper,  and  that  it  hastened  the  approach 
of  the  last  calamitouii  attack  with  which  this  interest- 
ing sufi*erer  was  yet  to  be  visited.  For  the  present, 
however,  he  was  supported  under  it ;  writing  pleasantly 
thus  to  Mr.  Hayley  in  October  ;  '<  On  Tuesday,  we 
expect  company — ^Mr.  Rose,  and  Lawrence  the  painter* 
Yet  cnce  more  my  patience  is  to  be  exercised,  and 
I  more  I  un  made  to  wish  that  my  face  had  been 
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moveable,  to  put  on  and  take  oS  at  ;  lemeite,  bo  as  to* 

be  portable  in  a  band-box,  and  sent  to  the  artist." 

In  the  following-  month  Mr.  Hayley  paid  his  second. 
?isit  to  Weston,  where,  be  ibond  the  writer  of  this  nar- 
rative and  Mr.  Rose.  '^  The  latter,"  sajrs  the  bio^a- 
pher  of  Cowper,  *^  came  recentlj  from  the  seat  of 
lord  Spencer,  in  Northamptonshire,  and  commissioned 
by  that  aecompiished  nobleman  to  invite  Cowper  and 
his  guests  to  Althorpe,  where  my  friend  Gibbon  wa» 
to  make  a  visit  of  considerable  continuance.  All  the 
gnests  of  Cowper  now  recommended  it  to  him  very 
strongly  to  venture  on  this  little  excursion,  to  a  house 
whose  master  he  most  cordially  respected,  and  whose 
library  alono  might  be  regarded  as  a  magnet  of  very 
powerful  attraction  to  every  elegant  scholar.  I  wish- 
ed," continues  Mr.  Hayley,  "  to  see  Cowper  and  Gib- 
bon personally  acquainted,  oecause  I  perfectly  knew 
the  real  benevolence  of  both ;  for  widely  as  they  might 
diffet  on  one  impprtant  article,  they  were  both  aUe* 
and  worthy  to  appreciate  and  en^y  the  extraordiaarj 
mental  powers  of  each  other.  But  the  constitutional. 
shjmesB  of  the  poet  conspires  with  the  present  infirm 
state  of  Mrs.  Unwin  to  prevent  theis  meeting.  He 
sent  Mr.  Rose  and  me  to  make  his  apology  for  deoUn- 
ing  so  honooraUe  an  invitation." 

In  a,  few  days  from  this  time  the  guests  of  Qpwpec 
left  him,  and  befora  the  end  of  the  year  he  thrm  wfite* 
to  his  friend  of  Eartham :  <'  It  is  a  great  relief  to  me 
tlMtr>my  MiJtoniok  labours  are  suspended.  I  am  now 
busied  in  transcribing  the  alteratioiM  of  Homer,  havnag 
fmtshed  the  whole  revisal.  I  must  then  write  a  new 
pre&ce,  which  done,  I  shall  endeavour  immediately  to 
descant  on  <  The  Four  Ages.'  " 

Instead,  however,  of  recording  the  prosecution  of 
this  poem,  as  the  work  of  the  beginning  of  the  follow 
iag^year,  it  becomes  the  jHunfcd  duty  of  the  author  o*^ 
Hue  memoir  to  exhibit  the  truly  excelleiit  and  pitiable- 
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iobjeet  of  it  as  very  differently  employed^  and  as  com* 
mencing  his  descent  into  those  depths  of  affliction  from 
which  his  spirit  was  only  to  emerge  by  departing  from 
the  earth.  Writing  to  Mr.  Rose,  in  January,  1794,  he 
says,  *^  I  have  just  ability  enough  to  transcribe,  which 
is  all  that  I  can  do  at  present :  God  knows  that  I  write 
aH  this  moment  under  the  pressure  of  sadness  not  to  bo 
described."  It  was  a  happy  circumstance  that  lady 
Hesketfa  had  arrived  at  Weston  a  few  weeks  previous 
to  this  calamitous  attack,  the  increasing  infirmities  of 
Ckjwper's  aged  compaaion,  Mrs.  Unwin,  having  reduc- 
ed her  to  a  state  of  second  childhood.  Towards  the 
end  of  February,  the  care  of  attending  to  his  afflicted 
relative  was  for  a  short  time  engaged  in  by  the  writer 
of  these  pages,  who  had  scarcely  retomed  to  his  pro- 
fessional duties,  when,  in  consequence  of  an  affection- 
ate summons  from  Gowper's  viduable  neighbour,  and 
highly  respected  friend,  the  Rev.  Mr.  Greatheed  of 
Newport  Pagnel,  Mr.  Hayley  repaired  to  the  Lodge. 
During  the  continuance  of  his  visit,  which  was  extend- 
ed to  several  weeks,  all  expedients  were  resorted  to, 
which  the  most  tender  ingenuity  could  devise,  to  pro- 
mote the  object  which  had  given  rise  to  it.  But  though 
the  efforts  of  this  cordial  and  tried  friend  to  restore  the 
poet  to  any  measure  of  cheerfulness,  were  altogether 
ineffeeiual,  yet,  as  a  reward  for  his  humanity,  it  pleas- 
ed God  te  refresh  hia  benevolent  spirit,  at  this  time, 
by  the  success  of  a  phm  for  the  benefit  of  Cowper,  the 
idea  of  which  had  originated  with  himself.  The  eir- 
cumsf  anoe  alluded  to  is  thus  related  by  the  biographer 
ci  the  poet :  **  It  was  on  the  23d  of  April,  1794,  in 
(me  of  those  melancholy  mornings,  when  his  compas- 
sionate friend  lady  Hesketh  and  myself  were  winching 
tegetlier  over  this  dejected  sufferer,  that  a  letter  from 
Lord  Spencer  arrived  at  Weston,  to  annomnoe  the  in- 
tended grant  of  such  a  pennon  from  his  majesty  tm 
Cowper,  as  would  ensut^  an  honourable  competence 
for  the  residue  of  his  life.  This  intelligenne  produced 
4# 
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fat  tiie  firiendft  of  the  poet  very  IWbIj  eiuotiotw  of  de- 
fifrfat,  yet  blroded  with  paia  almost  at  pow«rfiil ;  foi* 
it  was  pamfoly  in  no  trifling  degree,  tc  reject,  thst 
these  desirable  smiles  of  good  fbrtane  could  not  im- 
port e^en  a  fidnt  gHmmering  of  }oj  to  the  dojecteo 
imralid. 

*^  His  friends,  however,  htd  the  amanting  hqw,  that 
a  day  would  arrire  when  tiwj  might  see  him  receive 
with  a  cheerfai  and  joyvms  gratitude,  this  i^oyal  recom- 
pense &r  merit  vrnversaily  acknowle<%c«t.  Thej  knew' 
that  when  he  recovered  his  suspended  facidties,  hd 
mast  be  particuiarij  fd«i8Bd,  to  find  himself  chiefly 
indebted  for  hu  good  fbrtane  to  the  activB  benevolence 
of  that  nobleman,  who,  thongh  not  personally  ac- 
quainted with  Gowpcr,  stood,  of  all  his  noble  friends, - 
the  highest  in  his  esteem."  **  He  was  unhappily  disa- 
bled," continnee  his  btographer,  ^  from  feeding  the  fa- 
vour he  received,  bat  an  annuity  of  three  hundred  a  year 
was  gracionsly  secured  to  him,  and  rendered  paydsle 
to  his  friend  Mat.  Rose,  as  the  trustee  of  Cowper." 

Another  extract  from  Mr.  Hay  ley  wiU  ad^mce  the 
memoir  to  the  close  of  the  poet's  resictence  in  Buck* 
inghamshke.  **  From  the  time  when  I  left  my  unhappy 
firiendat  Weston)  in  the  spring  of  the  year  1794,  bet 
mmidned  there,.iuider  the  tender  vigilance  of  his  sfSec* 
tienate  rehttion,  Udy  Hesketh,  till  the  latter  end  of 
July,  1795 ;—« long  season  of  the  daricest  depressioii ' 
in  which  the  best  medlo^  advioe,  and  the  infbence  of 
time,  appeared  equally  nnabte  to  lighten  that  afflictive 
burthen  whieh  pressed  incessantly  on  his  spirits." 

A  few  weeks  prior  to  the  last  mentioned  period  the 
task  of  supennien^ng  this  intMesttng  sufierer  was 
again  shared  with  Lady  Hesketh  by  liar  formier  asaoci* 
ate  firom  Norfbik  ;  to  whom  it  fbrcib  y  occnrred,  one 
day,  as  iie  reflected  on  the  inefBcaey  of  the  air  and 
scenery  of  Wesloa  in  promoting  the  return  of  health 
to  his  revered  relation,  that  perhaps  a  summer's  resl-" 
denoe  by  the  sea-sido  might  restore  him  to  the  en' 
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iojinent  of  that  invaluable  Uflssing.  Lady  Heskethy 
to  whom  he  comflmnicated  this  idea,  being  of  the  smtn^ 
.  opinion,  arrangements  were  speedily  made  for  his 
conducting  the  two  venerable  invalids  from  Bncking* 
hamshire  into  Norfolk,  whom,  afWr  a  residenee  there 
of  k  few  months,  he  hoped  to  reconduct  to  the  LodgA 
.n  amended  health  and  spirits^ 

It  was  a  singularly  happy  ciffcvBnstance  that  m  tht* 
projected  departure  from  lu»  beloved  Weston,  neither 
Ck>wpcr,  nor  Mrs.  Unwin,  nor  either  of  their  friends, 
thought  of  any  thing  further  than  a  temporary  absenoe. 
For  had  the  measure  been  suggested  under  the  idea  of 
a  final  separation  from  that  endeared  residence,  which 
was  eventually  found  to  have  been  the  intention  of 
Providence,  the  anguish  of  Cowper  in  passing  for  the 
last  time  over  the  threshold  of  his  favourite  retire- 
ment, and  in  taking  leave  of  Lady  Hesketh  for  ever, 
might  not  only  have  proved  fatal  to  the  delicate  health 
of  his  affectionate  relative,  but  have  so  extended  itself 
to  the  breast  of  his  conductor,  as  to  have  deprived  him 
of  the  necessary  fortitude  for  sustaining  so  long  a  jour- 
ney with  so  helpless  a  charge.  Nothing  of  the  kind, 
however,  having  entered  into  the  calculation  of  either 
party,  boths  the  setting  out  for  Norfolk,  on  Tuesday 
the  28th  of  July,  1795,  and  the  subsequent  travelling 
thither  of  three  days,^  were  unatt^ided  with  any  pecu- 
liarly distressing  circumetancea* 

As  it  was  highly  important  to  guard  agakist  the  c^ 
feet  of  noise  and  tnmirit  on  the  shaittered  nerves  of  the 
desponding  traveller,  care  was  taken  that  a  relay  of 
horses  should  be-  ready  on  the  skirts  of  the  towna  of 
Bedford  and  Cambridge,  by  which  means  he  passed 
through  those  places  without  step^g.  On  the  even^ 
ing  of  the  first  day,  the  quiet  village  of  St.  Neols,  near 
Eaton,  afforded  as  eonvenieat  W  resting-plaoe  for  the 
party  as  coijdd  have  been  desired ;  and  the  peaceful 
moonlight  scenery  of  the  spot,  as  Cowper  walked  with 
his  kinsman  up  and  down  the  church-yard,  had  so 
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favourai>le  an  effect  on  his  spirits,  that  he  conversed 
with  him,  with  mach  composure,  on  the  subject  of 
Thomson's  Seasons,  and  the  circumstances  under 
which  they  were  probably  Written. 

This  gleam  of  cheerfulness  with  which  it  pleased  God 
to  visit  the  afflicted  poet,  at  the  commencement  of  his 
journey,  though  nothing  that  may  at  all  compared 
with  it  was  ever  again  exhibited  in  his  conversation,  is 
yet  a  subject  of  grateful  remembrance  to  the  writer  of 
this  sketch ;  for  though  it  vanished,  from  the  breast  of 
Cowper,  like  the  dew  of  the  morning,  it  preserved  the 
sunshine  of  hope  in  his  own  mind,  as  to  the  final  reco- 
very of  his  revered  relative  ;  and  that  cheering  hope 
never  forsook  him  till  the  object  of  his  mcessant  care 
was  sinking  into  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death. 

At  the  close  of  the  second  day's  journey,  the  poet 
and  his  aged  companion  found  in  the  solitary  situation 
of  Barton  Mills  a  convenient  place  to  rest  at ;  and  the 
third  day  brought  them  to  North  Tuddenham,  in  Nor 
folk.  Here,  by  the  kindness  of  the  reverend  Leonard 
Shelford,  they  were  comfortably  accommodated  with 
an  untenanted  Parsonage  House  in  which  they  were 
received  by  Miss  Johnson  and  Miss  Perowne  ;  the  re- 
sidence of  their  conductor,  in  the  market-place  of  East 
Dereham,  being  thought  unfavourable  to  the  tender 
spirits  of  Cowper.  Of  the  latter  of  these  ladies,  Mr. 
Hayley  says,  with  equal  truth  and  felicity  of  expres- 
sion, "  Miss  Perowne  is  one  of  those  excellent  beings 
whom  nature  seems  to  have  formed  expressly  for  the 
purpose  of  alleviating  the  sufferings  of  the  afflicted  ; 
tenderly  vigilant  in  providing  for  the  wants  of  sickness, 
and  resolutely  firm  in  administering  such  relief  as  the 
most  intelligent  eompassion  can  supply.  Cowper 
speedily  observed  and  felt  the  invaluable  virtues  of  his 
new  attendant ;  and  during  the  last  years  of  his  life  he 
honoured  her  so  far  as  to  prefer  her  personal  assistance 
to  that  of  every  individual  ai  dund  him." 
'    As  the  season  of  the  year  was  particularly  favour* 
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tble  for  -  walking,  the  poet  was  prevailed  on,  by  Iiis 
lunsman,  to  make  frequent  excursions  of  this  sort  in 
the  retired  vicinity  of  Tuddenham  Parsonage  ;  one  of 
wnich  he  extended  to  the  house  of  his  cousin,  Mrs. 
Bodham,  .at  Mattis-hall.  The  sight  of  his  own  ]K>r- 
trait,  painted  by  Abbott,  in  one  of  the  apartments  of 
that  residence,  awakening  in  his  mind  a  recollection 
of  tho  comparatively  happy  moments  in  which  he  sat 
for  tlie  picture,  extorted  from  him  a  passionately  ex* 
pressed  wish,  that  similar  sensations  might  yet  return. 

It  being  tbndly  hoped  by.  his  kinsman,  that  not  only 
this  wish,  but  many  more  of  the  same  kind,  and  those 
most  sanguine,  conceived  by  himself,  might  be  realized 
by  a  removal  to  the  sea-side,  he  conducted  the  two  in- 
valids on  the  19th  of  August,  1795,  to  the  village  of 
Mundsley>  on  the  Norfolk  coast.  They  had  been  there 
but  a  short  time,  when  his  companion  perceived  that 
there  was  something  inexpressibly  soothing  to  the  spirit 
of  Cowper  in  the  monotonous  soimd  of  the  breakers. 
This  induced  him  to  confine  the  walks  of  the  poet, 
wliom  dejection  precluded  from  the  exercise  of  aU 
choice  whatever,  or  at  least  the  expression  of  it,  ahqost 
wholly  to  the  sands,  which  at  Mundsley  ar«  remarkably 
firm  and  level ;  till  an  incident  occurred  which  intro- 
duced them  to  the  inland,  but  still  pleasing  walks  of 
that  vicinity.  The  circumstance  alluded  to  is  stated  in 
the  following  letter,  which,  afler  a  long  suspension  of 
epistolary  employment,  the  poet  addressed  to  Mr 
Buchanan.  "  It  shows,"  as  Mr.  Hayley  observes,  "  the 
severity  of  his  depression,  but  shows  also  that  faint 
gleams  of  pleasure  could  occasionally  break  through 
the  settled  darkness  of  melancholy." 

It  is  introduced  with  a  quotation  from  the  Lycidas 
of  Milton. 

"  To  interpose  a  liltle  ease, 
Let  my  frail  thoughts  dally  witli  false  surmise.'* 

<<  I  will  forget,  for  a  moment,  that  to  whomsoever  I 
may  address  myself,  a  letter  from  me  can  no  othcrwiso 
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be  welcome,  than  as  a  curiosity.  To  you,  Sir,  I  ad  ' 
dress  this  ;  urged  to  it  by  extreme  penury  of  employ^ 
ment,  and  the  desire  I  feel  to  learn  something  of  what 
is  doing,  and  has  been  done  at  Weston  (my  beloved 
Weston !)  since  I  left  it. 

*^  The  coldness  of  these  blasts,  even  in  the  hottest 
days,  has  been  such,  that,  added  to  the  irritation  of  the 
salt  spray,  with  which  they  are  always  charged,  they, 
have  occasioned  me  an  inflammation  in  the  eyelids, 
which  threatened  a  few  days  since  to  confine  me  entire- 
ly ;  but  by  absenting  myself  as  much  as  pbssible  from 
the  beach,  and  guarding  my  face  with  an  umbrella,  that 
inconvenience  is  in  some  degree  abated.  My  cham- 
ber commands  a  very  near  view  of  the  ocean,  and  the 
ships  at  high  water  approach  the  coast  so  closely,  that 
a  man  furnished  with  better  eyes  than  mine  miglit,  I 
doubt  not,  discern  the  sailors  from  the  window.  No 
situation,  at  least  when  the  weather  is  clear  and  bright, 
can  be  pleasanter ;  which  you  vnll  easily  credit,  when 
I  add  that  it  imparts  something  a  little  resembling  plea- 
sure even  to  me. — Gratify  me  with  news  from  Weston ! 
If  Mr.  Gregson,  and  your  neighbours  the  Courtenays, 
are  thefe,  mention  me  to  them  in  such  terms  as  you 
see  good.  Tell  me  if  my  poor  birdb  are  living:  I 
never  see  the  herbs  I  used  to  give  them  without  a  re- 
collection of  them,  and  sometimes  am  ready  to  gather 
them,  forgetting  that  I  am  not  at  home.  Pardon  this 
intrusion. 

"  Mrs.  Unwin  continues  much  as  usual. 
«  MundsUy,  Sept.  5, 1795". 

The  hopes  of  the  kinsman  of  Cowper  were  greatly 
jlevated  by  the  unexpected  despatch  of  the  aoove  epis- 
tle, which  «he  hailed  as  the  forerunner  of  many  more, 
each  contributing  something  to  the  alleviation  of  his  me- 
lancholy. With  the  exception,  however,  of  two,  here- 
after mentioned,  it  was  the  only  letter  which  the  over- 
wlietming  influence  of  his  disorder  woulc  sufier  him  to 
write  in  his  latter  years. 
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The  eflcct  of  air  and  exercise  on  the  dejected  poot 
being  by  no  means  such  as  his  friends  had  hoped, 
ehange  of  sccfie  was  resorted  to  as  the  next  expedient. 
About  six  miles  to  the  south  of  Mundsley,  and  also  on 
the  coast,  is  a  village  called  Happisburgh,  or  Hasboro', 
which,  hi  tho  days  of  his  youth,  Cow  per  had  visited 
from  Catfield,  tlie  residence  of  his  mother's  brother. 
An  excursion  therefore  to  this  place  was  projected,  and 
happily  accomplished  by  sea;  a  mode  of  conveyance 
which  had  at  least  novelty  to  recommend  it ;  but  a  gale 
of  wind  having  sprung  up,  soon  after  his  arrival  there^ 
the  return  by  water  was  unexpectedly  precluded,  and 
ho  was  under  the  necessity  of  effecting  it  on  foot 
througli  the  neighbouring  villages.  To  the  agreeable 
surprise  of  his  conductor,  this  very  considerable  walk 
■was  performed  with  scarcely  any  fatigue  to  the  invaUd 

This  incident  led  to  a  welcome  discovery .  namely, 
that,  shdttered  as  the  person  of  Cowper  was,  and  re- 
duced even  to  a  consumptive  thinness,  it  yet  retained 
a  considerable  portion  of  muscular  strength.  This  in- 
duced an  extension  of  those  daily  walks  in  which  the 
vicinity  of  Mundsley  was  gradually  explored.  It  led 
likewise  to  a  journey  of  fifty  miles  in  a  post-chaise,  by 
way  of  Cromer',  Holt,  and  Fakenham,  the  object  of 
which  was  to  take  a  view  of  Dunham  Lodge,  a  vacant 
seat  on  a  high  ground,  in  tJie  neighbourhood  of  Swaff- 
ham.  Cowper  observed  of  this  mansion,  which  was  re- 
cently buih  by  Edward  Parry,  Esq.  that  it  was  rather 
too  spacious  for  his  requirements ;  but  as  he  did  not 
seem  unwilHng  to  inhabit  it,  his  companion,  who  con- 
ceited it  to  be  a  far  more  eligible  situation  for  his  in- 
teresting charge  than  hisT  own  house  in  the  town  of 
Dereham,  was  induced  to  become  the  tenant  of  it  at  a 
subsequent  pwiod.  They  proceeded  to  tlie  last  nten- 
tioned  place,  which  is  about  eight  miles  eait  of  Dun- 
ham Lodge,  the  same  evening  ;  and  the  next  day,  a 
journey  of  thirty  miles  through  Rec|)hani,  Aylslmiu 
and  North  Walsham,  returned  iheni  safe  to  Mnnilalt^jf 
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Here  they  remained  till  the  7th  of  October,  the  healUi, 
if  not  the  spirits  of  Cowper,  beings  benefited  by  it, 
tbou^  the  infirmities  of  Mrs.  Unwia  continued  the 
same.  On  that  day,  the  party  removed  to  Derehasi, 
and  again,  in  the  course  of  the  month,  to  Dttnham 
Lodge,  whieh  was  now  become  their  setUed  resideirao. 

As  the  se«l9on  advanced,  the  amusement  of  walking 
being  rendered  impractieable,  and  his  spirits  being  by 
no  means  safficieatly  recovered  to  admit  of  his  resum- 
ing either  his  pen  or  his  boolu,  the  only  resource  whieh 
was  left  to  the  poet,  was  to  listen  incessantly  to  the 
reading  of  his  companion,  Tlie  kind  of  bouks  that 
a]^earei  most,  and  indeed  solely  to  attract  him,  were 
works  of  fiction  ;  and  so  happy  was  the  influence  of 
these  in  riveting  his  attention,  and  abstracting  him,  of 
course, from  the  contemplation  of  kis  miseries,  that  he 
discovered  a  peculiar  satisfaction  when  a  production 
of  fiuicy  of  more  than  ordtaary  length  was  introduced 
by  kis  kinsman.  This  was -no  sooner  perceived,  than 
he  was  furnished  with  the  voluminous  pages  of  Bi- 
ohardeon,  to  which  he  listened  with  the  greater  inter- 
est,  as  he  had  been  personally  acquainted  with  that  in- 
genioQs  writer. 

At  this  time  tiw  tender  spirit  of  Cowper  clung  ex- 
ceedingly to  those  about  him,  and  seemed  to  be  haunt- 
ed with  a  continual  dread  that  they  would  leave  him 
alone  in  his  eolitary  numsion.  Bunday,  tkerefiire,  wim 
a  day  of  more  than  ordinary  apprehension  to  him ;  as 
the  furthest  of  his  kinnnni%  chnrckee  being  fifUen 
miles  ^m  the  Lodge,  he  was  necessarily  absent  during 
the  whole  of  the  sabbath.  On  these  ocoaaians,  it  was 
the  constant  praciiee  of  thd  dejected  poet  to  listen  in- 
quently  on  the  steps  of  Ibe  hall-door  for  the  barking  of 
dogs  at  a  ferm-house,  wliich,  in  tke  stillneH  of  the 
night,  though  at  nearly  the  distance  of  two  milfs,  in- 
variably announced  the  approach  of  his  companion 

To  remove  the  inconvenience  of  these  lengfthened 
absences,  an  inquiry  was  set  on  foot  by  the  attendant 
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6f  Cowper  for  a  house  equally  retired  with  Dunham 
Lodge,  but  nearer  the  scene  of  his  ministerial  duties 
The  search,  however,  proving  f/uitless,  he  ventfiiedto 
consult  his  beloved  Charge,  as  to  how  far  he  could  to 
leriate  the  Dereham  residence.  To  his  agreeable  sur- 
prise, b^  fbund  that  he  not  Only  preferred  it  to  his 
present  situation,  but,  if  the  question  had  been  put  to 
him  in  the  first  instance,  would  never  haVe  wished  any 
other.  It  was  agreed,  therefore,  that  as  the  ensuing 
summer  was  to  be  spent  at  Mundsley,  they  should  re- 
Atiin  at  Dunham  Lodge  till  that  period,  and  return 
from  the  sea  to  Dereham. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  employment  of  reading,  and, 
tB  ofVen  as  the  weather  permitted,  excursions  on  foot, 
or  in  an  open  carriage,  amused  the  sufferer  till  the 
commencement  of  1796;  in  the  month  of  April  of 
which  year  Mrs.  Unwin  received  a  visit  from  her 
daughter  and  son-in-law,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Powley.  The 
tender,  and  even  filial  attention  which  the  compassion- 
ate invalid  had  never  ceased  to  Exercise  towards  his 
aged  and  infirm  companion,  was  now  shared  by  her 
affectionate  relatives :  to  whom  it  could  not  but  be  a 
gratifying  spectacle  to  see  their  venerable  parent  So 
assiduously  watched  over  by  Cowper,  even  in  his  dark- 
est periods  of  depression.  The  visit  of  tliese  exem- 
'plary  persons  was  productive  also  of  advantage  to 
their  friends,  as  the  salutary  custom  of  reading  a  chap- 
ter in  the  Bible  to  her  mother,  every  morning  before 
«fae  rose,  was  continued  by  the  writer  of  this  memoir, 
who,  as  the  poet  always  visited  the  chamber  of  his  poor 
xAd  friend,  the  motnent  he  had  finished  his  b^etdcfast, 
took  care  to  read  the  chapter  at  that  time. 

It  was  a  pleasing  discovery ,Vhich  the  companion  of 
Cowper  had  now  made,  that  immersed  as  he  was  in  the 
iufpth  of  despondence,  all  the  billows  of  which  had 
gcno  over  his  soul,  he  could  yet  listen  with  composure 
to  the  voice  of  inspiration,  of  which  he  had  been  con- 
ceived to  be  unwilling  to  hear  evnn  the  name.     Being 
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encouraged  by  tlie  result  of  the  above  experiment)  the 
conductor  of  the  devotions  of  this  retired  family  ven- 
tured, in  t^o  course  of  a  few  days,  to  let  the  member! 
of  it  meet  for  prayers  in  the  room  where  Cowper  waSf 
instead,  of  assembling  in  another  apartment,  as  they 
liitherto  had  done,  under  the  influence,  as  it  proved,  of 
a  misconception,  with  regard  to  his  ability  to  attend 
the  service.  On  the  first  occurrence  of  this  new  ar- 
rangement, of  which  no  intimation  had  been  previously 
given  him,  he  was  preparing.to  leave  the  room,  but 
was  prevailed  on  to  resume  his  seat,  by  a  word  of  sooth- 
ing and  whispered  entreaty. 

The  arrival  of  Wakefield's  edition  of  Pope's  Homer, 
at  Dunham  Lodge,  in  June,  1796,  was  productive  of 
happy  consequences  to  the  invalid,  by  supplying  an 
occupation  to  his  harassed  mind,  which  absorbed  it 
still  more  than  that  of  listening  to  the  works  before 
mentioned.  Those  fabrications  of  fancy,  however, 
were  not  laid  aside,  but  varied  with  conceptions  of  a 
much  higher  order  ;  even  the  sublime  flights  of  the  il- 
lustrious Greek,  to  which  the  attention  of  his  transla- 
tor was  again  awakened,  in  the  following  rather  singu- 
lar manner. 

It  was  the  custom  of  the  poet,  on  leaving  Mrs.  Un- 
winds apartment  in  the  morning,  to  take  a  few  turns 
by  himself  in  a  large  unfrequented  room,  which  he 
jad  to  pass  in  his  way  back  to  the  parlour.  His  com- 
panion, therefore,  having  observed  that  the  notes  of 
the  ingenious  Mr.  Wakefield  were  not  without  a  re- 
ference to  the  labours  of  Cowper,  took  care  to  place 
tlie  eleven  volumes  of  that,  editor's  recent  publication 
in  a  conspicuous  part  of  this  room  ;  having  previously 
hinted,  in  the  hearing  ^f  his  friend,  that  there  was  in 
them  aa  occasional  comparison  of  Pope  with  Cowpejr. 
To  his  agreeable  surprise,  he  discovered,  the  next  day, 
that  the  latter  had  not  only  found  these  notes,  but  had 
corrected  his  translation  at  the  suggestion  of  some  of 
tlicm     From  the  moment  that  this  reviving  interest  in 
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his  version  of  the  lUad  and  Odyssey  was  perceived  to 
exist  in  the  breast  of  Cowper,  it  was  vigilantly  cho 
rished  by  the  utmost  efforts  of  his  attendant,  till,  in  the 
ensuing  August,  he  had  decidedly  engaged  in  a  revisal 
of  the  whole  work,  and  was  daily  producing  almost 
sixty  new  lines. 

Much  hope  had  been,  entertained  by  the  friends  of 
Cowper,  that  this  voluntary  resumption  of  poetical 
employment  would  have  led  to  his  speedy  and  perfect 
recovery :  but  the  removal  of  the  family  in  Septem- 
ber from  Dunham  Lodge,  which  they  now  finally  quit 
ted,  to  their  temporary  residence  at  Mundsley,  st 
completely  dissipated  his  habits  of  attention,  that  a 
twelvemonth  elapsed  before  he  could  be  again  prevail- 
ed on  to  return  to  his  revision.  In  the  mean  time  the 
air  and  walks  of  that  favourite  village,  botl^  marine 
and  inland,  were  fully  tried,  till  towards  the  end  of 
October,  v/hen  no  apparent  benefit  having  been  deriv- 
ed to  the  dejected  poet,  by  his  visit  to  the  coast,  the 
invalids  and  their  attendants  retired  to  Dereham. 

Cowper  was  scarcely  settled  in  this  new  habitation, 
(in  point  of  seclusion,  the  reverse  of  Dunham  Lodge,) 
wheji  his  friends  had  the  satisfaction  to  see  that  the 
scenery  of  a  town  was  by  no  means  distressing  to  his 
tender  spirit.  Now,  to  employ  the  language  of  his 
Sussex  friend, ''  the  long  and  exemplary  life  of  Mrs. 
Unwin  was  drawing  towards  a  close.  The  powers  of 
nature  were  gradually  exhausted,  and  on  the  17th  of 
December  she  ended  a  troubled  existence,  distinguish, 
ed  by  a  sublime  spirit  of  piety  and  friendship,  which 
shone  through  long  periods  of  calamity,  and  continued 
to  glimmer  through  the  distressful  twilight  of  her  de- 
clining faculties.  The  precise  moment  of  her  de- 
parture was  so  tranquil,  that  it. was  only  marked  by 
the'  cessation  of  her  breath,  as  the  clock  was  striking 
one  in  the  afternoon." 

Gentle,  however,  as  were  the  approaches  of  the  last 
messenger,  in  the  case  of  this  eminent  servant  of  \7od, 
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and  little  as,  undqr  the  ceaseless  pressure  of-  his  own 
Bufferings  he  had  hitherto  appeared  to  notice  them, 
they  had  yet  been  perceived  by  Cowper ;  for,  as  a 
faithful  servant  of  his  dying  friend  and  himself  were 
opening  the  window  of  his  chamber  on  the  morning  of 
the  day  of  her  decease,  ho  said  to  her,  in  a  tone  of 
voice  at  once  plaintive,  and  full  of  anxiety  as  to  what 
might  be  the  situation  of  his  aged  companion, "  Sally, 
is  there  life  above-stairs  ?'* 

From  a  dread  of  the  effect  of  such  a  scene  upon  liis 
mind,  tlie  first  object  of  the  kinsman  of  Cowper,  who 
had  attended  him  to  the  bedside  of  his  departing  friend, 
about  half  an  hour  before  her  death,  was  to  reconduct 
his  pitiable  charge  to  the  apartment  below,  and  in- 
stantly to  commence  reading.  This  expedient,  so  of 
ten  resorted  to,  with  a  view  to  composing  the  spirit  of 
Cowper,  and  generally  speaking,  with  much  success, 
was  happily  edicacious  in  the  present  instance.  For 
though  the  reader  had  scarcely  advanced  a  few  pages 
before  he  was  beckoned  out  of  the  room  to  be  informed 
of  the  death  of  Mrs.  Unwin,  he  returned  to  it  some  * 
moments  afler,  without  being  questioned  as  to  why  he 
had  left  it.  Apprehending  from  this  circumstance, 
and  from  a  rapid  observation  of  his  countenance  with 
every  turn  of  which  he  had  long  been  familiar,  that, 
the  mind  of  his  beloved  relative  was  perhaps  in  as  fit  a 
state  for  the  reception  of  the  melancholy  tidings,  as, 
under  the  pressure  of  his  calamity,  it  could  be,  the 
writer  of  this  memoir  resolved  to  reveal  them.  As  ho 
was  sitting  down  therefore  to  the  book,  and  turnirtg 
over  the  leaves  to  resume  his  reading,  he  observed  to 
the  poet,  with  as  much  cheerfulness  and  tender  con- 
cern as  he  was  able  to  associate  in  the  same  tone  of 
voice,  that  his  poor  old  friend  had  breathed  her  last. 

This  intelligence  was  received  by  Cowper,  though 
not  entirely  without  emotion,  yet  with  such  as  was 
compatible  with  his  being  read  to  by  his  kinsman,  who 
had  soon  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  his  interesting  po« 
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lient  as  composed  as  in  the  time  of  Mrs.  Unwm's  life. 

But  the  favourable  issue  of  two  distressing  periods 
was  still  to  bo  provided  for ;  his  viewing  the  corpse, 
and  its  subsequent  removal  for  interment.  To  meet 
tho  first  of  these  difficulties,  it  was  judged  expedient, 
that  the  kinsman  of  Cowper  should  attend  him  to  the 
chamber  of  his  departed  friend,  in  the  dusk  of  the 
evening,  when  only  an  indistinct  view  of  the  body 
could  bo  obtained  \  and  to  preclude  his  suspicion  of 
the  other,  the  funeral  was  appointed  to  take  place  by 
torch-light.  It  appeared,  however,  that  there  was  no 
necessity  for  the  latter  precaution,  as,  after  looking  al 
the  corpse  for  a  few  moments,  under  the  circumstances 
above  mentioned,  and  starting  suddenly  away,  with  a 
vehement  but  unfinished  sentence  of  passionate  sorrow, 
he  not  only  named  it  no  more,  but  never  even  spoke 
of  Mrs.  Unwin. 

The  funeral  was  attended  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Powley, 
who  had  been  summoned  from  Yorkshire  within  the 
few  last  days  of  their  parent's  life,  but  had  not  arrived 
till  she  had  ceased  to  breathe  :  also  by  the  writer  of 
this  sketch,  and  some  members  of  his  family.  She 
was  buried  on  the  twenty-third  of  December,  in  the 
north  aisle  of  the  church  of  East  Dereham. 

The  commencement  of  the  yoar  1707  in  no  respect 
differed  fi:om  that  of  the  preceding  years  of  his  illness, 
his  extreme  dejection  still  continumg,  and  the  pnly  al- 
leviation it  was  capable  of  receiving  being  still  the 
listening  to  works  of  fiction.  As  the  spring  advanced, 
however,  he  was  persuaded  to  resume  his  usual  walks, 
a  measure  to  which  the  situation  of  the  house  at  East 
Dereham  happily  presented  no  obstacles,  as  though  it 
fronted  the  market-place,  which  was  also  tho  turnpike 
load,  it  was  contiguous  to  the  fields  on  its  opposite 
side.  This  was  equally  convenient  for  his  airings  in 
an  open  carriage,  which,  from  the  happy  effect  of  a 
course  of  ass's  milk  upon  his  bodily  health,  begun  on 
the  twenty-first  of  June  in  this  year,  ho  was  enabled  to 
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bear,  for  a  few  weeks,  before  breakfast  This  was, 
undoubtedly,  the  period  of  his  last  deplorable  aflic- 
tion,  when  the  person  of  Cowper  made  the  nearest  ap- 
proaches to  the  appearance  it  had  exhibited  before  hit 
illnesa.  His  countenance,  from  having  been  extreme- 
ly thin,  and  of  a  yellowish  hue,  had  recovered  much 
of  its  former  fulness  and  ruddy  complexion ;  his  limbi 
were  also  less  emaciated,  and  his  posture  more  erect  t 
but  the  oppression  on  his  spirits  remained  the  same. 
Under  these  circumstances,  it  was*  thought  advisable 
'to  omit  the  visit  to  Mundsley  this  year,  and  to  take 
the  utmost  advantage  of  the  rides  about  Dereham. 

With  such  recreations,  and  the  never-failing  one  of 
reading,  the  summer  of  1797  was  brought  to  a  close  ; 
when,  dreading  the  effect  of  the  cessation  of  bodily 
exercise  upon  the  mind  of  Cowper  during  a  long  win- 
ter, his  kinsman  resolved,  if  it  were  possible,  to  rein- 
state him  in  the  revisal  of  his  Homer.  One  morning, 
therefore,  afler  breakfast,  in  the  month  of  September, 
he  placed  the  commentators  on  the  table,  one  by  one ; 
namely,  Villoisson,  Barnes,  and  Clarke,  opening  tliem 
all,  together  with  the  poet's  translation,  at  the  place 
where  he  had  left  off  a  twelvemonth  before,  but  talk- 
ing with  him,  as  he  paced  the  room,  upon  a  very  dif^ 
ferent  subject,  namely,  the  impossibility  of  the 
things  be&lling  him  which  his  imagination  had  repre- 
■ented  ;  when^  as  his  companion  had  wished,  he  said 
to  hini,  "  And  are  you  sure  that  I  shall  be  here  till  the 
book  you  are  reading  is  finished  .^"  "  Quite  sure," 
replied  his  kinsman,  ''and  that  you  will  be  here  to 
complete  the  revisal  of  your  Homer,"  pointing  to  the 
books,  "  if  you  will  resume  it  to-day."  As  he  re- 
peated these  words  he  left  the  room,  rejoicing  in  the 
.  well-known  token  of  their  having  jsunk  into  the  poet^s 
mind,  namely,  his  seating  himself  on  the  sofa,  taking 
up  one  of  the  books,  and  saying  in  a  low  and  plaihtive 
roice, ''  I  may  as  well  do  this,  for  I  can  do  nothing  else.' 

It  was  a  subject  of  much  gratitude  to  the  friends  of 
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thk  aioiable  and  most  interesting  auffereri  that  a  mer- 
etftil  Providence  should  a^ain  i^point  him  the  employ- 
ment alluded  to,  as,  more  than  any  tliing  else,  it  di- 
rertod  his  mind  from  a  contemplation  of  its  miseries, 
and  seemed  to  extend  his  breathing,  which  was  at 
other  times  diort,  to  a  depth  of  respiration  more  com- 
patible with  ease.  They  had  the  happiness  to  see  him 
perfectly  settled  to  the  work,  and  persevering  in  it, 
feeUe  s^  dejected  as  he  was,  till  he  brought  it  to  a 
proi^ieroas  close. 

In  the  meantime,  the  visit  to  the  coast  was  repeat- 
ed ;  not  indeed,  as  in  former  cases,  for  a  continuance 
there  of  some  months,  but  with  an  intention  of  renew- 
ing it  several  times  in  the  same  season.  The  series 
of  ezetursions  to  the  marine  village  of  Mnndsley  com- 
nenced  in  the  summer  of  1796^  and  was  varied  by  a 
setora  to  Dereham  eight  or  ten  times,  after  a  resi- 
dence of  a  week  by  the  sea-side.  On  one  of  these  oc- 
casions he  visited  the  larger  of  the  two  Lighthouses  at 
Happisburgh ;  the  eztenaive  prospect  from  which  em- 
bracing a  country  formerly  not  unknown  to  him,  hii 
companion  conceived  might  be  a  subject  of  interesting 
contemplation.  Such  in  some  measure  it  proved,  but 
the  attention  of  Cowper  seemed  aoore  attracted  by 
the  i^yparatus  of  the  building,  lamps  uid  reflectors 
having  been  recently  substituted  lor  a  iire  of  coals,  in 
descfibing  the  passage  of  that  intricate  coast.  It  was 
lioped  that  this  change  of  place,  accompanied  also  by 
a  diversity  of  objects,  might  operate  hapj^  on  the 
mnid  of  Cowper ;  and  to  a  certain  extent,  it  did,  by 
l^odockig  at  times,  a  miligataon  of  his  melancholy 
In  this,  however,  there  is  no  doubt  that  Homer  had  a 
eoBsiderable  4iare,  as  he  was  the  constant  companion 
^  the  poet  on  the  coast.  The  Miscellaneous  Works 
of  Gibbon  also,  and  the  Pursuits  of  Literature,  which 
ke  peiteiitAed  his  kinsman  to  read  to  him,  contributed 
to  the  amusement  of  this  period. 

Two  occurrences  worthy  of  record,  as  tostifymg  tlie 
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regard  borno  to  Cowpcr  by  his  former  aequointanM) 
took  place  thftj  year :  namely,  tlie  visit  in  July,  of  Uie 
dowager  lady  Spencer,  for  whom  he  had  always  enior 
boined  the  most  affectionate  respect,  and  that  of  l»2 
highly  esteemed  friend,  Sir  John  Throckmorton,  in 
December.  But  tliough  the  former  had  come  many 
miles  out  of  her  way  to  see  him,  and  the  latter  had 
taken  a  journey  from  Lord  Petre's  expressly  for  that 
purpose,  the  pressure  of  his  malady  would  scarcely 
allow  him  to  speak  to  either  of' these  friends,  or  to  ex- 
press a  sense  of  their  kind  solicitude. 

On  a  Friday  evening,  tlie  eighth  of  March,  1799>  he 
completed  the  revisal  of  his  Homer,  and  the  neict 
morning  entered  upon  the  new  preface,  wluch,  how- 
ever, he  concluded  on  the  following  day,  ao  that  his 
kiiasman  beheld  him  once  more  without  employment. 

But  the  powers  of  his  astonishing  mind  weve  yet  to 
bo  exercised,  and  that  on  a  subject  altogethsr  o£  his 
own  devising.  For  Jhough  on  the  eleventh  of  March, 
his  attendant  laid  belbre  him  the  introductory  Ira^-  ^ 
ment  of  his  forniorly  projected  poem  of  The  Four'jSges, 
he  merely  corrected  a  few  lines,  adding  two  or  three 
more,  and  deeluting  ta^ proceed,,  with  this  romatk, 
''  that  it  was  too  great  a  work  for  him  to  attempt  in 
his  present  situation. " 

In  the  danie  manner,  several  literary  projeotSj 
though  of  easier  aecomplisbment,^  wlucb  his  compa- 
nions suggested  to  him  at  supper,  were  objected  to  by 
the  poet,  who  at  length  replied  that  he  had  just  thougiit 
of  six  Lutin  verses,  and  if  he  could  compose  any  thi5g,  . 
it  must  be  in  pursuing  that  composition. 

His  desk  being,  opened  the  ne.xt  morning,  and  all 
things  <iuly  arranged  for  the  purpose,  lus  kinsman  had 
the  satisfacticm,  on  his  return  to  the  room,  to  «ee  a 
poem,  entitled  Monies  Glacialts^  commeskoed,  and  that 
some  verses  were  added  to  the  six  belbre  mentioned 
On  his  attentively  considering  the  title,  it  occurred  to ! 
his  companion  that,  during  the  reside  ice  of  the  poet  ? 
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At  Dunham  Lodge,  the  circumstance  which  he  hod  be- 

'  gun  to  yersify,  had  been  read  to  him  in  one  of  the  Nor- 
•wich  papers,  thoagh  without  its  appearing  to  engage 
his  notice.  At  the  request  of  Miss  Perowne,  he  trans- 
lated this  poem  into  English  verse  on  the  19th  of  the 
Bame  month. 

If  the  friends  of  Cowper  were  not  a  little  surprised, 
that  his  memory  should  have  furnished  him  with  a 
subject  for  his  poetical  talent,  under  circumstances  so 
unlikely  to  favour  its  exertion,  his  producing  The  Cast" 
•way  the  next  day,  which  was  founded  on  an  incident 
recorded  in  Anson's  Voyage,  a  book  which  he  had  not 
looked  into  for  almost  twenty  years,  astonished  them 
•till  more.  It  was,  however,  the  last  original  poem 
produced  by  the  pen  of  Cowper.  In  August  he  trans- 
lated it  into  Latin  verse. 

On  the  same  day  that  he  began  and  finished  The 
Cast-away,  the  Latin  poems  of  his  favourite  Vincent 
Boarne,  which  he  had  appeared  not  unwilling  to  enter 
upon  next,  were  laid  before  him,  and  he  translated 
«(  The  Thracian."  But  as  his  subsequent  productions, 
with  their  respective  dates,  are  duly  specified  in  the 
following  pages,  after  observing  that  the  poet  went  in 
October  with  himself  and  Miss  Perowne  to  survey  a 
much  more  commodious  house  in  East  Dereham,  than 
•-the  family  had  hitherto  occupied  there,  and  to  which 
they  removed  in  December,  the  writer  of  this  memior 
will  draw  it  to  a  close. 

Cowper  had  not  passed  many  weeks  in  thistncw  habi* 

'  tation,  when  the  symptoms  of  we^ikness,  which  he  had 
for  some  time  exhibited,  assumed  a  dropsical  appear* 
ance  in  the  ancles  and  feet.  Td  arrest  the  progresi 
of  this  new  mafady,  a  physician  was  called  in,  on  the 
91st  of  January,  1800,  by  the  aid  of  whose  prescrip- 
tions, which  he  was  with  difficulty  persuaded  to  follow, 
and  the  daily  exercise  of  a  post-chaise,  the  disorder 
was  so  far  checked  as  not  to  occasion  any  further 
alarm  , 
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Towards  the  end  of  January  his  attention  had  been 
recalled  to  Homer,  by  a  request  from  his  friend  of  Su«- 
scx,  who  wished  him  to  new-model  a  passage  in  his 
Translation  of  the  IlHad,  where  mention  is  made  of 
the  very  ancient  sculpture  in  which  Dosdalus  had  re- 
presented  the  Cretan  dance  for  Ariadne.  "  On  the 
31st  of  January,"  says  Mr.  Hayley,  "  1  received  from 
him  his  improved  version  of  the  lines  in  question,  writ- 
ten in  a  firm  and  delicate  hand.  The  sight  of  such  writ- 
ing from  my  long-silent  friend  inspired  me  with  a  lively, 
but  too  sanguine  hope,  that  I  might  see  him  once  more 
restored.  Alas !  the  verses  which  I  surveyed  as  a  de- 
lightful omen  of  future  letters  from  a  correspondent  so 
inexpressibly  dear  to  me,  proved  the  last  effort  of  his 
pen." 

By  the  22d  of  February  his  weakness  had  increased 
to  such  a  degree  as  to  be  incompatible  with  tlie  motion 
of  a  carriage,  which  was  therefore  discontinue4  from 
that  day. 

He  had  now  ceased  to  come  down  stairs,  though  he 
was  still  able,  after  breakfasting  in  bed,  to  adjourn  to 
a  second  room  above,  and  to  remain  there  till  the  even- 
ing. 

Before  the  end  of  March  he  waB  obliged  to  forego 
even  the  trifling  exercise  connected  with  this  change 
of  apartments,  and  to  confine  himself  altogether  to  his 
bed-room;  in  which,  however,  he  sat  up  to  every  meal 
except  breakfast. 

About  tliis  time  he  was  visited  by  his  friend  Mir. 
Rose,  whose  arrival  at  the  Lodge  at  Weston  he  had  so 
often  welcomed  with  the  sincerest  delight,  but  whose 
approach  he  now  witnessed  with  scarcely  any  perceiv- 
able pleasure.  His  departure,  however,  on  the  6th  of 
Apiil,  excited  evident  feelings  of  regret  in  Cowper. 

The  humane  example  exhibited  by  Mr.  Rose,  in 

this  affectionate  visit  to  the  house  of  a  departing  friend. 

would  have  been  speedily  followed  by  Mr.  Hayley  ana 

»    [<ady  Hesketh,  had  not  the  former  been  pro  rented  by 
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the  impending  death  of  a  darling  child,  and  the  latter 
by  a  state  of  health  too  infirm  to  warrant  so  long  a 
journey,"  and  into  which  she  had  fallen  soon  after  the 
departure  of  Cowper  from  Weston,  in  consequence  of 
hof  protracted  and  painful  confinement  with  her  re- 
vered relative  during  the  early  stage  of  his  calamitous 
depression. 

On  the  19th  of  April  fiie  weakness  of  this  truly  piti 
able  sufferer  had  so  much  increased,  that  his  kinsman  ■ 
apprehended  his  death  to  be  near.  Adverting,  there- 
fore, to  the  aftiction,  as  well  of  body  as  of  mind,  which 
his  beloved  inmate  was  then  enduring,  he  ventured  to 
speak  of  his  approaching  dissolution  as  the  signal  of 
his  deliverance  from  both  these  miseries.  After  a  pause 
of  a  few  moments,  which  was  less  interrupted  by  the 
objections  of  his  desponding  relative  than  he  had  dared 
to  hope,  he  proceeded  to  an  observation  more  consola- 
tory still ;  namely,  that  in  the  world  to  which  ho  was 
hastening^  a  merciful  Redeemer  had  prepared  unspeak- 
able happiness  for  all  his  children — and  therefore  for 
him.  To  the  first  part  of  this  sentence  he  had  listened 
with  composure,  but  the  concluding  words  wore  no 
sooner  uttered  than  his  passionately  expressed  entrea- 
ties, that  his  companion  would  desist  from  any  further 
observations  of  a  similar  kind,  clearly  proved,  that 
*  though  it  was  on  the  eve  of  being  invested  with  an- 
gelick  light,  the  darkness  of  delusion  still  veiled  h:s 
spirit. 

The  clerical  duties  of  his  attendant  occasioned  his 
absence  during  the*  greater  part  of  Sunday  the  20th , 
but  he  learned  on  his  return  that  he  had  in  some  mea 
Burp  revived.  He  was,  however,  in  bed,  and  asleep ; 
which  induced  his  kinsman  to  remain  in  the  room,  and 
watch  by  him.  Whilst  engaged  in  this  jnelancholy 
office,  and  endeavouring  to  reconcile  his  mind  to  the 
loss  of  so  dear  a  friend,  by  considering  the  gain  which 
that  friend  would  experience,  his  rejections  were  wjd-  * 
ilenly  interrupted  by  the  unusual  and  singularly  varied 
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tone  of  his  broathing,  which  had  a  striking  resemblance 
to  the  confused  notes  of  an  organ.  Inexperienced  as 
he  then  was  in  the  diversified  approaches  of  the  last 
messenger,  he  conceived  it  to  be  the  sound  of  his  im- 
fnediate  summons,  and  after  listening  to  it  several 
minutes,  he  arose  from  the  foot  of  the  bed,  on  which 
he  was  sitting,  to  take  a  nearer,  and  a  last  view  of  his 
departing  relative,  commending  his  soul,  in  silence,  to 
that  gracious  Saviour,  whom,  in  the  fulness  of  mental 
health,  he  had  delighted  to  honour.  As  he  put  aside 
the  curtain  he  opened  his  eyes ;  but  closed  them  with- 
out speaking,  and  breathed  as  usual. 

In  the  early  part  of  Monday  the  21sl,  and  indeed  till 
towards  the  hour  of  dinner,  he  appeared  to  be  dyings, 
but  he  so  far  recovered  as  to  be  able  to  partake  sligbUy 
of  that  meal. 

The  near  approach  of  his  dissolution  became  more 
and  more  observable  in  every  succeeding  hour  of  Tues- 
day and  Wednesday.. 

On  Thursday  the  weakness  was  not  at  all  diminish- 
ed ;  but  he  sat  up  as  usual  for  a  short  time  in  the  even- 
ing. 

In  the  course  of  the  night,  when  he  appeared  to  be 
exceedingly  exhausted,  some  refreshment  was  present- 
ed to  him  by  Miss  Perowne.  From  a  persuasion,  how- 
ever, that  nothing  could  ameliorate  his  feelings,  thou  j^h 
without  any  apparent  impression  that  the  hand  of  death 
was  already  upon  him,  he  rejected  the  cordial  with 
these  words,  the  very  last  that  he  was  heard  to  utter, 
"What  can  it  signify?" 

At  five  in  the  morning  of  Friday  the  2i>th,  a  deadly 
change  in  his  features  was  observed  to  take  place.  Ha 
remained  in  an  insensible  state  from  that  time  till  about 
five  minutes  before  five  in  the  afternoon,  whdn  he  coast- 
ed to  breathe.  And  in  so  mild  and  gentle  a  mannei 
did  his  spirit  take  its  flight,  that  though  the  writer  df 
this  memoir,  his  hiedical  attendant,  Mr.  Woods,  and 
three  other  persons,  were  standing  at  the  foot  and  side 
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of  the  bed,  with  their  eyes  fixed  upon  his  dyin^r  coun- 
tenance, the  precise  moment  of  his  departure  was  unob- 
served by  any. 

From  this  mournful  period,  till  the  features  of  his 
deceased  firiend  were  closed  from  his  view,  the  expres- 
sion which  the  kinsman  ef  Cowper  observed  in  them, 
and  which  he  was  affectionately  delighted  to  suppose  an 
index  of  the  last  thoughts  and  enjoyments  of  his  soul 
in  its  gradual  escape  from  the  depths  of  despondence, 
was  that  of  calmness  and  composure,  mingled,  as  it 
were,  with  holy  surprise. 

He  was  buried  in  St.  Edmund's  Chapel,  in  the  church 
of  East  Dereham,  on  Saturday  the  2d  of  May.  Over 
his  graye  a  monument  is  erected,  beftrkig  the  foU#w- 
ing  inscnptioQ,  fkom  the  pen  of  Mr*  Utylej* 

loBlesMry 
Of  FIU.UN  C?owFjm  Bi^ 
Bom  in  Hefefordshiie^  1731* 
BvrM  in  tbiir  ehurcht 

Yewb^vdiiwanBihtbe  pobttck  tritunph  Ibel 
Of  talents,  dignified  by  aaered  Kaly 
Ilsrs,  CO  di^vQii^s  bard  dev^tttly  juit, 
Pay  your  ibad  tribute  due  to  Cowpeir's  dutC  | . 
England,  exullipg  in  his  spoUesg  f^me, 
Ranks  with  her  dearest  sons  his  favorite  i 
Sense,  &ncy,  wit,  suffice  not  all  to  raise 
So  dear  a  title  to  aflection's  praise : 
His  higfaestboDours  to  the  heart  belong ; 
His  vurtues  ibnu'd  the  magick  of  his  song. 

VoL.in.  6 
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TSR8E8  IVRITTEir  AT  BATH, 

ON  FINDING  THE  HEEL  OP  A  SHOE. 

IH1748. 

Fortune  !  I  thank  thee ;  gentle  Goddesd !  thanks ! 
Not  that  my  Mute,  though  bashful,  shall  deny, 
She  would  have  thanked  thee  rather,  hadst  thou  cast 
A  treasure  m  her  way ;  for  neither  meed 
Of  early  breakfast,  to  dispel  the  fumes, 
And  bowel-racking  pains  of  eiYiptin^s, 
Nor  noontide  feast,  nor  er'ning's  cool  repast, 
Hopes  she  from  this — ^presumptuous,  tho',  perhaps, 
The  cobbler,  leather-carving  artist !  might. 
Nathless  she  thanks  thee,  and  accepts  thy  boon, 
Whatever ;  not  as  erst  the  fabled  cock. 
Vain-glorious  fool !  unknowing  what  he  found, 
Spum'd  the' rich  gem  thou  gav'st  him.   Wherefore,  ah! 
Why  not  on  me  that  favour,  (worthier  sure  !) 
Conferr*d*st  thou.    Goddess  !    Thou  art  blind,  thou 

say'st; 
Enough !    -thy  blindness  shall  excuse  the  deed. 

Nor  does  my  Muse  no  benefit  exhale 
From  this  thy  scant  indulgence  !— even  here. 
Hints  worthy  sage  philosophy  are  found ; 
illustrious  hints,  to  moralize  my  song  ! 
This  ponderous  heel  of  perforated  hide 
Compact,  with  pegs  indented,  many  a  row. 
Haply  (for  such  its  massy  form  bespeaks) 
The  weighty  tread  of  some  rude  peasant  down 
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Upbore :  on  this  supported  oft,  he  stretched, 
With  uncouth  strides,  along  the  furrow'd  glebe, 
Flattening  the  stubborn  clod,  till  cruel  time, 
(What  will  not  cruel  time,)  on  a  wry  step, 
Sever'd  the  strict  cohesion ;  when,  alas  ! 
He,  who  could  erset;  with  even,  equal  pace  * 
Pursue  his  destin'd  way  with  symmetry, 
And  some  proportion  formed  now,  on  one  side, 
Curtailed  and  maim'd,  the  sport  of  vagrant  boyi, 
Cursing  his  frail  supporter,  treacherous  prop  ! 
With  toilsome  steps,  and  difficult,  moves  on ; 
Thus  fares  it  oft  with  other  than  the  feet    % 
Of  humble  villager — the  statesman  thus, 
Up  the  steep  road,  where  proud  ambition  leads, 
Aspiring,  first  uninterrupted  winds 
His  prosp'rons  way ;  nor  fears  miscarriage  ibo]. 
While  policy  prevails,  and  friends  prove  true ; 
But  that  support  soon  failing,  by  him  lefl, 
On  whom  he  most  depended,  biisely  left, 
Betray'd,  deserted ;  from  his  airy  height. 
Head-long  he  falls ;  and  through  the  rest  of  life« 
Drags  the  dull  load  of  disappointment  on. 
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fELBCTXD  FROM  AN  OCCASfOlTAL  ODB  05  THX  FIRlff 

PUBLICATIOK  OF  SIR  CHARLES  GBAKDI80N, 

IN  1753. 

To  reteuft  from  the  tyrant's  sword 
Th'  oppressed ; — unseen  and  unimplor'dy 

To  cfaeer.the  iaee  of  wo ;  .         . 

From  lawless  insult  to  defend 
An  orphan's  right— a  fallen  friend. 

And  a  forgiven  foe ; 


Digitized  by 


Google 


-^.-'iiiTrTi  I 


C4    EPISTLlE  TO  ROBERT  LLOYD,  ESQ. 
These,  these  distinguish  from  the  crowd. 
And  these  along,  the  great  and  good, 

The  guardians  of  mankind  ; 
Whose  bosoms  with  these  yirtu^s  hfekrd, 
O,  with  what  mat'cHlbss  speed,  they  Ica^ 
•  Thd  mtiltitiide  behmd  1 

Then  ask  ye,  fVom  ivhat  cause  tm  eiirfli 
Virtues  Kke  th^se  derive  their  birth, 

Dcriv'd  from  Heav*n  alotie. 
Full  on  that  favour'd  breast  they  shhife, 
Wh6re  faith  and  resignation  join 

To  call  the  blessing  down. 

Such  is  that  heart : — ^but  \dule  the  MuM 
Thy  theme,  O  Richardson,  pursues. 

Her  fbeble  spirits  ikint : 
She  cannot  reach,  and  would  not  wrong, 
That  subject  of  an  angePs  song, 

The  hero,  and  the  saint ! 


TO  ROBERT  LLOYD,  ESa 

'TIS  not  that  I  design  to  roo 
Thee  of  thy  birth-right,  gentle  Bob, 
For  thou  krt  born  sde  heir,  and  iongl^j 
Of  dear  Mai  Prior'a  easy  jingle  ; 
Nor  that  I  mean,  while  thus  I  knit 
My  thread-bare  sentimentfl  togeUier 
To  show  my  genius,  or  my  wit, 
"When  God  and  you  know  I  haviB  neither ; 
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Or  such,  as  might  be  better  shown 

By  lettiiig  poetry  alone. 

Tis  not  with  either  of  these  views, 

That  I  presam'd  t'  address  the  Muse : 

But  to  divert  a  fierce  banditti, 

(Sworn  foes  to  ev*ry  thing  that's  witty  !) 

That,  with  a  bkck,  infernal  train, 

Make  feruel  inroads  in  my  brain, 

And  daily  threaten  to  drive  thence 

My  little  garrison  of  sense : 

The  fierce  banditti,  which  I  mean. 

Are  gloomy  thoughts,  led  on  by  Spleen. 

Then  there's  another  reason  yet, 

Which  is,  that  I  may  fairly  quit 

The  debt,  which  justly  became  due 

The  moment  when  I  heard  from  you ; 

And  you  nught  grumble,  crony  mine. 

If  paid  in  any  other  coin ; 

Since  twenty  sheets  of  lead,  God  knows, 

(I  would  say  twenty  sheets  of  prose,) 

Can  ne'er  be  deem'd  worth  half  so  much 

As  one  of  gold,  and  your  ■  was  such. 

Thus,  the  preliminaries  settled, 

I  fairly  find  myself  pitch-kettled /^  t 

And  cannot  see,  though  few  see  better. 

How  I  shall  hammer  out  a  letter. 

First,  for  a  thought — since  all  agree — 
A  thought — ^I  have  it — ^let  me  see — 
Tis  gone  again — ^plague  on't !  I  thought 
I  had  it — but  I  have  it  not. 
Dame  Gurton  thus  and  Hodge  her  son. 
That  useful  thing,  her  needle,  gone  ! 
Rake  well  the  cinders  sweep  the  floor. 
And  nfl  the  dust  behind  the  door ; 

*  Pitch-ketUed,  a  iavonrite  phrase  at  the  time  when  tliis 
Epistle  was  wriuen,  expressive  of  being  puzzled,  or  what,  io 
the  Sp^tator's  time  would  have  been  called  bamboozkd, 
6* 
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«     EPISTLE  TO  ROBERl  wLOYD,  ES^. 
While  eager  Hodge  beholds  the  prire 
In  old  grimalkin's  glaring  eyes ; 
And  gannner  finds  it  on  her  Idiees  . 
In  erery  shining  straw  she  sees. 
This  simile  were  apt  enough : 
But  I've  another,  «ritl6k-ptoof ! 
The  yirtuoso  thus  at  noon, 
Broiling  beneath  a  July  sun. 
The  gilded  butttorfly  pursties, 
O'er  hedge  and  ditoh,  tfarotigh  gapis  tmtl  ilfart^i 
And  after  many  a  vain  ^ifgay, 
To  captivate  the  tempting  prey, 
Gives  him  at  length  the  hicky  pat. 
And  has  him  safe  b^ndath  his  hat  r 
Then  lifts  it  gent^  from  thd  grotUld ; 
Bat  ah  !  tis  lodt  AU  B06n^  ad  fbtimd  ' 
Culprit  his  Kberty  regains. 
Flits  out  of  sight,  )LUd  hiocks  his  pt^xa. 
The  sense  wad  dark )  twas  thiBWft)r4>  fit 
With  simile  V  illustrate  it ; 
But  as  too  ttitich  obscdtes  the  ki^it^       ' 
As  ofteA  as  160  Uttte  U^t,     '         * 
We  have  oufSittiireS  cut  i$h6rt, 
Fdr  matters  of  liable  gtaVe  import. 
That  SlattheWh  Jautobers  tuh  wllii  e«^ 
Each  man.of  coMMofi  sense  agTeldS ;    ' 
All  men  of  common  sense  aUow^ .       >      - 
That  Robert's  lines  are  easy  too ; 
Where  then  the  pref  rence  shall  we  ptace. 
Or  how  do  justice  in  this  case  ? 
Matthew  (says  Fame)  witjh  endless  paVis, 
Smooth 'd  and  refin'd  the  meanest  straiuK^ 
Nor  sufTer'd  one  ill-chosen  rhyme 
T'  escape  him  at  the  idlest  time  : 
And  thus  d'er  all  a  lustre  cast, 
Tbat,  while  the  langiiage  lives,  shal^teity     * 
An*t  please  your  ladyship,  (qti(oth  I,) 
For  His  my  business  to  reply  : 
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Sure  so  much  labour,  so  much  toUy 
Bespeak  at  least  a  stubborn  soil : 
Theirs  be  the  Itfurel  wreath  decreed 
'Who  both  write  wen,  and  write  Mi  ^ftM  i 
Who  tiirow  their  Helioon  about 
As  freely  as  a  conduit  spout ; 
Friend  Robert,  thus  like  thien  »ds#«M^ 
Lets  fall  a  poMn  sH  fMtoMt 
Nor  ueeA  hi»  gmuhie  ore  i'<iftie ! 
Tas  ready  jM^ishM  from  dM  MlM; 


THS  FIFTH  SATIRE 

OF  TAK 

FIRST  BOOK  OF  HORACE* 

[Printed  in  DtmifiOirib^'d  ^ota^^.] 
1759. 


*TwA8  a  hmg  jonniey  lay  befbre  iitf> 
When  I,  and  honest  HeHodortis, 
Who  far  in^point  of  rhetorick 
Surpasses  every  fiving  Greek, 
EtM{h  leavhig  our  respective  home, 
Together  sallied  fbrth  fror^  Rome 
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First  at  Aricia  we  alight, 
And  there  refresli,  and  pass  the  night, 
Our  entertainment  rather  coarse 
Than  sumptuous,  but  IVe  met  with  worto.  ' 
Thence  o*er  the  causeway  soft  afid  fair 
To  Appiiforum  we  repair. 
But  as  this  road  is  well  supptiod 
(Temptation  strong !)  on  either  side 
With  inns  commodious,  a^igi  and  wfjrm 
We  split  the  journey,  and  perform 
In  two  days  time  what's  often  done 
By  brisker  travellers  in  one. 
Here,  rather  choosing  not  to  sup 
Than  with  bad  water  mix  my  cap, 
After  a  warm  debate,  in  spite 
Of  a  provoking  appetite, 
I  sturdily  resolved  at  last 
To  balk  it,  and  pi'onounce  a  fast. 
And  in  a  moody  humour  wait. 
While  my  less  dainty  comrades  bait 

Now  o*er  the  spangled  hemisphere 
DifibsedHhe  starry  train  ^»pear. 
When  there  arose  a  desp'rate  brawl ; 
The  daves  and  bargemen,  one  and  all, 
Rending  their  throats  (have  mercy  on  us) 
As  if  they  were  resolved  to  stun  us,) 
**  Steer  the  barge  this  way  to  the  shore ; 
I  tell  you  we'll  admit  no  more ; 
Plague !  will  you  never  be  content  ?" 
Thus  a  whole  hour  at  lea«t  i»  sp^nt, 
While  they  receive  the  sev'ral  fares, 
And  kick  the  mule  into  his  gears. 
Happy,  these  difficulties  past, 
Could  we  have  fall'n  asleep-  at  last ' 
But,  what  with  humming,  croaking,  biting» 
Gnats,  frogs,  and  all  their  plagues  unitingi  - 
These  tuneful  natives  of  the  lake 
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Conspired  to  k«ep  ru  broad  awake. 
Bosidos  to  «ake  the  coneert  f\d!l, 
Two  maudlin  wig hti,  eieoeding  dtill, 
The  Bargeroatt  ewi  a  paaeenger, 
Each  in  his  turn,  eseay'd  «n  ^ 
In  honour  of  his  absent  fair. 
At  length  the  ^aMKnger,  opprest 
Witii  wine,  left  efl^  and  snored  the  rest 
The  weaiy  barg^diai  teo  gave  o'er, 
And  heaifa^  Us  companion  snore, 
Seiz'd  the  eeoaufcoA,  fix*d  the  barge, 
Tuni'd  dnt  his  nnrie  to  gnuse  at  large, 
And  slept  forgetfltl  of  his  eharge. 
And  Be#  the  sim  o*er  eastmm  hiB, 
Disoorer'd  that  mm  barge  ttood  itlK } 
When  one,  whose  anger  vexM  him  soTe, 
With  malice  firavght,  leaps  quick  oil  shoM  ; 
Plucks  u^  a  etake,  with  many  tL  thwack 
Assails  the  iniile  ind  drivier's  ba^« 

Then  slowlf  meting  on  with  paiHi 
At  ten  F«foiita%  stream  w«  gahi) 
And  in  her  prure  aad  gUn^  wirfe 
Our  hands  and  laees  gladljp'lave. 
Climbing  Ikree  miles,  Mt  Anxoi^s  heigftt 
We  reaoll,  witii  stonj  ^oafries  white. 
While  here,  as  was  agreed  we  w«itt| 
Till,  chacg'd  #itli  business  efthe  «tlit#, 
Mtecenas  and  Cseeeiwi,  ciMie) 
The  messengem  of  peace  ftom  Roltte 
My  eyes,  by  wat*ry  hamotiM  hhttt 
And  sera,  I  with  blaek  balsam  smear. 
At  length  they  join  t|S,  and  wiMi  them 
Our  worthy  friend  Feateins  came ; 
A  man  ef  saeh  ooasplete  dcN^tt, 
Antony  loy'd  him  at  his  heart. 
At  Fundi,  we  refixM  to  bait, 
And  laughVl  at  vain  Auftdius'  stBte« 
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A  priBtor  BOW,  a  ficribe  before, 
The  purple-b0ider*d  rebe  be  wofe. 
His  slave  the  smoking  cenaer  bore. 
Tir'd,  at  MursBa'fl-we  repoee, 
At  Formia  sup  at  Oapito*8. 

With  smtlee  tbe  riaiag  mnm^  vfe  g^o^ 
At  Sinuessa  pfeas*d  to  meet 
With  Plotius,  Vurius,  aad  the  bard 
Whom  Mantua,  first  with  wonder  heard. 
The  world  no  purer  spirite  kiraws ; 
For  none  my  heart  more  warmly  glows. 
O  !  what  emlnraees  we  beitow'd, 
And  with  what  joj  our  breasts  o^rflo>w*d 
Sure,  while  my  sense  ia  sound  aee  ekita, 
Long  as  I  live,  I  shall  prefer 
^  S^y>  ff<x>^  natur'd,  easy  firiend, 
To  every  blessing  Heay'n  can  sc«d. 
At  a  smaU  village  the  next  hight 
Near  the  Vulturnus  we  alight ; 
Where,  as  emf^oyM  on  state,  afiminr, 
We  were  supply'd  by  the  purveyom 
Frankly  at  once,  end  witkout  li^e. 
With  food  for.  man  and  horse,  and  &«. 
Capua  next  day  betimes  we  reach,  ' 

Where  Virgil  aad  myself,  who  eack 
Labour'd  with  dilferent  malaxes, 
His  such  a  stomaoh,  mine  such  eyee^    - 
As  would  not  bear  strong  exercise. 
In  drowsy  mood  to  sleep  resort ; 
MfBcenas  to  the  tennis-court. 
Next  at  Coeeeius'8  farm  we're  treated^ 
Above  the  caodian  tavern  seated  $ 
His  kind  imd  hospital^  board 
With  choice  of  wholesome  food  was  stvrM^ 

Now,  O  ye  nine,  inspire  my  lays ! 
To  nobler  themes  my  fancy  rise  * 
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Two  combatanto,  wha  teotn  to  yield 
The  noisy,  tonguerdisimted  field, 
SumeBtus  and  CiokmiB,  okim 
A  poet's  tribute  to  their  fame ; 
CicirmB  of  true  Oscian  breed, 
Sarmentus,  who  was  never  freed, 
But  ran  awaj.    We  don't  defiime  him , 
,  His  lady  lives,  and  still  may  claim  him. 
Thus  dignified,  in  harder  friay 
These  champions  their  keen  wit  display. 
And  first  SaraMUtus  led  the  way. 
"  Thy  locks,  (quoth  he  so  rough  and  coarse, 
Look  like  the  mane  of  some  wild  horse," 
We  laugii :  Cioimis,  undismayed — 
**  Have  at  ye« !"— cries,  and  intakes  his  he&d. 
"  *Tis  well  (Sarmentus  says)  you've  lost 
That  horn  your  forehead  once  eouHl  boast ; 
Since,  maimed  and  mangled  as  you  are, 
Tou  seem  to  butt."    A  hideous  scar 
Improved  ('tis  true)  with  double  grace 
The  native  honrours  of  his  fhce. 
Well.    Aftar'raueh  jocosely  said 
Of  his  grim  front,  so  fi'ry  red, 
(For  Cadtaneles  had  bkitch'd  it  o'er. 
As  usual  on  Campania's  shore) 
**  Give  us,  (he  cried)  since  you're  so  bi||^ 
A  sample  of  the  Cyelop's  jig ! 
Tour  shanks  methinks  no  buddns  ask, 
Nor  does  your  phii  require  a  made." 
To  this  Cicirms.    "  In  return 
Of  you,  Sir,  now  I  fein  wouldleam, 
When  'twas,  no  longer  deem'd  a  slave, 
Tour  chains  you  to  the  Lares  gave. 
For  tho*  a  scrivener's  right  you  claim, 
Tour  lady's  title  is  the  same. 
But  what  could  make  you  run  away, 
Since,  pigmy  as  you  are,  each  day 
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A  siDgle  pound  oi  bread  would  quit* 
0*erpow'r  your  pup»y  a|^p«tito  1" 
Thus  jok'd  the  champioiid)  while  we  laogMt 
And  man/  a  cheerfiil  humpeir  ^naff'd; 

To  Benoveptum  ii9Xt  we  steer  > 
Where  our.  9^^  b94t»  by  ever  case 
In  roasting  ^psheii  lo^a^aji  miee^ 
Had  almost  fall'i^  i^  sfMurifiae^ 
The  kitchen  soon  WM  all  on.  fire^ 
And  to  the  roof  the  daniee  niyite* 
There  n%ht  jou  see  eauh  maR  and 
Striving}  mmdstr  this  sad  diiMterf 
To  save  the  supper     Then  they 
With  speed  enough  to  queneh  Um 
From  hence  we  first  etdwtaiwwaee 
Th'  Apulian  hills,  weU  kaowo  U^mm, 
Parch'd  by  the  aul^iy  w«lt«m  hfaM, 
And  which  we  nover  should  han^  fmtf 
Had  not  Trivicius  hy  th^  Way . 
Receiv'd.us  at  the  o^Qse  of  day* 
But  each  was  fosc'4  at  enfrieg  hen 
To  pay  the  tribute  <^  iv  tear. 
For  more  of  muo^f.^  tWo  if  weeeeii 
The  hearth  waf  pil'd  with^  lefs  so  gBeea; 
From  hence  in  <Muiv^  we  w«9o  oorided 
Miles  twenty-four,  and  gMlytanied 
At  a  small  town,  wl^im^min'o  my  YMMe 
(So  barb'rous  is  it)  i$«|)i,'t  fehMffSft. 
Know  it  you  may  hj  mapy  a  sigiv 
Water  is  dearer  fiur  thtm  wi)ie* 
Their  bread  is  deem'd  speh  dainty  fitve, 
That  ev*ry  prudent  tra?^er 
His  wallet  loads  with  many  a  omsfc 
For  at  Canusium  you  might  juit 
As  well  attempt  to  gnaw  a  sloae 
As  think  to  get  a  mocsel  down ; 
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.Tilrat  too  with  scanty  streams  is  fod ; 
Its  founder  was  brave  Diomed. 
Good  Varios  (ah,  that  friends  must  part !) 
Here  left  as  all  with  aching  heart, 
At  Rubi  we  arriv'd  that  day, 
Wall  jaded  by  the  length  of  way, 
And  sure  poor  mortals  ne'er  were  wetter  * 
Next  day  no  weather  could  be  better ; 
No  foads  so  bad ;  we  eoaree  could  orawl 
Along  to  fishy  Barium's  wall. 
Th'  Ignatians  next,  who  by  the  rales 
Of 'Common  sense  are  knaves  or  fools, 
Made  all  our  sides  with  laughter  heavo, 
Since  we  with  them  must  needs  believe^ 
That  incense  in  their  temples  boms, 
And  without  fise  to  ashes  turns. 
To  eircnmcisiea's  bigots  tell 
Such  tales  i  for  me,  }  Jomw  foil  well, 
That  in  High  Hmt'h,  unmov'd  by  < 
The  Gods  eternal  ^ot  shore : 
Nor  can  I  deem  theif  spleea  the  < 
Why  fickle  nature  bf^ske  her  laws. 
Bnindusium  last  w«  reach :  and  thM* 
Stop  short  thQ  yaiMPe  md  ixmTeBtt. 
Vol.  in.  7 
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THE  NINTH  SATIRE 

OF  tHE 

FIRST  BOOK  OF  nORACE. 

THE  DKSCBIPTIONT  OP  AN  IMPERTlltEWT. 

ADAPTKD  TO  TH«   PRESEITT  TIMES, 

1750 

Savmt'rivg  along  the  street  one  day, 
On  trifles  musing  by  tbo'way — 
Up  steps  a  free  familiar  wight, 
(I  scarcely  knew  the  man  by  sight.) 
**  Carlos,  (he  cried^  your  hand,  my  dear , 
Gad,  I  rejoice  to  meet  you  here  ! 
Pray  Ileav'n  I  see  you  well  ?"  "  So,  so ; 
£v'n  well  enough  as  times  now  go. 
The  same  good  wishes,  sir,  to  you." 
Finding  he  still  pnrsu'd  mo  elose- 
**  Sir,  you  have  business,  I  suppose." 
''  My  business,  sir,  is  quickly  done, 
'Tis  bat  to  make  my  merit  known. 
Sir,  I  have  read" — ^**  O  learned  Sir, 
You  and  your  learning  I  revere." 
Then,  sweating  with  anxiety, 
And  sadly  longing  to  get  free, 
Gods,  how  I  scamperM,  scuffled  for't, 
Ran,  halted,  ran  again,  stopped  short, 
Beckon'd  my  boy,  and  pull'd  him  near, 
And  whispered  nothing  in  his  ear. 

Tcas'd  with  his  loose  unjointed  chat — 
'*  What  street  is  this '  What  house  is  that?** 
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0  HarloW)  how  I  envied  thee 
Thy  unabash'd  effirooteiyi 

Who  dar'st  a  foe  with  freedom  blame, 
And  call  a  coxcomb  by  his  name ! 
When  I  returned  him  answer  nonoi 
Obligingly  the  fool  ran  on, 
«  I  see  you're  dismally  distressed, 
Would  give,  the  world  to  be  released. 
But,  by  your  leave,  sir,  I  shall  still 
Stick  to  yoor  ddrts,  do  what  you  will 
Pray,  which  way  dpes  your  journey  tend  r" 
**  O  'tis  a  tedious  way,  my  friend. 
Across  the  Thames,  the  Lord  knows  wheve, 

1  would  not  trouble  you  so  far." 

"  Well,  Pm  at  leisure  to  attend  you." 

**  Are  you  ?  (thought  I)  the  De'il  befriend  you." 

No  ass  with  double  panniers  tack'd, 

Oppressed,  o'erladon,  broken-back'd. 

E'er  look'd  a  thousandth  part  so  dull 

As  I,  nor  half  so  like  a  fool. 

"  Sir,  I  know  little  of  myself, 

(Proceeds  the  pert  conceited  elf) 

''  If  Gray  or  Mason  you  will  deem 

Than  me  more  worthy  your  esteem. 

Pooihs  I  write  by  folios 

As  fast  as  other  men  write  prose ; 

Then  I  can  sing  so  loud,  so  clear. 

That  Beard  cannot  with  me  compare. 

In  dancing  too  I  all  surpass. 

Not  Cooke  can  move  with  such  a  grace." 

Hexe  I  made  shift  with  much  ado 

To  interpose  a  word  or  two. — 

"  Have  you  no  parents,  sir,  no  friends, 

Whose  welfare  on  your  own  depends  ?" 

"  Parents,  relation,  say  you  ?  No. 

They're  all  dispos'd  of  long  ago." — 

"  Happy  to  be  no  more  perplez'd ! 

My  fafe  too  threatens,  I  go  next. 
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W   DESCBIPnON  OF  AN  IMPERTI*IJEM» 
Despatch  me,  sir,  'tis  bow  too  kte, 
Alas !  to  struggle  with  my  Isfo ! 
Well,  I'm  eenvino'd  my  time  is  6oni4^^ 
When  young,  a  gipsy  fold  tty  dootatlw 
The  beldame  stioek  faer  pidsied  ^eitd. 
As  she  pems'd  my  palm,  asd  wM : 
Of  poison,  pestilence,  or  i/heti 
Gout,  stone  defltizioii|  er  eiC(aiN4i, 
Tou  have  He  reason  to  bewtti*e. 
Beware  the  oozeomh's  idle  prile  j 
Chiefly,  my  son,  beware  ef  thit« 
Be  sure,  when  you  beheld  him,  Af 
Out  of  all  earshot,  et  yen  ^^" 

To  Rufus'  Hall  we  now  draw  near ; 
Where  he  was  summoned  to  appear, , 
Refute  the  chargp  the  plaintiff  brought. 
Or  suffer  judgment  by  defkult. 
*<  For  Heaven's  sake,  if  you  love  me,  wait 
One  moment !  I'll  be  with  you  straight.^ 
Glad  of  a  plausible  pretence — 
''  Sir,  I  must  beg  you  to  dispense 
With  my  attendance  in  the  court. 
My  legs  will  surely  suffer  for't.** 
"  Nay,  pritl)ee,  Carlos,  stop  awhile?" 
'<  Faith,  sir,  in  law  I  have  no  skill.  .     , 
Besides,  I.have  no  time  to  spare, 
I  must  be  going  you  know  where." 
"  Well,  I  protest,  I*m  doubtftil  ttoW, 
Whether  to  leave  my  suit  or  you  !'* 
"  Me  without  scruple  !  (1  reply) 
Me  by  all  means,  sir '" — **  No,  not  I. 
^Oons  Monsieur  /"    'Twere  vaift  (yoii  ItHtir) 
To  strive  witli  a  victorious  foe. 
So  I  reluctantiy  obey 
And  follow,  where  he  leads  the  w&^. 

Tou  and  Newcaetle  are  so  close. 
Still  hand  and  gbve,  sir-  -I  suppose.— 
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Newcastle  (lei  me  tdl  yoo,  sir) 
Has  not  bis  equal  every  where. 
Well.    There  indeed  jour  fortune's  made , 
Faith,  sir,  jou  undenitand  your  trade. 
Would  yoa  but  give  me  your  good  word  1 
Just  introduoe  ni*  to  my  lord. 
I  should  serve  charmingly  by  way 
Of  second  fiddle^  as  they  say : 
What  think  yoo,  sir  ?  'twere  a  good  jest, 
Slife,  we  sbsfold  qsiokty  Mout  the  rest.''^-  - 
<<  Sir,  you  nastike  the  tnaUer  fiir, 
We  have  no  second  fiddles  there.—* 
Richer  than  I  soom  fi^cs  may  be  ;    . 
More  learned,  but  it  hurts  not  me.  • 

Friends,  tho'  he  has  of  difTrent  kind. 
Each  has  hii?  proper  place  assigned." 
'<  Strange  matters  these  alleged  by  you  !"-* 
**  Strange  they  may  be,  but  they  are  true."  - 
"  Well,  then,  I  vow,  'tis  mighty  clever, 
Now  I  long  ten  times  more  than  ever 
To  be  advanc'd  extremely  near 
One  of  his  shining  character. 
Have  but  the  will — ^there  wants  no  more 
*Tis  plain  enough  you  have  the  pow*r. 
His  easy  temper  (that's  the  worst) 
Ho  knows,  and  is  so  shy  at  first —  ^ 
But  such  a  cavalier  as  you — 
Lord,  sir,  you'll  quickly  bring  him  to  T*- 
**  Well ;  if  I  fail  in  my  design. 
Sir,  it  shall  bo  no  fault  of  mine. 
If  by  the  saucy  servile  tribe 
Denied,  what  think  you  of  a  bribe  ? 
Shut  out  to-day,  not  die  with  sorrow 
But  try  my  luck  again  to-morrov 
Never  attempt  lo  visit  him 
But  at  the  most  convenient  time 
Attend  him  on  each  levee  day, 
Ami  ther*9  my  humble  duty  j>ay 
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78  IXBSKmiPTION  OF  AN  IMFEBTD(£irr 
Labour,  like  tMsyOvrwifiitMippliei; 
And  they  mmt  ttoop  who  mean  to  nicU" 

While  thni  he  wittkigly  huango'd^ 
For  whkk  yon*!!  goeM  I  wiih'd  him  faang^i 
C5ampley,  a  friend  of  ninis,  cuns  byy 
Who  knew  hn  hunonr  more  ttun  L* 
We  stop,  salute,  aad'-^  why  00  fluft^ 
Friend  Gados!  Whither  aU  tfam  haitor<»* 
Fir'd  at  the  Ihoiq^te  of  a  nfiAietB^ 
I  pinch;iiim,  piill  hitt,  twitch  hi»  deere^ 
Nod,'Wskon,  hke  my  li^,  wink,  pe«t| 
Do  ev'ry  things  hot  epeak  ptein  cml » 
•While  he,  sad  dog,  from  the  beginning^ 
Determin'd  to  mistake  my  meaning  | 
Instead  of  pitying  my  enrse. 
By  jeering  made  it  ten  times  worse. 
**  Campley,  what  seorety  (pray  !)  was  ths        i 
You  wanted  to  oommunieate  V* 
"  I  recollect.    But  *tis  no  matter. 
Carlos,  we'll  talk  of  that  bereafler. 
E'en  let  the  secret  rest.    'Twill  tell 
Another  time,  sir,  just  as  weB.** 

Was  ever  such  a  dismal  day  ? 
Unlucky  cur,  he  steals  away, 
And  leaves  me,  half  bereft,  of  life^ 
At  mercy  of  the  butcher's  knife  ; 
When  sudden,  shouting  from  a&r, 
See  his  antagonist  appear ! 
The  bailiff  seiz'd  him  quick  as  thought 
"  Ho,  Mr.  Scoundrel !  are  you  caught  ? 
Sir,  you  are  witness  to  th'  arrest." 
"  Aye  marry,  sir,  I'll  do  my  best." 
The  mob  huzzas.    Away  Uiey  trudge^ 
Culprit  and  all,  before  the  judge. 
Meanwhile  I  luckily  enough 
(Thanks  to  Apollo)  got  clear  off. 
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ADDRESSEJ>  TO  MISS- 


,        ON  READING 

THE  PRATER  FOR  INDIFFERfiNCfi. 

And  dwells  thmn  m  &  fenuJe  hearty 

3y  bounteous  heay'n  desigit'd 
The  choicest  raptures  to  unparty 

To  feel  the  most  refift*d— 

Dwells  there  a  wiiA  in  muk  it  tf^mt 

Its  nature  to  forego 
To  smothei^  in  ignoble  rest 

At  once  both  bhss  and  wo  \ 

Far  be  the  thought,  and  fior  l3rff  strtuif, 

Which  breathes  the  low  desire. 
How  sweet  soe*er  the  verse  complain, 

Though  Phoebus  string  the  lyt^. 

Come  then,  fair  maid,  (in  nature  '^ise) 

Who,  knowing  them,  can  feU 
From  gen'rous  sympathy  what  joys 

The  glowing  bosom  swelL 

In  justice  to  the  yarious  powers 

Of  pleasing,  which  you  share, 
Join  me,  mmid  your  sleBt  houss. 

To  form  the  better  pray'r, 

*  For  Mrs.  Greville'sOdii,  mm  JamuA  Reiptter,  veL  v  p 
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With  lenient  balm,  may  ObWan  henea 

To  fairy  land  be  driv'n  ; 
With  ev'ry  herb  that  blunts  the  sense 

Mankind  receiy'd  from  heay'n. 

"  Oh !  if  my  sov 'reign  Author  please. 

Far  be  it  from  my  fate, 
To  live,  imblest,  in  torpid  ease, 

And  slumber  cm  in  state. 

£ach  tender  tie  of  life  defied 
Whence  social  pleasures  spring, 

Unmov'd  with  all  the  world  beside, 
A  solitary  thing—" 

Some  Alpine  mountain,  wrapt  in  snow» 
Thus  braves  the  whirling  blast, 

Eternal  winter  do<Hn'd  to  kiK>w, 
No  genial  spring  to  taste. 

In  vain  warm  suns  their  influence  shed. 
The  zephyrs  sport  in  vain, 

He  rears,  unchanged,  his  barren  head. 
Whilst  beauty  decks  the  plain. 

What  tho'  in  scaly  armour  drest, 

Indifference  may  repel 
The  shafts  of  wo — in  such  a  breast 

No  joy  can  ever  dwell. 

*Tis  woven  in  the  worlds  groat  plan, 
And  fix'd  by  heav'n*s  decree, 

That  all  the  true  delights  of  man 
Should  spring  from  Sympathy. 

'Tis  nature  bids,  and  idiMist  the  laws 
Of  nature  we  retain, 
-    0«r  self-approving  bosom  drawi 
A  pleasure  from  its  pain. 
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Thui  giisf  itself  has  comforts  dkar, 

The  sordid  never  know  ^ 
An  ecstaii^  ftltendsthe  tetr^ 

When  yirtae  bids  H  AoWt 

For,  when  it  stresnis  front  thttt  puxi  setiH}* 

No  bribes  the  heart  can  win, 
To  check,  or  alter  irom  its  co«rse 

The  luxur/  within. 

Peace  to  the  phlegm  of  sttllen  «)vei^ 

Who,  if  from  labour  eas'd, 
Extend  no  care  b^ond  themselves, 

Unpleasing  and  unpleas'd« 

Lot  no  low  thought  suggest  the  pray'r. 
Oh !  grant,  kind  heaven,  to  me^ 

Long  as  I  draw  ethereal  oiri 
Sweet  Sensibility. 

Where'er  the  heavenly  nymph  is  seen, 

With  lustre-beaming  eye, 
A  train,  attendant  on  their  queen, 

(Her  rosy  chorus)  fly. 

The  jocund  Loves  in  Hymen's  band. 

With  torches  ever  bright. 
And  gon'roqs  FriendsUp  hand  in  hand 

With  Pity's  wat'ry  sight. 

The  gentler  virtues  too  are  join'd, 
•   In  youth  immortal  warm. 
The  soft  relations,  which,  oombin'd, 
Give  life  her  ev  *iy  charm* 

The  arts  immt  ia6Amg  » tlw  doM^ 

And  lend  celestial  fire, 
The  roarUe  breathes,  the  eaamHS  glow% 

The  mnmm  sw^ep  the  Ijm^ 
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.**  Still  may  my  roeUing  boaom  cleave 

To  Bufferings  not  my  own^ 
And  Btill  the  sigh  responsive  he&veii 
Where'er  is  heard  a  groan^ 

89  Pity  shall  take  Virtue's  part. 

Her  natural  ally, « 
And  fashioning  my  soften'd  heart. 

Prepare  it  for  the  sky.*' 

This  artless  vow  may  heav'n  receive, 
And  you,  fond  maid,  approve : 

So  may  your  guiding  angel  give 
Whate'er  you  wish  or  love. 

80  may  the  ro8y-finger*d  hours 
Lead  on  the  various  year,  ^ 

And  ev*ry  joy,  which  now  is  yours. 
Extend  a  larger  sphere. 

And  suns  to  come,  as  roimd  they  wheel 
Tour  golden  moments  bless, 

With  all  a  tender  heart  can  feel, 
Or  lively  fancy  guess.  ^ 


TRANSLATION  FROM  VIRGIU 

iSHEID,  BOOK  Till.  LUIS  18. 

Thv8  Italy  was  moved^nor  did  the  ehiei^ 
£neas,  in  his  mind  less  tumult  feeL 
On  every  aide  his  aajuous  thought  he  turns, 
Restlesfly  unfit,  not  knowing  wiwt  to  ehooae. 
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And  as  %  cittern  that  in  brim  of  brats 
Confines  the  erystal  flood,  if  chance  the  son 
Smile  on  it,  or  the  rooon*s  resplendent  orb, 
The  quiy'ring  li^ht  now  flashes  on  the  walls, 
Now  leaps  uncertain  to  the  yauUed  roof: 
Sach  were  the  way'ring  motions  of  his  miod. 
Twas  night — and  weary  nature  sunk  to  rest, 
The  birds,  the  bleating  flocks  were  heard  no  more. 
At  length,  on  the  cold  ground,  beneath  the  damp' 
And  dewy  vaults,  fast  by  the  river *s  brink, 
The  Father  of  his  country  sought  repose.       * 
When  lo !  among  the  spveading  poplar  boughs. 
Forth  from  his  pleasant  stream,  propitious  n>*e 
The  god  of.  Tiber :  clear  trmsparent  gauze 
Infolds  his  loins,  his  brows  with  reeds  are  crown'd  : 
And  these  his  gracious  words  to  sooth  his  care : 
**  Ueaven-bom,  who  bring*st  our  kindred  home  again  ' 
Rescued,  and  giv'st  eternity  to  Troy, 
Long  have  Laurentum  and  the  Latian  plains 
Expected  thee  ;  behold  thy  fiz'd  abode. 
Fear  not  the  tlueats  of  war,  the  storm  is  passed, 
The  gods  appeas'd.    For  proof  that  what  thou  hear*sl 
Is  no  vain  forgery  or  delusive  dream, 
Beneath  the  grove  that  borders  my  green  baiUc, 
A  milk-white  swine,  with  thirty  milk-white  young, 
Shall  greet  thy  wond'ring  eyes.    Mark  well  the  place, 
For  'tis  thy  place  of  rest :  thore  end  thy  toils  i 
There,  thrice  ten  years  elaps'd,  fair  Alba's  walls 
Shall  rise,  fair  Alba,  by  Ascanius'  hand. 
Thus  shall  it  be-HMw  listen,  while  I  teach 
The  means  t'  accoanplish  these  events  at  hand. 
Th'  Arcadians  here,  a  race  from  Pallas  ^>rung,  ' 

FoUowing  £vander's  standard  and  his  &te, 
High  on  these  mountains,  a  well  chosen  spot,  1  • 

Have  built  a  eiiy,  for  their  Grandsbe's  sake. 
Named  Fallanteam.    These,  perpetual  war 
Wage  with  the  Latians :  join'd  infiiithful  Isagoo 
And  arms  confod'rate,  add  them  to  your  oumj^ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


U         TBAN8LATIOM  FROM  VIRGil*. 

MjMilf,  between  vnj  w'mimg  banks,  will  ipe^d 

Tour  well^'oar'd  bariM  to  stem  th'  oppqeivg  Ud^ 

Rise,  goddest-boTBy  wise ;  and  with  tbe  ^st 

Declining  •tars,  seek  Juno  in  thy  pray*r, 

And  yanqnish  all  baf  wrath  witb  supplia*!  v*vi« 

When  confo^st  Qxcmim  thee,  then  raittewbeir  itfi. 

I  am  the  Tiber,  whom  4«nilf  an  etretia 

HeaT*n  favoura ;  I  with  copiov  flood  divide 

These  gnMuy  banka,  aod  «l»ave  the  fraiiful  me«dft 

Mj  mansion.  Thin    and  lofty  cities  csown 

My  foaptain-haad"*-He  s|iokfi  and  aooght  the  d«^ 

And  plung'd.  hia  ibrm  beneath  the  dppinf  flood. 

iEneas  at  the  notning  dawn  awoke, 

And  rising,  with  uplifted  eje  beheld 

The  orient  sun,  tbea  dipp'd  his  palms,  and  seeop'd 

The  brimming  stream,  and  Ihns  addrees'd  the  skftee; 

**  Ye  nymphs,  Laurentian  nymphs,  who  fioed  the 

Of  many  a  streaiPi  and  thoit,  with  thy  bleaa'4  flood, 

O  Tiber,  hear,  aeci^t  me,  and  aflbrd. 

At  length  afford,  a  shelter  firom  my  woes. 

Where'er  in  secret  cavern  imder  greond, 

Tl^  waters  sleep,  where'er  they  spring  to  ligfat| 

Since  thou  hast  pity  lor  a  wretch  lik^  me, 

My  ofTriAfi  and  my  tows  shall  wak  thee  attlk 

Great  horned  Father  of  Hesperian  floods, 

De  gracious  now  and  ratify  thy  word." 

He  said,  and  chose  two  gallies  flrom  his  fleel, 

Fits  them  with  oars,  and  elofhee  the  oiew  in  arpi, 

When  lo !  astonishing  and  pleasing  sight. 

The  milk-white  dam,  with  her  unspjeMed  faroed, 

Lay  streteh'd  upon  the  hank,  beneatn  the  gsoeaa. 

To  thee,  the  piens  Prinee,  Jime,  to  thee 

Devotes  them  all,  all  on  thiae  attar  bleed. 

That  live*long  night  old  Tiber  smoelh'd  U»  floed. 

And  so  restrained  it,  that  it  ssem*d  te  stand 

Motionless  ae  a  pool,  or  silent  lake, 

That  net  a  billow  might  resist  their  oars. 

With  chjegfut  loond  of  exhortation  soon 
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Their  voyage  tbdy  begin ;  the  pitchy  ke*! 
Slides  UtfAugh  tiM  getttle  &oepy  the  quiet  «trettm 
Admires  th'  tinwonted  burthen  that  it  heart, 
Well  poliflli'd  titxMf  and  vesseh  painted  gny. 
Beneath  th^  ihadd  of  rarious  trees,  between 
Th*  uinbrage<Ms  branehes  of  the  spreading  gtorti 
Thej  6ttt  their  liquid  way,  nor  day,  nor  night 
They  shick  their  course,  unwinding  as  they  ga 
The  hmg  ni($anders  of  the  peaceful  tide. 

The  glowhig  stin  was  hi  meridian  height, 
When  ft^em  a^  they  saw  the  humble  waHs, 
And  the  few  scattered  cottages,  which  no# 
The  Roman  poW'r  has  equalled  with  the  clouds  *, 
But  such  was  then  Erander'ti  scant  domahi, 
They  steer  to  shor«,  ttnd  hasten  to  the  towtt. 

It  Chanel  tk'  Arcadiatt  motiArch  on  that  day, 
Before  the  walls,  beneath  a  iliady  gtoye. 
Was  celebrating  high.  In  solemn  fbast, 
Alcides  and  hii  tutelaty  ^ods. 
Pallas,  his  son,  was  there,  and  there  the  chief 
Of  all  his  youth ;  lirith  these,  a  worthy  tribb, 
His  poor  but  tetierabfe  senate,  burnt 
Sweet  incense,  and  their  altars  smokM  with  bloiod. 
Soon  as  they  saw  the  to#*rin^  ihasts  approach. 
Sliding  between  the  trees,  whild  the  crew  test 
Upon  their  silent  oars,  amated  they  rose. 
Not  without  fear,  and  aH  forsook  the  feast. 
But  Pallas'  undlsmajr^d,  his  javlin  ftehsM, 
Rush'd  to  thd  bank,  and  from  a  riiing  ground 
Forbad  them  to  disftmb  tho  saetod  tites. 
"  Ye  stranger  jrouth  !  What  prompts  you  to  explore 
This  untried  way  ?  and  whither  do  ye  stear  ? 
Whence,  and  who  are  ye  ?  BHng  ye  peac6  or  waJ:  f*" 
iEneas  horn  his  lofty  deck  holds  forth 
The  peaceful  olive-branch,  and  thus  replies  : 
"  Trojans,  and  enemies  to  the  Latian  state, 
Whom  they  with  unprovokM  hostilities 
Have  driv'n  away,  thou  see'st.    Wo  seek  Evander— 
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S«7  this — and  ray,  besides,  the  Trojan  cluefii 

Are  come,  and  seek  his  friendship  and  his  aid." 

Pallts  with  wonder  heard  that  awful  name, 

And  "  whosoe'er  thou  art,"  he  cried,  *^  come  forth ; 

Bear  thine  own  tidings  to  my  Father's  ear, 

And  be  a  welcome  guest  beneath  our  roof." 

He  said,  and  press'd  the  stranger  to  his  breast  t 

Then  led  him  from  the  river  to  the  grove, 

Where,  courteous,  thus  JEneas  greets  the  king : 

''  Best  of  the  Grecian  race,  to  whom  I  bow 

(So  wills  my  fortune)  suppliant,  and  stretch  Catth 

In  sign  of  amity  this  peaceful  branch. 

I  fear*d  thee  not,  although  I  knew  thee  well 

A  Grecian  leader,  bom  in  Aready, 

And  kinsman  of  th*  Atride.    Me  my  virtsey 

That  means  no  wrong  to  thee — the  Oracles, 

Our  kindred  families  allied  of  old. 

And  thy  renown  diffused  through  ey^ry  land, 

Have  fdl  conspired  to  bind  in  friendship  to  tboe. 

And  send  me  not  unwilling  to  thy  shores. 

Dardanus  author  of  the  Trojan  state, 

(So  say  the  Greeks,)  was  fair  Electra's  son ; 

Electra  boasted  Atlas  for  her  sire, 

Whose  shoulders  high  sustain  th'  ethereal  orbs* 

Your  sire  is  Mercury,  whom  Maia  bore. 

Sweet  Maia,  09.  Cyllene's  hoary  top. 

Her,  if  we  credit  aught  tradition  old, 

Atlas  of  yore,  the  self^same  Atlas,  claim'd 

His  daughter.    Thus  united  close  in  blood, 

Thy  race  and  ours  one  common  sire  confess. 

With  these  credentials  fraught,  I  would  not  send  . 

Ambassadors  with  artful  phrase  to  sound, 

And  win  thee  by  degrees — ^but  came  myself —  • 

Me,  therefore,  me  thou  see^st ;  my  life  tfie  stake 

Tis  I,  iEnoas,  who  impk>ro  thine  aid. 

Should  Daunia,  that  now  aims  the  blow  at  thee. 

Prevail  to  conquer  ti5,  nought  then,  they  thinl 

^jll  l«inder,  but  Hesperia  must  be  theirs. 
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All  tlieira,  from  th'  upper  to  the  nether  sea. 
Take  then  our  friendship,  and  return  us  thine. 
We  too  have  courage,  we  have  noble  minds, 
And  jouth  'well  tried,  and  exercised  in  arms." 

Thus  spoke  £neas — He  with  fix'd  regard 
Burvey'd  hira  speaking,  features,  form,  and  mien. 
Then  briefly  thus — ^**  Thou  noblest  of  thy  name, 
How  gladly  do  I  take  thee  to  my  heart. 
How  gladly  thus  confess  thee  for  a  friend ; 
In  thee  I  trace  Anchises ;  his  thy  speech. 
Thy  voice,  thy  count'nance.    For  I  well  remembei 
Many  a  day  since,  when  Priam  joumey'd  forth 
To  Salamis,  to  see  the  land  where  dwelt 
Hesione,  his  sister,  he  push'd  on 
E'en  to  Arcadia's  frozen  bounds.    Twas  then 
The  bloom  of  youth  was  glowing  on  my  cheek  ; 
Much  I  admired  the  Trojan  chiefe,  and  much 
Their  king,  the  son  of  great  Laomedon, 
But  most  Anchises,  tow'rlng  o'er  them  all. 
A  youthful  longing  seiz'd  me  to  accost 
The  hero,  and  embrace  him ;  I  drew  near, 
And  gladly  led  him  to  the  walls  of  Pheneus. 
Departing,  lie  distinguish'd  me  with  gifts, 
A  costly  quiver  stored  with  Lycian  darts, 
A  robe  inwove  with  gold,  with  gold  embossed. 
Two  bridles,  those  which  Pallas  uses  now. 
The  friendly  league  thou  hast  solicited 
I  give  thee  therefore,  and  to-morrow  all 
My  chosen  youth  shall  wait  on  your  return. 
Meanwhile,  since  thus  in  friendship  ye  are  cdme, 
Rejoice  with  us,  and  join  to  celebrate 
These  annual  rites,  which  may  not  be  delayed, 
And  be  at  once  familiar  at  our  board." 

He  said,  and  bade  replace  the  foast  removed ; 
Himself  upon  a  grassy  bank  disposed 
The  crew,  but  for  ^neas  order'd  forth 
A  couch,  spread  with  a  lion's  tawny  shag. 
And  bade  him  share  the  honours  of  his  throne. 
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7h*  appoiutcd  youth  with  glad  alacfity 
Assist  the  laboring  priest  to  load  the  board 
With  roasted  entrails  of  the  slaughtered  beeveSi 
Well  kneaded  bread  and  mantling  bowls.  Wg\\  pleased 
iEneas  and  the  Trojan  youth  regale 
On  the  huge  length  of  a  wcU-pastur'd  civile. 
Hunger  appeas'd)  and  tables  all  despatch'd, 
Thus  spake  Evan^er :  <<  Superstition  her?} 
In  this  our  solemn  feasting,  has  uo  part. 
No,  Trojan  friend,  from  utmost  danger  89,y'4| 
In  gratitude  this  worship  we  renew. 
Behold  that  rock  which  nods  above  the  vale. 
Those  bulks  of  broken  stone  dispersed  around, 
How  desolate  the  shattered  caye  appearp, 
And  what  a  ruin  spreads  th'  encundi>er'd  pl$u^. 
Within  this  pile,  but  far  within,  was  once 
The  den  of  Caeus ;  dire  his  hateful  form, 
That  shunn'd  the  day,  half  monster  and  half  mai^« 
Blood  newly  shed  streamed  ever  on  the  groqnd 
Smoking,  and  many  a  visage  pale  aud  wan 
Nail*d  at  his  gate,  hung  hideous  to  the  sight. 
Vulcan  begot  the  I^rute :  v^^t  w$is  his  sizo^ 
And  from  his  throat  he  belch'd  his  father's  firos. 
But  the  day  come  that  brought  ns  what  we  '^iafi'At 
Th'  assistahc^  and  the  presence  of  a  God. 
Flush'd  with  his  vict'ry  and  the  spoils  h^  wo^ 
Trom  triple-form'd  Geryon,  lively  8lain« 
The  great  avenger,  Hercules  appeared. 
Hitlier  he  drove  his  stately  bulhi,  and  ponx*4 
His  herds  along  the  vale.    But  the  sly  thief 
Cacus,  that  nothing  might  escape  his  han4 
Of  villany  or  fraud,  drove  from  the  stalls 
Four  of  the  lordliest  of  his  bulls,  and  four 
The  fairest  of  his  heifers ;  by  the  tail 
He  dragg'd  them  to  his  den,  and  there  cppceU'li 
No  footstep  might  betray  the  dark  abode. 
And  now  his  herd  with  provender  sufficed 
Alcides  would  be  gone ;  they  as  they  went 
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6tiU1>ellowing  loud,  made  the  deep  echoing  woodf% 
And  distant  hills  resound :  when  hark !  one  ox, 
Impri8on*d  close  within  the  vast  recess, 
Lows  in  return,  and  frustrates  all  his  hope. 
Then  fury  seized  Alcides,  and  his  breast 
With  indignation  heaved ;  grasping  his  club 
Of  knotted  oak,  swift  to  the  mountain  top 
He  ran,  he  flew.    Then  first  was  Cacus  seen 
To  trenlble,  and  his  ejes  bespoke  his  fears. 
Swift  as  an  eastern  blast  he  sought  his  den, 
And  dread  increasing,  wing*d  him  as  he  went. 
Drawn  up  in  iron  slings  above  the  gate 
A*  rock  was  hung  enormous.    Such  his  haste, 
He  burst  the  chains,  and  dropped  it  at  the  door, 
Then  grappled  it  with  iron  woric  within 
Of  bolts  and  bars  by  Vulcan's  art  contrived. 
Scarce  was  he  fiist,  when  panting  for  revenge 
Came  Hercules ;  he  gnash'd  his  teeth  with  rage, 
And  quick  as  lightning  glanc'd  h»  eyes  around 
In  quest  of  entrance.    Fiery  red,  and  stung 
With  indignation,  thrice  he  wheel'd  his  course 
About  the  mountain ;  thrice,  but  thrice  in  vain, 
He  strove  to  force  the  quarry  at  the  gate, 
And  thrice  sat  down  o*erwearicd  in  the'vale. 
There  stood  a  pointed  rock,  abrupt  and  rude 
That  high  o*erlook'd  the  rest,  close  at  the  back 
Of  the  fell  monster's  den,  where  birds  obscene 
Of  ominous  note  resorted,  choughs  and  daws. 
This,  as  it  lean'd  obliquely  to  the  left, 
Threat'ning  the  stream  below,  he  from  the  .right 
Push'd  with  his  utmost  strength,  and  to  and  fro 
He  shook  the  mass,  loos*ning  its  lowest  base  ; 
Then  shov'd  it  from  its  seat ;  down  fell  the  pile ; 
Sky  thunder'd  at  the  fall ;  the  banks  give  way, 
Th*  afTrighted  stream  flows  upward  to  his  source 
Behold  the  kennel  of  the  brute  expos'd, 
Tht  gloomy  vault  laid  open.    So,  if  chance 
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Earth  yawnmg  to  tUe  contre  $iu)ulii  duicloso 

The  mansions,  the  pale  luausions  of  the  dead, 

Loath'd  by  the  Gods,  such  would  the  gulf  appear^ 

And  the  ghosts  tremble  at  the  sight  of  da/. 

The  monster  br^yiug  with  unusual  din 

Within  his  hollow  lair,  and  sore  amaz'd 

To  see  such  sudden  inroads  of  the  light, 

Alcides  pressed  him  close  with  what  at  hand 

Lay  readiest,  stumps  of  trees,  and  fragments  hug« 

Of  millstone  size.    He,  (for  escape  was  none) 

Wondrous  to  tell  I  fbrUi  from  his  gorge  dischai|^'4 

A  smoky  cloud  thftt  darkened  all  the  den ', 

Wreath  after  wreath  he  vomited  aipain 

The  smoth'ring  vapour,  mix'd  with  fiery  sparks* 

No  sight  could  penetrate  the  veil  obscure. 

The  hero,  Biore  provoked,  endur'd  not  this, 

But,  with  a  headlong  leap,  he  rushed  to  wWb 

The  thickest  cloud  envelop'd  his  abode. 

There  grMp*d  he  Csx>us,  spite  of  all  his  fyiea, 

Till  crush'd  within  his  arms,  the  mouster  shows 

His  bloodless  tbro&t,  now  dry  with  piuiting  hiMcd, 

And  his  piefls*d  ey«i>alls  start.    Soon  he  tears  dpwn 

The  barricade  of  cock ;  the  dark  abyss 

Lies  open^  uul  th'  imprisoned  bulls,  the  theft 

He  had'with  paths  demied,^Lre  brought  to  light ; 

By  th*  beels  the  miscreant  carcass  is  dr&gg'd  forth. 

His  face,  hw  eyes,  aU  tenihle,  bis  bietst 

Beset  with  bristles,  and  his  sooty  jaws 

Are  view'd  with  wonder  never  to  be  o^y*4- 

Hence  the  ci^brity  thou  seest,  and  benee 

This  festal  dsy,  Potitius  first  e^join'd. 

Posterity  these  solemn  rites,  he  GnA 

With  those  who  bear  the  greiu^  Piuiixi^  «tW^ 

To  Heravles  devoted,  in  the  grove 

This  altar  built,  deem'd  sacred  in  the  higheet 

By  us,  and  sacred  ever  to  be  deem'd. 

Come  th«i,  my  firiendsi  and  biod  yoer  youlhA4  htomf 
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in  praise  of  such  deliverance,  and  hold  forth 
The  brunming  cup :  your  deities  and  ours 
Are  now  the  same ;  then  drink,  and  freely  too. 
So  saying,  he  twisted  round  his  rev'rend  locks 
A  variegated  poplar  wreath,  and  fill'd 
His  right  hand  with  a  consecrated  bowl. 
At  once  all  pour  libations  on  the  board. 
All  offer  pray'r.    And  now  the  radiant  sphere 
Of  day  descending,  eventide  drew  near. 
When  first  Potitius  with  the  priests  advanced, 
Be^rirt  with-  skins,  and  torches  in  their  hands. 
High  piled  with  meats  of  sav*ry  taste,  thoy  ranged 
The  chargers,  and  renewed  the  grateful  feast. 
Then  came  the  Salii,  orown'd  with  poplar  too 
Circling  the  blazing  altars ;  here  the  youth 
Advanced,  a  choir  harmonious ;  there  were  heard 
The  rev'rend  seers  responsive ;  praise  they  sung^ 
Much  praise  in  honour  of  Alcides'  deeds ; 
How  first,  with  infant  gripe,  two  serpents  huge 
He  strangled,  sent  from  Juno ;  liext  they  sung, 
How  Troja  and  the  Oechalia  he  destroyed, 
Fair  cities  both,  and  many  a  toilsome  task 
Beneath  Enrystheus,  (so  his  step-dame  will'd) 
Achieved  victorious.    Thou,  the  cloud-bom  pair; 
HylfBUB  fierce  and  Pholoe,  qionstrous  twins, 
Thoa  dew'st  the  Minotaur,  the  plague  of  Crete; 
And  the  vast  lion  of  the  Nemean  rock. 
Thee  Hell,  and  Cerberus,  Hell's  porter,  fear*d, 
Stretch'd  in  his  den  iqK>n  his  half-gnaw'd  bonen. 
Thee  no  abhorred  form,  not  e*en  the  vast 
TyphoBUB  could  appal,  though  clad  in  arms. 
Hail,  true  bom  son  of  Jove,  among  the  Gods . 
At  length  enrolled,  nor  least  illustrious  thou, 
Haste  thee  propitious,  and  approve  our  songs  ;" 
Thus  hymn'd  the  chorus ;  above  all  they  sing 
The  cave  of  Cacus,  and  the  flames  he  breath'd. 
TIm  whole  grove  echoes,  and  the  hills  rebound. 
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The  rites  perform'd  all  hasten  to  the  town. 
The  king,  bending  with  age,  held  as  he  went 
^neos  and  his  Pallas  by  the  hand, 

Vith  much  vaiicty  of  pleasing  talk 
Short'ning  the  way.    ^neas,  with  a  smile, 
Looks  roimd  him,  charm'd  with  the  delightful  scenf 
And  many  a  question  asks,  and  much  he  learns 
Of  heroes  far  renown'd  in  ancient  times. 
Then  spake  Evander.     These  extensive  groves 
Were  once  inhabited  by  fawns  and  nymphs 
Produced  beneath  their  ehades,  and  a  rude  race     • 

)f  men,  the  progeny  uncouth  of  elms 
And  knotted  oaks.    They  no  refinement  knew 
Of  laws  or  manners  civilized,  to  yoke 
The  steer,  with  forecast  provident  to  store 
*Tie  hoarded  grain,  or  manage  what  they  had, 
iJut  browsed  like  beasts  upon  the  leafy  boughs, 
Or  fed  voracious  on  their  hunted  prey. 
An  exile  from  Olympus,  and  expelPd 
His  native  realm  by  thunder-bearing  Jove, 
First  Saturn  came.    He  from  the  mountains  drew 
'^his  herd  of  men  untrac table  and  fierce, 

iid  gave  them  laws ;  and  calVd  his  hiding-place, 

nis  growth  of  forests,  Latium.     Such  the  peace 
His  land  possess'd,  the  golden  age  was  then, 
So  fam*d  in  story  j  till  by  slow  degrees  • 

Far  other  times',  and  of  far  dlfiTrent  hue. 
Succeeded  thirst  of  gold  and  thirst  of  blood. 
Then  came  Ausonian  bands,  and  armed  hosts 
From  Sicily,  and  Latium  often  changed 
Her  master  and  her  name.     At  length  arose 
Kingsif  of  whom  Tibris  of  gigantick  form 
Was  chief,  and  we  Italians  since  have  call'd 
The  river  by  his  name  ;  thus  Albula 
(So  was  the  country  call'd  in  ancient  days) 
Was  quite  forgot.    Me  from  my  native  land 
An  exile,  thro*  the  dang'rous  ocean  driv'ilf 
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TRANSLAIION  FROM  VIRGIL. 
Rosistlew  fortune  aad  relentless  fate 
Placed  where  thou  see'st  me.    Phoebus,  and 
The  njroph  Carmentis,  with  maternal  care, 
Attendant  on  mj  wapd'rinirs,  fiz'd  me  here. 

ITen  lines  onUUed.Ji 

Ho  said,  and  sbow'd  him  the  Tarpeian  rock. 
And  the  rude  spot,  where  now  the  capitol 
Stands  all  ma^iificent  and  bright  with  gold. 
Then  overgrown  with  thorns.    And  yet  e'en  the* 
The  swains  beheld  that  sacred  scene  with  awe  ; 
The  grove,  the  rock,  inspired  religious  fear. 
This  grove,  he  said,  that  crowns  the  lofty  top 
Of  this  fair  hill,  some  deity,  we  know, 
Inhabits,  but  what  deity  we  doubt. 
Th'  Arcadians  speak  of  Jupiter  himself. 
That  they  have  often  seen  him,  shaking  here 
His  gloomy  Mgia,  while  the  thunder-storms 
Came  rolling  all  around  him.    Turn  thy  e^e^ 
Behold  that  ruin ',  those  dismantled  walls, 
Where  once  two  towns,  laniculum — 
By  Janus  this,  and  that  by  Saturn  built, 
Satumia.    Such  discourse  brought  them  beneath 
The  roof  of  poor  Evander,  thence  they  saw, 
Where  now  tne  proud  and  staiely  fonim  stands, 
The  grazing  herds  wide  scattered  o'er  the  field. 
Soon  as  ^e  cnter'd — Hercules,  he  said, 
-  Victorious  Hercules,  on  this  threshold  trod, 
These  walls  contain'd  him,  humble  as  tthey  are 
Dare  to  despise  magnificence^  my  friend, 
Prove  thy  divine  descent  by  worth  divine, 
Nor  view  with  haughty  scorn  this  mean  abode^ 
So  saying,  he  )ed  Mneaa  by  the  hand. 
And  plac'd  him  on  a  cushion  stuff'd  with  lei^vep, 
Spread  with  the  skin  of  a  Libistian  bear. 

IThe  Episode  of  Vmus  and  Vulcan  omitt^} 
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M  TRANSLATION  FROM  OV.D. 

Wliile  thus  in  Lemnos  Vulcan  was  employed 
Awakeu'd  bj  the  gentle  dawn  of  day. 
And  the  shrill  song  of  birds  beneath  the  eavef 
Of  his  low  mansion,  old  Evander  rose. 
His  tunick,  and  the  sandals  on  his  feet, 
Anti  his  good  sword  well-girded  to  his  side, 
A  panther's  skin  dependent  from  his  left, 
And  over  his  right  shoulder  thrown  aslant, 
Thus  was  he  clad.     Two  mastiiftf  followed  him, 
His  whole  retinue  and  his  nightly  guard. 


OVID.  TRIST.  LIB.  V.  ELEG.  XII 

ScribiSf  ut  oblectem. 

You  bid  me  write  t*amui^  the  tedious  hours, 
And  save  from  withering  my  poetick  pow'rs. 
Hard  is  the  task,  my  friend,  for  verse  should  floT 
From  the  free  mind,  not  fetter 'd  down  by  wo ; 
fUstless  amidst  unceasing  tempests  tost. 
Whoe'er  has  cause  for  sorrow,  I  have  most. 
Would  you  bid  Priam  laugh,  his  sons  all  slain, 
Or  childless  Niobe  from  tears  refrain, 
Join  the  gay  dance,  and  lead  the  festive  train  ^ 
Does  grief  or  study  most  befit  the  mind, 
To  this  remote,  this  barb'rous  nook  confin*d  ? 
Could  you  impart  to  my  unshaken  breast, 
The  fortitude  by  Socrates  possessed, 
Soon  would  it  sink  beneath  such  woes  as  mine, 
For  what  is  human  strength  to  wrath  divine  ?  . 
Wise  as  he  was,  and  Heav*n  pronounced  him  80!» 
My  suflTrings  would  have  laid  that  wisdom  low. 
Could  I  forget  my  country,  thee  and  all. 
And  e*en  th*  offence  to  which  I^we  my  fidl. 
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TRANSLATION  FROM  OVID, 
tot  fear  alone  wookl  freeze  the  poet's  vein, 
While  hostile  troops  swarm  o'er  the  dreary  plain 
Add  that  the  fatal  rust  of  long  disuse 
Unfits  me  for  the  service  of  the  muse. 
Thistles  and  weeds  are  all  we  can  expect 
From  the  best  soil  impov'rishiU  by  neglect ;  * 

Unexercised,  and  to  his  stall  confin'd, 
The  fleetest  racer  would  be  lefl  behind ; 
The  best  built  bark  that  cleaves  the  wat  ry  way, 
Laid  useless  by,  would  moulder  and  decay — 
No  hopo  remains  that  time  shall  me  restore, 
Mean  as  I  was,  to  what  I  was  before. 
Think  how  a  series  of  desponding  cares 
Benumbs  the  genius,  and  its  force  impairs. 
How  oft,  as  now  on  this  devoted  sheet, 
My  verse  constrained  to  move  with  measured  feot, 
Reluctant  and  laborious  limps  along. 
And  proves  itself  a  wretched  exile's  song. 
What  is  it  tunes  the  most  melodious  lays .' 
*T'iB  emulation  and  the  thirst  of  praise, 
A  noble  thirst,  and  not  unknown  to  me. 
While  smoothly  wafted  on  a  calmer  sea. 
But  can  a  wretch  like  Ovid  pant  for  fame  r 
No,  rather  let  the  world  forget  my  name. 
Is  it  because  that  world  approv'd  my  taitraim, 
You  prompt  me  to  the  same  pursuit  agafn  ? 
No,  let  the  Nine  th'  ungrateful  truth  excuse,  . 
..  charge  ray  hopelc^  ruin  on  the  Muse, 
And,  like  Perillus,  meet  my  just  desert, 
The  vktitt  of  my  own  pernicious  art. 
Fool  that  I  was,  to  be  so  wam'd  in  vain, 
And  shipwreck'd  once  to  tempt  the  deep  again. 
Ill  &res  the  bard  in  this  unletter'd  land, 
Nono  to  consult,  and  none  to  understand. 
The  purest  verse  has  no  admirers  here, 
Tneir  own  rude  language  only  suits  their  ear. 
Rude  as  it  is,  at  length  familiar  grown, 
I  learn  it,  and  almost  unlearn  mv  own — 
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96  A  TALE,  FOUNDED  ON  FACT. 

Yet  to  say  trtith,  e'en  here  the  Muse  disdams 
Confinemeht)  and  ftttempti  her  fbrmer  strainsy 
But  finds  the  6irtmg  desire  is  not  the  pow*t, 
And  what  her  taMe  eohdemns^  the  fiami^s  devour. 
A  part,  perhaps,  like  this,  escapes  the  doom^ 
And  tbo'  unwonhy,  finds  a  Mmd  at  Rome* 
But  oh  the  cruel  ait,  that  cotdd  undo 
Its  Tot'ry  thui,  woiUd  that  could  perish  tot» , 


A  TALE^ 
FOUNDED  ON  A  FACT. 

WHICH  HAPPENED  IN  JANUARY,  17D9. 

Where  Huttiber  pours  hii  rich  commereial  stream. 

There  dwelt  ft  wtvteh  who  Inreath^d  but  to  blaspheint 

In  subterraneous  eaves  his  life  he  led, 

Black  as  the  mhie  in  which  he  wrought  for  bread. 

When  on  a  day  emerging  fVom  the  deep, 

A  sabbath-day,  (such  sabbaths  tlK)U(Hknd(|  keep  I) 

The  wages  of  his  weekly  toil  he  bore 

To  buy  a  cock — ^whese  blood  might  wui  hm  more  * 

As  if  the  noblest  of  the  festher'd  kind 

Were  bnt  fbr  battle  And  for  death  dedign'd  $ 

As  if  the  consecrated  hours  were  meant 

For  sport,  to  n^di  en  cruelty  intent ; 

It  chanc'd  (such  chances  Providenee  obey) 

Ho  met  a  Ibltow-kb'rer  on  the  way, 

Whose  heart  the  same  desires  had  onoa  inflamed  $ 

But  now  the  saviige  temper  was  redtum'd* 
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Persuasion  on  his  lips  had  taken  place  ; 
For  all  plead  well,  who  plead  the  cause  of  grace. 
His  iron-heart  with  scripture  he  assail'd, 
Woo'J  hira  to  hear  a  sermon,  and  prevailed 
His  faithful  bow  the  mighty  preacher  drew. 
Swift,  as  the  Jightning-gUmpae,  the  arrow  flow. 
He  wept ;  ho  trembled  ;  cast  his  eyes  around, 
To  find  a  worse  than  he  ;  but  none  he  found. 
Ho  felt  his  sins,  and  wondor'd  he  should  feel, 
Graee  made  the  wound,  and  grace  alone  could  heal. 

Now  farewell  oaths,  and  blasphemies,  and  lies ! 
He  quits  the  sinner's  for  the  martyr's  prizo. 
That  holy  day  which  wash'd  with  many  a  tear, 
Gilded  with  hope,  yet  shaded  too  by  fear. 
The  next,  his  swarthy  brethren  of  the  mino 
Learn'dj  by  his  altcr'd  speech— the  change  divine  ! 
Laugh'd  when  they  should  have  wept,  and  swore  the 

day 
Was  nigh,  when  he  would  swear  as  fast  as  they. 
"  No,  (said  the  penitent,)  such  words  shall  share 
This  breath  no  more  ;  devoted  now  to  pray'r. 
O  I  if  thou  see'st  (thine  eye  the  future  sees) 
That  I  shall  yet  again  blaspheme  like  these ; 
Now  strike  me  to  the  ground  on  which  I  kneel. 
Ere  yet  this  heart  relapses  into  steel ; 
Now  take  me  to  that  Heaven  I  once  defied, 
Thy  presence,  thy  embrace  !" — He  spoke  and  died  ' 

Vol.  hi.  ^ 
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TRANSLATION 

OF  ▲ 

SIMILE  IN  PARADISE  LOST. 

IJuney  1780. 

"  80  wken^from  mountain  tops,  the  dusky  clouds 
<<  Jiscondingf  {<«.'' 

Qoales  aerii  moatif  de  yertice  nubei 

Cum  SOT grmity  et  jam  Bores  tumida  ora  quiemnty 

Caelum  hilarea  abdit,  spissa  callnrine,  vultus : 

Tmn  si  jucmido  tandem  sol  prodeat  ore, 

£t  croceo  monies  et  pascna  lumine  tin^t, 

Gaudent  omnia,  aves  mulcent  concentibus  agros^ 

Balatuque  oYium  coUes  valleaque  resultant. 


TRANSLATION 

OF 

DRYDEN'S  EPIGRAM  ON  MILTON 

^  Three  Poets,  in  three  distant  ages  bom,  fye  ** 
IJuIy,  1780.] 

Tnis  tiia,  sed  longe  distantia,  sscula  rates 
Ostentant  tribus  e  gentibus  eximios 

Gracia  sublimem,  cum  majestate  disertum 
Roma  tulit,  feliz  Anglia  utrique  paronL 

Partabas  ex  binis  Natura  exhausta,  eoacta  est^ 
Tortios  nt  fieret,  consociaiD  duos. 
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TO  THE  REV.  MR.  NEWTON 

09  BIS  RXTVBN  FROM  RAM80ATX. 

lOet,  1780.] 

That  ocean  you  have  late  furyey'd, 

Those  rocks  I  too  have  seen, 
But  I  afflicted  and  dismay'di 

You  tranquil  and  serene. 

Yon  from  the  flood-controlling  steep 
Saw  stretched  before  yoor  view. 

With  conscious  joy,  the  threat'ning  deep» 
No  longer  such  to  you. 

To  me,  the  waves  that  ceaseless  broke. 

Upon  the  dangerous  coast, 
Hoarsely  and  ominously  spoke 

Of  all  my  treasure  lost. 

Your  sea  of  troubles  you  have  past. 
And  found  the  p6aceful  shore ; 

I,  tempest  toss'd,  and  wreck'd  at  lasty 
Come  home  to  port  no  more. 


LOVE  ABUSED. 

What  Is  there  in  the  vale  of  life 
Half  so  delightful  as  a  wife, 
When  friendship,  love,  and  peace  oombiat 
To  stamp  the  marriage  bond  divine  ? 
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too         AN  KiMSTi.K  TO  LADY  AUSTICN. 
The  stic.'im  of  pure  and  y;eniuno  love 
Ocrivos  its  current  iVoiij  above  ; 
And  cartli  a  KoconJ  KtJcn  sliows, 
"Where'er  the  lieaHn^  water  flows  ; 
But  ah,  if  from  tho  dykes  and  drains 
Of  sensual  nature's  fev'rish  veins, 
Lust,  like  a  lawless  headstrong  flood, 
«  Impregnated  with  ooze  and  mud, 
Descending  fast  on  every  side, 
Once  mingles  with  tho  sacred  tide. 
Farewell  the  soltl-enliv'ning  scene  ! 
The  banks  that  wore  a  smiling  green, 
With  rank  defilement  overspread, 
Bewail  their  flow'ry  beauties  dead. 
The  stream  polluted,  dark,  and  doll, 
*  Diffused  into  a  Stygian  pool. 
Through  life's  last  melancholy  years 
Is  fed  with  overflowing  tears : 
Complaints  supply  tho  zephyr's  part. 
And  sighs  tliat  heave  a  breaking  heart. 


A  POETICAL  EPISTLE  TO  LADY 
AUSTEN. 

Dec.  17,  178  L 

Dear  Anna — between  friend  and  friend, 
Prose  answers  every  common  end  ; 
Serves,  in  a  plain  and  homely  way, 
T'  express  th'  occurrence  of  the  day ; 
Our  health,  tho  weather,  and  the  dowb  ; 
What  walks  we  take,  what  books  we  choose. 
Add  all  the  floating  thoughts  we  find 
Upon  the  surfaee  of  the  mind. 
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Bat  when  a  poet  takes  the  pen, 
Far  more  alive  than  other  men, 
He  feels  a  gentle  tiaghng  come 
Down  to  his  finger  and  his  thumb, 
Deriy'd  from  nature's  noblest  part, 
The  centre  of  a  glowing  heart : 
And  this  is  what  the  world,  who  knows 
No  flights  above  the  pitch  of  prose. 
His  more  sublime  vagaries  slighting. 
Denominates  an  itch  for  writing. 
No  wonder  I,  who  scribble  rhyme 
To  catch  the  triflers  of  the  time,  « 

And  t^  them  truths  divine  and  clear. 
Which,  couch*d  in  prose,  they  will  not  hear ; 
Who  labour  hard  to  allure  axid  draw 
The  loiterers  I  never  saw. 
Should  ^l  that  itching,  and  that  tingling 
With  all  my  purpose  intermingling, 
To  your  intrinsick  merit  true, 
When  called  V  additss  myself  to  you. 

Mysterious  are  his  wajrs,  whose  lower 
Brings  forth  that  unexpected  hour 
When  minds,  that  never  met  before. 
Shall  meet,  unite,  and  part  no  more  t 
It  is  the  allotment  of  the  skies. 
The  hand  of  the  Supremely  Wise, 
That  guides  and  governs  our  aflbctions, 
And  plans  and  orders  our  connexions : 
Directs  us  in  our  distant  road. 
And  marks  the  bounds  of  our  abode. 
Thus  we^were  settled  when  you  found  ui^ 
Peasants  and  children  all  around\ui. 
Not  dreaming  of  so  dear  a  friend, 
Deep  in  the  abyss  of  Silver-End.* 

*  An  obscure  pari  of  Oluey,  ac^oiniig  to  the  rettoence  oi 
Cowper,  which  faced  l^ie  market-place 
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102       AN  EPISTLK  'i  O  LADY  AUSTEN 
Thus  Martha,  e'en  airainst  lier  xrill, 
Perch'd  on  the  top  of  yonder  hill ; 
And  you,  though  yon  mnst  needs  prefer 
The  fairest  scenes  of  sweet  Sancerre,* 
Are  come  from  distant  Loire,  to  choose 
A  cottage  on  the  banks  of  Ouse. 
Tiiis  page  of  Providence  qnite  new, 
And  now  just  op'ning  to  our  view, 
•     Employs  our  present  thoughts  and  pains 
To  guess,  and  spell,  what  it  contains  : 
But  day  by  day,  and  "year  by  year, 

•     Will  "nialie  the  dark  enigma  clefyr ; 
And  furnish  us,  perhaps,  at  last, 
Like  other  scenes  already  past. 
With  proof,  that  we,  and  our  alfairs, 
Are  part  of  a  Jehpvah's  cares : 
For  God  unfolds,  by  slow  degrees, 
The  purport  of  his  deep  decrees ; 
Sheds  every  hour  a  clearer  light 
In  aid  of  our  defective  ^ght ; 
And  spreads  at  length  before  the  soul 
A  beautiful  end  perfect  whole, ' 
Which  busy  man's  inventivo  brain    • 
Toils  to  anticipote,  Sn  vain. 

Say,  Anna>  had  you  never  known 
The  beauties  of  a  roee  f\iU  blown, 
Could  you,  the*  luminous  your  ©ye, 
By  lookhwj  on  the  bud,  descry, 
Or  guess,  with  a  prophetick  power, 
The  future  splendour  of  the  Hower  ? 
Just  so,  th*  Omnipotent  who  turns 
The  system  of  a  world's  concei*nsy 
From  mere  minutiss  can  educe 
Events  of  roost  important  use  ; 
And  bid  a  dawning  sky  display 
The  Maze  of  a  meridian  day. 

*  Lady  Austen's  residence  in  France 
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AN  EPISTLE  TO  LADY  AUSTEN. 
The  works  of  man  lend,  one  and  all, 
As  needs  they  must,  from  great  to  small , 
And  vanity  absorbs  at  length 
The  monuments  of  human  strengtli. 
But  who  can  tell  how  va»st  the  plan 
Which  this  day's  incident  began  1 
Too  small,  perhaps,  the  slight  occasion, 
For  our  dim-sighted  observation  j 
It  pass'd  unnoticd,  as  the  bird 
That  cleaves  tlio  yiuiding  air  unheard. 
And  yet  may  prove,  wiion  uuder stood* 
An  harbinger  of  eudierfs  -rood. 


103 


Not  that  I  d<;eiji,  or  niviau  to  call 
Fricud.-jhip  a  blcti^iing  clieap  or  small . 
But  merely  to  remuri;,  tjiat  ours, 
Like  some  of  natures  sweetest  flowers. 
Rose  from  a  seed  of  tiny  size, 
That  seem"d  to  promise  no  such  prize  *, 
A  transient  visit  iutorveniiig, 
And  made  ahiio^t  witiiuut  a  meaning, 
(Hardly  tiie  eiVect  of  inclination, 
Much  less  of  |/li'a>iu'r  expectation,) 
Produc'd  a  friendsiiip,  then  begun, 
That  has  cemented  us  in  one  ; 
x\nd  plac'd  it  in  our  pow  r  to  prove, 
By  long  fidelity  and  love, 
That  Solomon  haiJ  wisely  spolcen  ; 
"  A  tlireefold  cord  is  jiot  soon  hrokea." 
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FROM  A  LETTER  TO  THE  REV.  MR.  NEWTON 

Late  Rector  of  6't.  Mary  IVoolnoth 

[Dated  May  28, 1782.] 

8at8  tbe  pipe  to  the  snuff-box,  I  can't  understand 
What  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  see  in  your  face 

That  you  are  in  fashion  all  over  the  land, 
And  I  am  so  much  fiillen  into  disgrace. 

Do  but  see  what  a  pretty  contemplative  lur 

I  give  to  the  company — pray  do  but  note  'em — 
You  would  think  that  the  wise  men  of  Greece  were  all 
there, 
Or,  at  least,  would  suppose  them  the  wise  men  of 
Gotham. 

My  breath  is  as  sweet  as  the  breath  of  blown  roses, 
While  you  are  a  nuisance  where'er  you  appear ; 

There  is  nothing  but  sniv'ling  and  blowing  of  noses. 
Such  a  noise  as  turns  any  man's  stomach  to  hear. 

Then  lifUng  his  lid  in  a  delicate  way, 
'     And  opening  his  mouth  with  a  smile  quite  engagmg, 
The  box  in  reply  was  heard  plainly  to  say, 
What  a  silly  dispute  is  this  we  are  waging ! 

If  you  have  a  little  of  merit  to  claim, 

You  may  thank  the  sweet-smelling  Virginian  weed 
And  I,  if  I  seem  to  deserv^any  blame, 

The  before-mentioned  drug  in  apology  plead. 

Thus  neither  the  praise  nor  the  blame  is  our  own. 
No  room  for  a  sneer,  much  less  a  cachinnus. 

We  are  vehicles,  not  of  tobacco  alone, 
But  of  any  thing  else  they  may  choose  to  put  in  us 
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THE  COLUBllIAD 

[17=2.] 

Close  by  the  tbrashold  of  a  door  nail'd  faat> 

Three  kittens  sat :  each  kitten  look'd  aghast. 

I  passing  swift,  and  inattentive  by, 

At  the  three  kittens  cast  a  careless  eye ; 

Not  much  concern 'd  to  know  what  they  did  there  j 

Not  deeming  kittens  worth  a  poet's  care. 

But  presently  a  loud  and  furious  hiss 

Caus'd  me  to  stop,  and  to  exclaim  "  what's  this  ?" 

Wlien  lo  !  upon  the  threshold  met  my  view, 

With  head  erect,  and  eyes  of  fiery  hue, 

A  viper,  long  as  Count  de  Grasse's  queue. 

Forth  from  his  head  his  forked  tongue  he  throws, 

Darting  it  full  against  a  kitten's  nose  ; 

Who,  having  never  seen,  in  field  or  house, 

The  like,  sat-fitiU  and  silent  as  a  mouse : 

Only  projecting,  with  attention  due. 

Her  whisker'd  face,  she  ask'd  him,  *'  who  are  you 

On  to  the  hall  went  I,  with  ]>acc  not  slow. 

But  swift  as  lightning,  for  a  long  Dutch  hoc  : 

With  which  well  arm'd  I  haslon'd  to  the  spot, 

To  find  the  viper,  but  I  found  him  not. 

And  turning  up  the  leaves  and  shrubs  around, 

Found  only,  that  he  was  not  to  be  found.  . 

But  still  the  kittens  sitting  as  before, 

Sat  watching  close  the  bottom  of  the  door 

"  I  hope,"  said  I,  "  the  villain  1  would  kill. 

Has  slipp'd  between  the  door,  and  the  door's  sill  j 

And  if  1  make  despatch,  and  follow  hard, 

No  doubt  but  I  shail  find  him  in  the  yard  :" 

For  long  ere  now  it  should  have  been  reheara'd, 

Twas  in  tlie  garden  that  I  found  him  first. 
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Ey*ii  there  I  found  liim^  there  the  fall-grown  omt 

His  head,  with  yolvet  paw,  did  gently  pat }  * 

As  carious  as  the  kittens  erst  had  been 

To  learn  what  this  phenomenon  might  mean. 

Fiird  with  heroick  ardour  at  the  sight, 

And  fearing  every  moment  he  would  bite, 

And  rob  our  household  of  our  only  cat, 

That  was  of  age  to  combat  with  a  rat ; 

With  outstretoh'd  hoe  I  slew  him  at  the  door, 

And  taught  him  never  to  come  there  ho  more 


ON  FRIENDSHIP. 

Amicitia  nisi  inter  bonos  esse  non  potest. . . .  Cicero 

[1782.] 

What  idrtue  can  we  name,  or  grace, 
But  men  unqualified  and  base 

Will  boast  it  their  possosidoii  ? 
Profusion  apes  the  noble  part 
Of  liberality  of  heart. 

And  dulness  of  discretion. 

But  as  the  gem  of  richest  cost 
Is  ever  counterfeited  most, 

So,  always,  imitation 
Employs  the  utmost  skill  she  can 
To  counterfeit  the  faithful  man. 

The  firiend  of  long  duration. 

Some  will  pronounce  me  too  severe— 
But  long  experience  speaks  me  clear ; , 
Therefore  that  censure  scorning. 
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I  will  proceed  to  mark  the  shelves, 
'  On  which  lo  many  dash  themsolves, 
And  give  the  simple  warning. 

Tooth,  nnadmooish'd  by  a  gtudo. 
Will  tmst  to  any  fidr  outside  : 

An  errour  soon  corrected ; 
For  who,  but  learns,  witli  riper  years, 
That  man,  when  smoothest  he  appears. 

Is  most  to  be  suspected ! 

But  here  agdn  a  danger  lies 
Lest,  thus  deluded  by  our  eyes, 

And  taking  trash  for  treasure, 
Wo  shoidd,  when  undeceiv*d,  conclude 
Friendship,  imaginary  good, 

A  mere  Utopian  pleasure. 

An  acquisition,  rather  rare, 
Is  yet  no  subject  of  despair ; 

Njr  should  it  seem  distressful. 
If  either  on  forbidden  ground. 
Or,  where  it  was  not  to  be  found, 

Wp  sought  it  unsuccessful. 

No  friendship  will  abide  the  tost 
That  stands  on  sordid  interest 

And  mean  self-lovo  6r«n>;«ti 
Nor  siush,  as  may  awhile  subsist 
Twixt  sensualist  and  sensualist. 

For  yieions  ends  connected. 

Who  hopes  a  friend,  should  have  a  hearti 
*  Himself,  well  fumishM  for  the  part. 

And  ready  on  occasion 
To  show  the  virtue  that  he  seeks ; 
For  'tis  an  imion  that  bespeaks 

A  just  reciprocation. 
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A  fretful  temper  will  divide 
The  closest  knot  that  may  be  tied, 

By  ceaseless  sharp  corrf>pion  ' 
A  temper  passionate  and  fierce 
May  suddenly  youi  joys  disperse 

At  one  immense  e-xploisioft. 

In  vain  the  talkative  unite  •  - 

"  With  hope  of  permanent  delight, 

The  secret  just  committed  : 
They  drop  through  mere  desire  to  prate, 
Forgetting  its  important  weight, 

And  by  themselves  outwitted. 

How  bright  soc'cr  the  prospect  seems, 
All  thoughts  of  friendsliip  are  but  dream* 

If  enyy  chance  to  creep  in  ;    ^ 
An  envious  man,  if  you  succeed, 
May  prove  a  dang'rous  foo  indeed, 

But  not  a  friend  worth  keeping. 

As  envy  pines  at  good  possess'd, 
So  jealousy  looks  forth  uistrcss'd 

On  good  tliat  seems  approaching  | 
And,  if  success  hia  stops  attend, 
Discerns  a  rival  in  a  friciid, 

And  hates  kim  for  .ciic reaching. 

Hence  authors  of  illustrious  name, 
(Unless  belied  by  common  faifte,) 

Are  sadly  prone  to  quarrel ; 
To  deem  the  wit  a  friend  displays 
So  much  of  loss  to  their  own  praise, 

And  pluck  each  otiier's  laurel. 

A  man  renowned  for  repartee, 
Will  seldom  scruple  to  nialie  free 
With  fricnilship's  finest  feuliii^, 
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Will  thrust  a  dari  ircr  at  your  breast 
•  And  tell  you,  'twas  a  special  jest. 
By  way  of  balm  for  heding. 

Beware  of  tattlers  ;  keep  your  ear 
Close  stopp'd  against  the  tales  they  bear; 

Fruits  of  their  own  invention ; 
Tiie  separation  of  chief  iriends 
Is  wliat  their  kindness  most  intends ', 

Their  sport  is  your  dissension. 

Friendship  that  wantonly  admits 
A  joco-serious  play  of  wits 

In  brilliant  altercation, 
Is  union  such  as  indicates, 
Like  hand-in-hand  insurancc-platei, 

Danger  of  conflagration. 

Some  fickle  creatures  boast  a  soul 
True  as  the  needle  to  the  pole  ; 

Yet  shifting,  like  tho  weather, 
The  needle's  constancy  forego 
For  any  novelty,  and  show 

Its  variations  rather 

«         • 
Insensibility  makes  some 
Unseasonably  deaf  and  dumb, 

When  most  you  need  their  pity  ; 
*Tis  waiting  till  the  tears  shall  fall 
From  Gog  and  Magog  in  Guildhall, 

Those  playthings  of  the  city. 

The  great  and  small  but  rarely  meet 
On  terms  of  amity  complete : 

Th'  attempt  would  scarce  be  madder, 
Should  any,  from  the  bottom,  hope 
At  one  huge  stride  to  reach  the  top 

Of  an  erected  ladder. 
Vol.  ni.  10 
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Couriier  and  patriot  caimot  mix 
Their  het'rogeneous  politicks 
Without  an*  effervescence, 
Such  as  of  salts  with  lemon  juice 
But  which  is  rarely  known  t'  induce, 
Like  that,  a  coalescence. 

Religion  should  extinguish  strife. 
And  make  a  calm  of  human  life  * 

Bot  even  those  who  differ 
Only  on  topicks  left  at  large, 
How  fiercely  will  they  meet  and  chai^ . 

No  combatants  are  stiffer. 

To  prove,  alas !  my  main  intent, 
Needs  no  g^eat  cost  of  argument, 

No  cutting  and  contriving ; 
Seeking  a  real  Iriend,  we  seom 
T'  adopt  the  chymist's  golden  dream 

With  still  less  hope  of  thriving. 

Then  judge,  or  ere  you  choose  your  man 
As  circumspectly  as  you  can, 

And,  having  made  election. 
See  that  ^o  dif  respect  of  yours. 
Such  as  a  friend  but  ill  endures, 

Enfeeble  his  affection. 

It  is  not  timber,  lead,  and  stone, 
An  architect  requires  alone, 

To  finish  a  great  building ; 
The  palace  were  but  half  complete. 
Could  he  by  any  chance  forget 

The  carving  and  the  gilding, 

As  similarity  of  mind, 
Or  something  not  to  be  defined, 
First  rivets  our  attention ; 
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So,  maimers  decent  and  polite, 
The  fame  we  practised  at  first  sights 
Host  save  it  firom  declension. 

Tha  man  who  hails  you  Tom — or  Jack, 
And  proYM  by  thumping  on  your  back 

His  sense  of  your  great  merit. 
Is  such  a  friend,  tliat  one  had  need 
Be  r^Ty  much  his  friend  indeed, 

To  pardon,  or  to  bear  it. 

Some  friends  make  this  their  prudent  pli 
**  Say  little,  and  hear  all  you  can  ?'* 

Safe  policy,  but  hatefol. 
So  barren,  sands  imbibe  the  show'r, 
But  render  neither  fruit  nor  flow'r 

Unpleasant  and  ungrateful. 

They  whisper  trivial  things,  and  mnll ; 
But,  to  communicate  at  all 

Things  serious,  deem  improper ; 
Their  fccutence  and  froth  they  show. 
But  keep  their  best  contents  below. 

Just  like  a  simm'ring  copper. 

These  samples  (for  alas !  at  last 
These  are  but  samples,  and  a  taste 

Of  evils  yet  unmentioned) 
May  prove  the  task,  a  task  indeed, 
Ib  which  lis  much,  if  we  sncceedf 

However  wcll-int^ntion'd. 

Panue  the  theme,  and  you  shall  find 
A  disciplin'd  and  fumish'd  mind 

To  be  at  least  expedient. 
And  after  summing  all  the  rest, 
Religion  ruling  in  the  breast 

A  principal  inffrcdient. 


3>ea9e: 


Digitized  by 


Google 


112  THE  LOSS  oy  TUE  ilOYAL  GEORGE. 
True  friendship  lias,  in  short,  a  grace 
More  than  terrestrial  in  its  face, 

That  proves  it  hcav^n-^cscended: 
Man's  love  of  woman  not  so  pure, 
Nor,  when  since  rest,  so  secure 

To  last  till  life  is  ended 


ON  THE  LOSS  OF  THE  ROYAL  GEORG  E. 


[To  Ute  March  in  Scipio,'] 

WRITTEN  WHEN  THE  NEWS  AKRIVEO 

[Septemher,  1782.] 

Toll  fbr  ihb  brave  ! 

The  brave  that  are  no  more, 
All  sunk  beneath  the  wave,    , 

Fast  by  their  native  shore ! 

Eight  hundred  ef  the  bravo, 

Whose  courage  well  was  tried, 

Had  made  the  vessel  heel. 
And  laid  her  on  her  side. 

A  land  breeze  shook  the  shrouds. 

And  she  was  overset ; 
Down  went  the  Royal  George, 

With  aU  her  crew  complete. 

Toll  for  the  brave  ! 

Brave  Ivenjpcnfclt  is  gone ; 
His  last  sea-fight  is  fouglit ; 

His  work  of  glory  done 
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THE  LOSS  OF  THE  ROYAL  GEORGE.  113 
*t  was  not  in  the  battle ; 

No  tempest  gave  the  shock  ; 
Slie  sprang  no  fatal  leak ; 
She  ran  upon  no  rock. 

His  sword  was  in  his  sheath ; 

His  fingers  held  the  pen, 
When  Kempenfelt  went  down. 

With  twice  four  hundred  men. 

Weigh  the  Tossel  np. 

Once  dreaded  by  our  foes ! 
And  mingle  with  our  cup. 

The  tea;  that  England  owes. 

Her  timbers  yet  are,sonndy 

And  she  may  float  again, 
Fiill-charg*d  with  England's  thunder^ 

And  plough  the  distant  main. 

Bat  Kempeafelt  is  gone. 

His  Tletories  are  o'er ; 
And  he  and  his  eight  hundred, 

Shall  plough  the  wmye  no  more. 

10» 
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INSUBMERSIONEM  NAVIGII,  CUI GEORGIUS 
REGALIS  NOMEN,  INDITUM.- 

Plangimus  fortes.     Periere  fortes, 
Patrium  propter  periere  littns 
His  quater  centum  ;  subito  sub  alto* 
^quore  mersi. 

Navis,  innitens  lateri,  jacebat, 
Malus  ad  summas  trepidabat  iindas, 
Cum  levia,'  funes  quatiens,  ad  imura 

Depulit  nura.  ^ 

Plangimus  fortes.     Nimis,  lieu,  caducam 
Fortibus  vitam  volucre  parcae, 
Nee  sinunt  ultra  tibi  nos  recenteo  . 
Nectero  laurus. 

Magne,  qui  nomen,  licet  incahorum, 
Traditum  ex  jnuUis  atavis  tuUsti  I 
At  tuos  olini  memorabit  oevuiu 
Omne  triumphos. 

Non  hyems  illos  furibunda  mersit, 
Non  mari  in  clauso  scopuli  latentea, 
Fissa  non  rimis  abies,  nee  atrox 
Abstulit  ensis. 

NavitsB.  sed  turn  nimium  jocosi 
Voce  fallebant  hilari  laborem, 
£t  quiesccbat  calamoque  dextram  im- 
plevcrat  heros. 

Vos,  quibus  cordi  est  grave  opub  piumque, 
Humidum  ex  alto  spolium  levate, 
£t  putrescentes  sub  aquis  amicos 
Reddite  amicis ! 
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Hi  quidem  (sic  dis  placuit)  fuere  : 
Sed  ratis,  nondum  putris,  ire  possit 
Rursus  in  bellum,  Britonumque  nomen 
Tollcre  ad  astra 


SONa 
ON  PEACE.      , 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  SUMMER  OF  1783,  AT  THE  RS^UESl 
OF  LADY  AUSTEN,  WHO  GAVE  THE  SKNTIXEflT. 

Air — "  My  fond  shepherds  of  late"  fyc. 

No  longer  I  follow  a  sound ; 
No  longer  a  dream  I  pursue  : 

0  happiness  I  not  to  be  found, 
Unattainable  treasure,  adieu  1 

1  have  sought  thee  in  6{>Iendour  and  dresi. 
In  the  regions  of  pleasure  and  taste ; 

I  have  sought  thee,  and  seem'd  to  possess, 
But  have  prov*d  thee  a  viaiotn  at  lasl. 

An  humble  ambition  and  hope 

The  voice  of  true  ^"isdom  in^ires : 

'Tis  sufficient,  if  Peace  bo  the  scope, 
And  the  summit  of  all  our  desires. 

Peace  may  be  the  lot  of  the  mind 
That  seeks  in  it  meekness  and  lovo ; 

But  rapture  and  bliss  are  confin'd 
To  the  glorified  spirits  above. 
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SONG.* 

jHr^  <<  The  Lass  of  PattU's  Jim: 

When  all  within  is  peaco. 

How  nature  seems  to  smilo ' 
Delights  that  never  cease. 

The  liy»-long  day  beguile. 
From  mom  to  dewy  eve, 

With  open  hand  she  showeni 
Fresh  blessings  to  deceive. 

And  sooth  the  silent  hours. 

It  is  content  of  heart 

Gives  nature  power  to  pleawj; 
The  mind  that  feels  no  smart. 

Enlivens  all  it  sees ; 
Can  make  a  wint'ry  sky 

Seem  bright  as  smiling  Mifi 
And  evening's  closing  eye 

As  peep  of  ear^  caj. 

The  vast  majestick  globe, 

So  beauteously  array'd 
In  nature's  various  robe. 

With  wondrous  skill  display'd, 
Is  to  a  mourner's  heart 

A  dreary  wild  at  best ; 
It  flutters  to  depart, 

And  longs  to  be  at  rest. 

*  Abo  written  at  the  request  of  Lady  Austen. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


(U7) 


VERSES 


SELECTED  JTKOM  AN  OCCASIOi<AL  POEM,  ENTl'lI.KV 


VALEDICTION. 


[jYovemher,  1783.] 

Oh  Friendship  !  Cordial  of  th^  human  breast 
So  little  felt,  so  fervently  profcsa'd  ! 
Thy  blossoms  deck  our  unsuspecting  years  ; 
The  promise  of  delicious  fruit  appears : 
We  hug  the  hopes  of  constancy  and  trutfr, 
Such  is  the  folly  of  our  dreaming  youth ; 
But  soon,  alas !  detect  the  rash  misiako 
That  sanguine  inexperience  loves  to  make  , 
And  view  with  tears  th'  expected  harvest  lost, 
Deoay'd  by  time,  or  wither'd  by  a  frost. 
Whoever  undertakes  a  friend's  great  part 
Should  be  renew'd  in  nature,  pure  in  heart, 
Prepared  for  martyrdom,  and  strong  to  prove 
A  thousand  ways  the  force  of  genuine  love. 
He  may  be  call'd  to  give  up  health  and  gain, 
T'  exchange  content  for  trouble,  ease  for  pain, 
To  echo  sigh  for  sigh,  and  groan  for  groan, 
And  wot  Jiis  cheeks  witii  sorrows  not  his  own. 
The  heart  of  man,  for  such  a  task  too  frail, 
When  most  relied  on,  is  most  sure  to  fail ; 
And,  summon'd  to  partake  its  fellow's  wo, 
Starts  from  its  ofTicc,  like  a  broken  bow. 

Vot'ries  of  businos-j,  and  of  pleasure,  prove 
Faithleiss  alike  infriesidslilp  and  in  love. 
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Retir'd  from  aU  the  circles  of  the  gaj. 
And  aU  the  crowds,  that  bustle  life  away, 
3*0  scenes,  where  competition,  enyj,  strife. 
Beget  no  thonder-cloads  to  trouble  life. 
Let  me,  the  charge  of  some  good  angel,  find 
One,  who  has  known,  and  has  escaped  mankind*; 
Polite,  jet  virtuons,  who  has  brought  away 
The  manners,  not  the  morals,  of  the  day: 
With  him,  perhaps  with  her^  (for  men  have  knofwn 
No  firmer  friendships  than  the  &lr  have  shown,) 
Let  me  enjoy,  in  some  unthought-of  spot, 
All  former  fHends  forgiyen,  and  forgot, 
Down  to  the  close  of  life's  fast  fitding  scene. 
Union  of  hearts,  ipnthout  a  flaw  between. . 
'TIS  grace,  tis  bounty,  and  it  calls  for  pruse, 
If  God  give  health,  that  sunshine  of  oar  days* 
And  if  he  add,  a  blessing  shared  by  fow, 
Ck>nt8nt  of  heart,  more  praises  still  are  due— 
But  if  he  grant  a  friend,  that  boon  possess'd 
Indeed  is  treasure,  and  crowns  all  the  rest ; 
And  giving  one,  whose  heart  is  in  the  skieS| 
Bom  from  above,  and  made  divinely  wise^ 
He  gives,  what  bankrupt  nature  never  can, 
Whose  noblest  coin  is  light  and  brittle  man, 
CUdd,  purer  far  than  Ophir  ever  knew, 
A  •oul,  an  image  of  himself,  an^  therefore  tnw 
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IN  BREVITATEM  VITiE  SPATH  HOMINIBUS 
CONCESSI. 

BT  DR.  JORTIff. 

Hsi  mihi !  Lege  rata  lol  occidit  atqne  resurgU, 
Lnnaque  mutate  reparat  dupendia  forni89y 
Astnujney  purpnrei  telis  eztincta  diei, 
Rursuf  nocte  yigont.    HomileB  tellurit  alnnmi 
Graminifl  herba  yerens,  et  flomm  picta  propago. 
Quo*  emdelis  hjems  lethali  tabe  peredit. 
Cum  Zepbyri  vox  blanda  yocat,  rediitque  sereni 
Temperiet  anni,  fiscundo,  e  ceapite  surgunt. 
Noe  domini  rerum,  nos,  magna  et  pulcbra  minatiy 
Cum  brere  rer  rite  robustaque  transiit  etaa, 
Deficimus ;  nee  noa  ordo  revolubilia  auras 
Reddit  in  aethereasi  tumuli  neque  claustra  reaolyit 


OH  THK 

SHORTNESS  OP  HUMAN  UFE. 

TBAVSLATIOK  OF  TBS  FOREOOXHO. 

[January,  1784.] 

Suvs  that  set,  and  mbona  that  wane, 
Rise,  and  are  restor'd  again. 
Stars  that  orient  day  subdues, 
Night  at  her  return  renews. 
Herbs  and  flowers,  the  beauteous  birth 
Of  the  genial  womb  of  earth, 
Suffer  but  a  transient  death 
From  the  winter's  cruel  breath 
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120  TO  MISS  C ,  Ox\  HER  BIRTH-DAT 

Zephyr  speaks  j  sercnor  skieS 
"Warm  the  globe,  and  tliey  arise. 
We,  alas  !  Earths  haughty  kings, 
"Wo,  that  promise  rnigiity  tilings, 
Losing  soon  life's  happy  prime, 
Droop,  and  fade,  in  little  time. 
Spring  returns,  but  not  our  bloom, 
Still  'tis  winter  in  the  tomb. 

-OQO— 

EPITAPH  ON  JOHNSON. 

[January  J  1765.] 

Here  Johnson  lies — a  soge  by  all  allow'd, 

Whom  to  have  bred,  may  well  make  England  prood 

Whose  prose  was  eloquence,  by  wisdom  taught ; 

The  graceful  vehicle  of  virtuous  thought ; 

Whose  verse  may  claim— grave,  masculine,  and  strong,^ 

Superiour  praise  to  the  mere  poet's  song  ; 

Who  many  a  noble  gift  from  Heav'n  possess'd. 

And  faith  at  last,  alone  worth  all  the  rest. 

O  man,  immortal  by  a  double  prize. 

By  fonre  on  earth — by  glory  in  the  skies ! 


TO  MISS  C ,  ON  HER  BIRI^H-DAY 

[1786.] 

How  many  between  east  and  west, 

Disgrace  their  parent  eartli, 
Whose  deeds  constrain  us  to  detest 

The  day  that  give  them  birth  • 
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GRATITUDK. 
Not  so  when  Stella's  natal  morn 

Revolving  months  restore, 
Wo  can  rejoice  that  she  was  born, 

And  wish  her  born  once  more  * 


121 


GRATITUDE. 
ADDRESSED  TO  LADY  HESKETH. 

[178C.] 

This  cn,p,  that  so  stately  appears, 

With  riband-bonnd  tassel  on  Iiigh, 
Which  seems  by  the  crest  that  it  rears 

Ambitious  of  brushing  the  sky  : 
This  cap  to  my  cousin  I  owe. 

She  gave  it,  and  gave  me  beside, 
.    Wreath 'd  into  an  elegant  bow, 

The  riband  with  which  it  is  tied. 

This  wheel-footed  studying  chair, 

Contriv'd  both  for  toil  and  repose, 
Wide-elbow'd  and  wadded  with  hair, 

In  which  I  both  scribble  and  doze. 
Bright-studded  to  dazzle  the  eyes, 

And  rival  in  lustre  of  that 
In  which,  or  astronomy  lies, 

Fair  Cassiopeia  sat : 

These  carpets,  so  soft  to  the  foot, 

Caledonia's  tralHck  and  pride. 
Oh,  spare  them,  ye  knights  of  the  boot 

Escaped  from  a  cross-country  ride  ! 
This  table  and  mirrorwithin. 

Secure  from  collision  and  duft, 
At  which  I  oft  shave  cheek  and  chin 

And  periwig  nicely  adjust  • 
Vol.  III.  11 
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This  moveable  structure  of  sheWeB, 

For  its  beauty  admired,  and  its  use. 
And  charged  witli  octavos  and  twelvoSi 

The  gayest  I  Jiad  to  produce .  ' 
Where,  flaming  in  scarlet  and  gold, 

My  poems  enchanted  1  view. 
And  hope,  in  due  time  to  behold 

My  lUad  and  Odyssey  too : 

This  china,  that  decks  the  alcove,    , 
Which  here  people  call  a  buffet, 

But  what  the  gods  call  it  above, 
Has  ne*or  been  revcal'd  to  us  yet ; 

These  curtains,  that  keep  the  room  warm 
Or  cool,  as  the  season  demands, 

These  stoves  that  for  pattern  and  fonui 
.  Seem  the  labour  of  Mulciber's  hands : 

AH  these  are  not  half  that  I  owe 

To  one,  from  her  earliest  youth 
To  me  ever  ready  to  show 

Benignity,  friendship,  and  truth ; 
For  time,  the  destroyer  declared 

And  foe  of  our  perishing  kind, 
If  even  her  &ce  he  has  spared,  . 

Much  less  could  ho  alter^her  mind. 

Thus  compass'd  about  with  the  goods 

And  chattels  of  leisure  and  ease, 
I  indulge  my  poetical  moods. 

In  many  such  fancies  as  those ; 
And  fancies  I  fear  they  will  seem — 

Poets'  goods  are  not  often  so  fine ; 
The 'poets  will  swear  that  1  dream, 

When  I  sing  of  the  splendour  of  mine 
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THE  FLATTING-MILL.  - 


Alf  ILLUSTRATION. 

When  a  bar  of  pure  silver,  or  ingot  of  gold, 
^t  sent  to  be  fl&tted  or  wrought  into  length, 
It  is  pass'd  between  cylinders  oflben,  and  rolFd 
In  an  engine  of  utmost  mechanical  strength. 

Thus  tortured  and  squeezed,  at  last  it  appears 
liike  a  loose  heap  of  riband,  a  gUttering  show, 
Like  musick  it  tinkles  and  rings  in  your  ears, 
Aii4,  warm'd  by  the  pressure,  is  all  in  a  glow. 

This  process  aphieved,  it  is  doomed  to  sustain 
The  thump-a£ler-thump-of  a  gold-beater's  mallet, 
And  at  last  is  of  service  in  sickness  or  pain 
To  cover  a  pill  for  a  delicate  palate. 

Alas  for  the  poet !  who  dares  undertake 

To  urge  reformation  of  national  ill-« 

His  head  and  his  heart  are  both  likely  to  ache 

With  the  double  employment  of  mallet  and  milL 

If  he  wish  to  instruct,  he  must  learn  to  delight. 
Smooth,  ductilej  and  even,  his  fancy  must  flow, 
Must  tinkle  and  glitter  like  gold  to  the  sight. 
And  catch  in  its  progress  a  sensible  glow. 

After  all,  he  must  beat  it  as  thin  and  as  fine 
As  the  leat  that  unfolds  what  an  invalid  swallows, 
For  truth  is  unwelcome,  however  divine, 
And  unless  you  adorn  it,  a  nausea  follows. 
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COiai'OSKD  FOR  A  MEMORIAL  OF 

ASHLEY   COWPER,  ESa 

IMMEDIATKLY  AFTER  HIS  DEATH, 

BY  HIS  NEPHEW,  WILLIAM  OF  WESTON 

[June  J  1768.] 

Farewell  !  endaed  with  all  that  could  engago 
All  hearts  to  lovo  thee,  both  in  youth  and  ago  ! 
In  prime  of  life,  for  sprightlincss  cnroU'd 
Among  the  gay,  yet  virtuous  as  the  old  ; 
In  life's  last  stage     O  blessings  rarely  found — 
Pleasant  as  youth  with  all  its  blossoms  crown'd ; 
Through  every  period  of  this  cliangeful  state, 
Unchang'd  thyself— wise,  good,  affectionate  ' 

•Marble  may  flatter  ;  and  lest  this  sliould  seem 
O'crcharg'd  with  praises  on  so  dear  a  theme, 
Although  thy  worth  be  more  th.ui  half  supprest, 
Love  sliall  bo  satined,  and  veil  I  ho  rest. 


QUEEN'S  VISIT  TO  LONDON, 

THE    NIGHT    OP   THE    I7th  MARCH,    1789, 

When,  long  sequester 'd  from  his  throne^ 

George  took  his  seat  again. 
By  right  of  worth,  not  blood  alone, 

Entitled  here  to  rei<rn. 
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THE  QUEEN'S  VISIT  TO  LONDOi;.    125 
Then  Loyalty,  with  aU  his  lamps 

New  trimm'd,  a  gallant  show ! 
Chasing  the  darkness,  and  the  damps, 

Set  London  in  a  glow. 

Twas  hard  to  tell,  of  streets  or  squares, 
Which  form'd  the  chief  display,  » 

These  most  resembling  cluster'd  stars, 
Those  the  long  milky  way. 

Bright  shone  the  roofs,  the  domes,  the  spirM, 

And  rockets  flew,  self-driv*n, 
To  hang  their  momentary  fires 

Amid  the  vault  of  Heav'n. 

So,  fire  with  water  to  compare, 

The  ocean  serves,  on  high 
Up-spouted  by  a  whale  in  air, 

T'  express  imwieldy  joy. 

Had  all  the  pageants  of  the  world 

In  one  procession  joined, 
And  all  the  banners  been  unfurFd 

That  heralds  e*er  design'd. 

For  no  inch  sigbt  had  England's  Queen 

Forsaken  her  retreat, 
Where,  George  recover'd,  made  a  scene 

Sweet  always,  doubly  sweet. 

Tet  glad  she  came  that  night  to  prove, 

A  witness  undescri'd, 
How  much  the  object  of  her  love 

Was  lov'd  by  all  beside. 

Darkness  the  skies  had  mantled  o'er, 

In  aid  of  her  design 
Darkness,  O  Queen  !  ne'er  call'd  before 

To  veil  a  deed  of  tliine  t 
II  • 
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m    THE  QUKEiN'S  VISIT  TO  1.0NL>0iN 

On  borrow 'd  wheels  away  she  flies, 

Resolv'd  to  bo  unknown, 
And  gratify  no  curious  eyes 

That  night,  cxcept*her  own. 

Arriv'd,  a  night  like  noon  she  sees, 
And  hears  the  million  hum ; 

As  all  by  instinct,  like  the  bees. 

Had  known  their  sovereign  como. 

Fleas'd'siie  beheld  aloft  pourtray'd 

On  many  a  splendid  wall. 
Emblems  of  health,  and  heav'nly  aid, 

And  George  tho  theme  of  all. 

Unlike  the  aenigmatick  line, 

So  difficult  to  spell. 
Which  shock  Belshazzar  at  his  wine, 

The  night  his  city  fell. 

Soon,  wat'ry  grew  her  eyes  and  dim. 

But  with  a  joyful  tear, 
None  else,  except  a  pray'r  for  him, 

George  ever  drew  from  her. 

It  was  a  scene  in  ev'ry  part 
Like  those  in  fable  feign'd, 

And  seem'd  by  some  magician's  art 
Created  and  sustain'd. 

But  other  iqaagick  there,  she  know. 

Had  been  exerted  none. 
To  raise  such  wonders  in  her  view. 

Save  love  of  George  alone. 

That  cordial  thought  her  spirit  cheer'di 
And  through  the  cumb'rous  tliron^ 

Not  else  unworthy  to  be  fear'd, 
Convey'd  her  calm  along. 
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So,  ancient  poets  say  serene 

The  sea-maid  rides  the  waves, 
And  fearless  of  the  billowy  scene 

Her  peaceful  bosom  laves. 

With  more  than  astronomick  eyes 

She  view'd  the  sparkling  show ; 
©no  Georgian  star  adorns  the  skies, 

She  myriads  famid  below 

Yet  lot  the  glories  of  a  nigh 

Like  that  onee  seen,  suffice, 
Heav*n  grant  us  no  such  future  sight, 

Such  previous  wo  the  price  I 


COCK-FIGHTER'S  GARLAND. 

{May,  1789-] 

Muse— Hide  his  name  of  \^hom  I  s  jig 
Lest  his  surviving  house  thou  bring, 

For  his  sako,  into  scorn ; 
Nor  speak  the  School  from  which  he  drew 
The  much  or  little  that  he  knew. 

Nor  place  where  he  was  born. 

That  such  a  man  once  was,  may  seem 
Worthy  of  record  (if  the  theme 

Perchance  may  credit  win) 
For  proof  to  man,  what  man  may  prov<j, 
If  grace  depart,  and  demons  wove 

The  source  of  guilt  within. 
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128    THE  COCK-FIGHTER'S  GARLAND. 
Thia  man  (for  since  the  howling  wild 
Disclaims  him,  Man  he  must  be  slyl'd) 

Wanted  no  good  below, 
.  Gentle  he  was,  if  gentle  birth 
Could  make  him  suchi  and  he  had  worthy 

If  wealth  can  worth  bestow. 

Iti  social  talk  and  ready  jest 
He  shone  superiour  at  the  feast^ 

And  qualities  of  mind 
Illustrious  in  the  eyes  of  those 
Whose  gay  society  he  chose, 

Fossess'd  of  every  kind. 

Methinks  I  see  him  powder'd  red, 
With  bushy  locks  his  well«dre8s*d  head 

Wing'd  broad  on  either  side, 
The  mossy  rose  bud  not  so  sweet 
His  steed  superb,  his  carriage  neat 

As  luz'ry  could  provide. 

Can  such  be  cruel ! — Such  can  be 
Cruel  as  hell,  and  so  is  he ! 
*       A  tyrant,  entertain'd 
With  barbarous  sports,  whose  fell  deligbl 
Was  to  encourage  mortal  fight 

•Twixt  birds  to  battle  train'd. 

One  feather'd  champion  he  possess'd. 
His  darling  far  beyond  the  rest, 

Which  never  knew  disgrace, 
Nor  e*er  had  fought,  but  he  made  flow 
The  lifa-blood  of  his  fiercest  foe. 

The  Cssar  of  his  race. 

It  chanced,  at  last,  when,  on  a  day, 

He  push*d  him  to  the  desp'rate  fray 

His  courage  droop'di  he  fled, 
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THE  COCK-FIGHTER'S  GARLAND     129 
Tlie  iVIaster  storm'd,  the  pri-ie  was  lost, 
And,  instant  frantick  at  the  cost, 
He  doom'd  his  fav'rite  dead. 

Ho  sciz'd  him  fast,  and  from  the  pit 
Flew  to  his  kitchen,  snatch'd  the  spit. 

And,  bring  me  cord,  he  cried — 
The  cord  was  brought,  and  at  his  word, 
To  that  dire  implement  the  bird. 

Alive  and  struggling,  tied. 

The  horrid  sequel  asks  a  veil. 
And  all  the  terrours  of  the  tale 

That  can  ho,  shall  bo,  sunk-p- 
Led  by  the  sufFrer's  screams  aright, 
His  shook'd  companions  view  the  sight. 

And  him  with  fury  drunk. 

All,  suppliant  beg  a  milder  (ate 
For  the  old  warriour  at  the  grate  : 

He,  deaf  to  pity's  call, 
Whirl'd  round  him  rapid  as  a  wheel 
His  culinary  club  of  steel. 

Death  menacing  on  alL 

But  vengeance  hung  not  far  remote. 

For  while  he  stretch'd  his  clara'rous  throat. 

And  heav'n  and  earth  defied. 
Big  with  a  curse  too  closely  pent, 
That  struggled  vainly  for  a  vent. 

He  totter'd,  rcel'd,  and  died. 

Tis  not  for  us,  with  rash  surmilfe. 
To  point  the  judgments  of  tlie  skies, 

But  judgments  ]^ain  as  this. 
That,  sent  fof  Man's  instruction,  bring 
A  written  label  on  their  wing, 

'Tis  hard  to  read  amiss. 
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130      TRANSLATIONS  FROM  HORACE. 


BENEFIT  RECEIVED  BY  HIS  MAJESTY 
FROM  SEA-BATHING, 

.  IN   THE   YEAE    1789. 

O  SoT*REioK  of  an  islo  renown*d 

For  undispated  swaj 
Wherever  o*er  yon  gulf  profound 

Her  navies  wing  their  way. 

With  juster  claim  she  builds  at  length 

Her  empire  on  the  sea, 
And  well  may  boast  the  waves  her  strength 

Which  strength  restored  to  Thee. 


TRAKSLATI0N8  FROM  HORACE. 

HOR.  LIB.  I.  ODE  IX. 

VtdeSf  ut  aUa  stet  nive  candidum 
Soracte, 

8er*8T  thou  yon  mountain  laden  with  deep  snow, 
The  groves  beneath  their  fleecy  burthen  bow. 
The  streams  congeal'd  forget  to  flow, 
Come,  thaw  the  cold,%nd  lay  a  cheerful  pile 

Offuelonthehearthj  * 
Broach  the  best  cask,  and  make  old  winter  mil» 
With  seasonable  mirth. 
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TRANSLATIONS  FROM  HORACE.      131 
Thii  be  our  part — ^let  Heay'n  diipoee  the  reit 

If  Jove  commind,  the  winds  ahali  deep, 
That  now  wage  war  upon  the  foamy  deep, 

And  gentle  gales  spring  from  the  balmy  West 
S*en  let  as  shift  to-morrow  as  we  may» 

When  to-morrow's  past  away, 

We  at  least  shall  have  to  say, 

We  have  liv*d  another  day ; 
Your  auburn  looks  will  soon  be  silvered  o'er, 
Old  age  is  at  our  heels,  and  youth  returns  no  moco^ 


HOB.  LIB.  I.  ODE  38. 

Pefsieos  oH,  puer,  apparatta. 

Boy,  I  hate  their  empty  shows, 

Persian  garlands  1  detest, 
Bring  not  me  the  late-blown  rose, 

Ling*ring  after  all  the  rest : 

Plainer  myrtle  pleases  me, 

Thus  out-stretch'd  beneath  my  vine 
Myrtle  more  becoming  thee, 

Waiting  with  thy  master's  wine. 
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English  Sapphickg  Itavs  been  atttmptettjbut  vfkJi  httlt 
success,  hBcm&e  in  our  languAsc-e  we  iavoe  no  certain 
rules  by  tohieh  tt>  determino  the  qucattitf,  .  Tii^  follow* 
ing  version  was  made  iuerely  in  the  way  kf  experi- 
ment how  far  it  might  be  possible  to  imitate  a  Latin 
Sapphick  in  English^  without  any  uttentum  to  that  cir 
cumstance. 


HOR.  B.  I.  ODE  38. 

Boy  !  I  detest  all  Persian  fopperies 
Fillet-bound  garlands  are  to  mc  disgusting, 
Task  not  thyself  with  any  search,  I  cliargc  theo. 
Where  latest  roses  linger. 

Bring  me  alone  (for  thou  wilt  find  that  readily^ 
Plain  myrtle.     Myrtle  neitlicr  will  disparage 
Thee  occupied  to  serve  me,  ox  iHe  drinking 
Beneath  Eiy  vine's  cool  alieitcr. 


HOR.  LIB.  11.  ODE  16. 

Otium  Divas  rag  at  in  patenti. 

Ease  is  the  weary  merchant's  pray'r, 
Who  ploughs  by  night  the  -^gcan  flood. 

Wtien  neither  moon  nor  stars  appear, 
Or  faintly  glimmer  through  the  cloud. 

For  ease  the  Mode  with  quiver  graced, 
For  ease  the  Thracian  hero  sighs, 

Delightful  ease  all  pant  to  taste, 
A  blessing  which  do  treasure  buys 
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Wpt  mmihibr  gM  out  InU  to  rMt, 

Nor  ■!!«  Cooml'tf  gourd  bMi  i4i; 
!%•  tum^U  of  A  troiridod  braMt, 

No  fear  intnMet  oa  bis  reposo. 
No  MrdU  wishes  to  be  great. 

Poor  short-liT'd  things,  what  plans  we  lay  * 

Ah,  why  forsake  oar  native  home ! 
To  distant  climates  speed  away : 

For  self  sticks  close  where'er  we  roam. 

Care  follows  hard  ;  and  soon  overtakes 

The  well  rigg'd  ship,  the  warlike  steed, 
Her  destin'd  quarry  ne'er  forsakes, 
'  Not  the  wind  flies  with  half  her  qpeed. 

From  anxious  fears,  of  future  ill 
Gaaid  well  the  cheerful,  happy  Now ; 

Gild  eren  your  sorrows  with  a  smile, 
No  blessing  is  unmix'd  below. 

Thy  neighing  steeds  and  lowing  herds. 
Thy  num'roua  flocks  around  thee.gxuf» 

And  the  best  purple  Tyre  aflbrds 
Thy  robe  magnificent  displays 

Ob  me  indulgent  Heav'n  bestow'd  . 

A  rural  mansion,  neat  and  small , 

This  Lyre ;  and  ao  for  yonder  crowdt 

The  happiness  to  hate  them  alL 
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184    TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  V>R,  LLOTD 

i  make  no  apoUgy  far  the  intr&duetion  «/  the  foU 
Unoimff  lines,  ^tmigk  1  have  nemr  learned  who  wrote 
them.  Their  elegamee  will  sufficiently  reeomnnend  them 
to  persons  tfclassieal  taste  ami  eruHHony  and  I  shall 
le  happy  (f  the  English  version  that  they  have  received 
from  moy  he  found  not  to  dishonour  them,  ,^ffection 
for  the  memory  of  the  worthy  man  whom  they  celebrate, 
alone  prompted  mo  to  this  endeavour. 

W.€)aWPER. 


VERSED 


THE  MEMORY  OF  DR.  LLOYD, 

trOKSV  AT  THB  WS8TMIVSTXR  XLSCTfOJT  MSXT  APTEI 
Hit  DXCBAtE. 

Abut  sbnez !  periit  senex  amabilis ! 

Qdo  non  fuit  jucundior. 
Lugete  Tos,  ictas  qnibus  matnrior 

Senem  colendum  precstitit, 
Seu  qaando,  yiribns  valentioribns 

Firmoque  fretus  pectore, 
FloreKtiori  vos  javentuto  oxcokns 

Oura  fovebat  patria.- 
Seu  quando  fractus,  jamque  donatus  rude, 

Vultu  sed  usque  blandulo, 
Miscere  gaudebat  suae  facetias  *' 

His  annuls  leporibus. 
Vixit  probus,  puraqu;)  simplex  indole 

Blandisquo  conis  moribus. 
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TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  DR,  L.LOYO. 

£t  dives  esqua  mentc — chorus  omniba% 

Unius*  auctus  munero. 
ItetituU!  mentis  beatioribus 

Aptate  laades  debitas ! 
Ncc  iuTidebat  ille,  si  quibus  iavejM 

Fortima  plus  arriserat. 
Flacide  senex !  lev!  quiescos  cespito, 

Etsi  superbum  nee  vivo  tibi 
Decns  sit  inditum,  nee  mortuo 

Lapis  notatos  nomine. 
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THE  SAME  IN  ENGUSH. 

dm  (food  old  firiond  is  gone,  gone  to  his  rest. 
Whose  social  converse  was,  itself|  a  feail. 
O  je  of  riper  age,  who  recollect 
How  once  je  loved,  and  eyed  him  with  respect. 
Both  in  the  firmness  of  his  better  day, 
While  yet  he  ruled  you  with  a  father's  sway. 
And  when,  impaired  by  time,  and  glad  to  rest, 
Tet  still  with  looks  in  mild  complacence  dress'd, 
He  took  his  annual  seat,  and  mingled  here 
His  sprightly  vein  with  yours— now  drop  a  tear. 
In  morals  blameless  as  in  manners  meek. 
He  knew  no  wish  that  he  might  blush  to  speak, 
But,  happy  in  whatever  state  below. 
And  ridier  than  the  rich  in  being  so, 
Obtain'd  the  hearts  of  all,  and  such  a  meed 
At  length  from  One,t  as  made  him  rich  iodced- 

*  He  was  usher  and  under-master  of  W^stnuni^ter  near  fift^ 
years,  and  retired  finom  his  occupaUon  when  he  was  near  set 
Vdnty,  with  a  handsome  pension  from  the  king. 

t  See  the  note  in  the  Latin  copy. 
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196  TO  MRS.  THROCKMORTON. 

Uence  thmi,  yo  titles,  hence,  not  wanted  herv ' 
Go,  gjumish  merit  in  a  brighter  sphere, 
The  brows  of  those  whose  mdre  exdted  lot 
He  could  congratulate,  but  envied  not. 

Light  lie  the  turf,  good  Senior !  on  thy  bteasty 
And|  tranquil  as  thy  mind  was,  be  tiiy  rest ! 
Tho*  living,  thou  luuiat  more  desert  than  fame, 
And  not  a  stone,  ndw,  chronicles' thy  name. 


TO  MRS.  THROCaCMORTON, 

OK 
BSB  BXAUTIFVL  TBAV8CRIPT  OF  HORACX't  ODB9 

AD  LIBRUM  SUUM. 
IFebtuaryf  mO,} 

Maria,  could  Horace  httve  gness^d 

What  honour  awftxted  his  ode, 
To  his  own  Uttlevolume  addressed, 

The  honour  which  you  have  bestowed, 
Who  have  tmeed  it  in  characters  hero 

80  elegant,  even,  and  neat. 
He  had  kmgh'd  at  the  critical  sneer 

Which  he  seems  to  have  trembled  to  meet. 

And  sneer,  if  yon  please,  he  had  said, 

A  nymph  shall  hereafter  arise, 
Who  diall  give  me,  when  you  are  all  do«d| 

The  glory  your  malice  denies. 
Siiidl  dignity  give  to  my  lay. 

Although  but  a  mere  bagatelle  ; 
And  even  a  poet  shall  say, 

Nothing  over  was  written  so  welL 
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INSCRIPTION 

F9r  a  Stone  erected  at  the  Sowing  of  a  Grove  of  Oak§ 
Mi  Chiamgton,theseatof  T.  Gifford^Eaq. 

1700. 

IJtme,  1790.] 

Othxb  itones  the  era  teH, 
When  some  feeble  mortal  fell ; 
I  «tand  here  to  date  the  birth 
Of  these  hardj  sons  of  Earth. 

Which  shall  longest  brave  the  slqff 
Stonn  and  firost— these  oaks  or  I  ? 
Pass  an  age  or  two  away, 
I  most  moulder  and  decaj, 
But  the  years  that  cromble  me 
Shall  mTigorate  the  tree^ 
Spread  its  branch,  dilate  ita  size, 
lift  its  sonmiit  to  tho  i 


Oieciih  hoBovr,  TiitiM,  tmlli, 
So  shalt  thoo  prdong  thy  yootlk 
WantiBf  these,  howover  fiist 
Man  be  fix'd  and  lbnn*4  to  ImI 
He  b  lifdess  even  now. 
Stone  at  heart,  and  eaimot  rroir. 
12* 
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ANOTHER,, 

For  a  Stone  erected  on  a  gimilar  occasion  at  the  Sfuif* 
place  in  Vie  foUowinir  year*     ^     ^ 

IJune,  1790.] 

Reader  !  Behold  a  monument 

That  asks  nb  sigh  or  tear. 
Though  it  perpetuate  the  event 

Of  a  ^tt^at  burial  \xht^. 

Amid  179L 


HYMN, 

wimiiOim  «»  «F  THY 
SUNDAY  SCHOOL  A*  OI-NEY, 

Hear,  Lord,  the  ««ftg'  of  priii»i  id^  prAy'r> 

In  heav«»  thy  ll#^ii^-iilaie»y 
From  infants;  ma^lS  th6  ptOmekcSU^) 

And  taug^  t6  %6<B«^  Ih^r  flftd ! 

'  .'  •* 

thanks  for  iky  Word  4Pd  for  thy  Pa,]Fi 

And  grant  us,  we  implore,     * 
Never  to  waste  in  sinful  play 

Thy  holy  Sabbath  more. 

Thanks  that  we  hear — ^but  oh  impart 

To  each  desire  sincere, 
That  we  may  listen  with  our  heart, 

And  learn  as  well  as  hear 
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STANZAS. 
For  if  Tain  thoughts  the  minds  engage 

Of  elder  far  than  we, 
lYhat  hop*  that  a«  our  hc^dkes  ag« 

Our  mind^sbooM  efer  b«  frec»! 


1S& 


Mneh  hepe,  iTthba  oar  wpitiH  ttdid 

Under  thy  gfaoiotts  sway. 
Who  canst  ilieriii^it  wiMT  nuM) 

And  babes  aslHs*  ii»flMfi    • 

Wisdom  aiid  Miss  Uiy  iMrttfd  h^<mtf 
A  inn  that  n**or  declines } 

And  btt  thy  mercies  showVd  en  thoM 
Who  plac'd  us  wheto  It  flhhiei** 


STANZAS 

Onikclatg  indeceM  IMttUt  Ukm  toftikifiA  lUmaimM 
of  the  great  Milton — Anmo  1780. 

[August^  1790  J 

^  Mb  too,  perchance,  in  future  days, 
The  sculptur'd  stone  shall  show 

With  Papliian  myrtle  or  with  bays 
Parnassian  on  my  brow. 

*  Note  by  the  Editor.    Hiis  Hymn  was  written  at  the  re- 
quest of  the  Rev.  James  Bean,  then  Vicar  of  Olncy,  to  be 
fung  by  the  children  of  the  Sunday  Schools  of  that  town, 
after  a  Charity  Sermon,  preached  at  the  Parish  Church  for 
,  iheir  benefit,  on  Sunday,  July  31,  1790. 
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110  STANZAS. 

But  I,  or  ere  that  season  come, 

Etcaped  from  every  caro. 
Shall  reaeh  my  refu^  in  Uie  tomb^ 

And  sle^  ■eoiirely  tbere."* 

80  sang,  in  Roman  tone  and  ftyki 

The  youthful  bard,  ere  long 
Ordain^dto-gracehia  native  isl»  f 

With  her  sublitfieflt  aeng* 

Who  then  bat  must  concetve  diadaini 

Hearing  the  deed  unblest 
Of  wretches  who  have  dar'd  profime 
,  Hia  dread  sepulchral  rest  f 

m  &re  the  hands  that  heav'd  the  stones 

Where  Milton's  ashes  lay, 
That  trembled  not  to  grasp  his  bones. 

And  steal  his  dust  away ! 

O  iU-requited  bard !  negleet 

Thy  living  worth  repaid. 
And  blind  idolatrous  respect 

As  much  affronts  the  dead. 

*  ForntaB  et  nostros  ducat  de  marmore  vultus 
Nectens  aut  Paphia  myrti  aut  Pamasside  lauri 
Fronde  comas.  •  .At  ego  secura  pace  quiescam. 

Milton  in  Majao 


Digitized  by 


Google 


(MI) 


TO  MRa  KINCt 

^f 

£6r  kind  Presmtiatkt  Mttktm,  •  Atd^vorK  C'oit» 
$4rp0ne  tff  fur  ^wmmaUmar^ 

i£ugust  14, 1790.] 

The  Bard,  if  e'or  ho  foci  at  all, 
Must  Buro  be  quickened  by  a  call 

Both  on  his  heart  and  head, 
To  pay  with  tuneful  thanks  the  care 
And  kindness  of  a  lady  fair, 

Who  deigns  to  deck  his  bed. 

A  bed  like  this,  in  ancient  time. 
On  Ida's  barren  top  snblimtf, 

(As  Homer's  Epick  shows) 
Composed  of  sweetest  vernal  flow'rs, 
Without  the  aid  of  sun  or  show'rs, 

For  Jove  and  Juno  rose. 

Less, beautiful,  however  gay, 

Is  that  which  in  the  scorching  day 

Receives  the  weary  swain 
Who,  laying  his  long  sithe  aside, 
Fleeps  on  some  bank  with  daisies  pied. 

Till  rous'd  to  toil  agai^. 

What  labours  of  the  loom  I  see  ! 
Lobnis  nmnberless  have  groanM  fbr  me 

Shocfld  t/yr*ty  maiden  come 
To  •«ramble  fbr  the  patch  that  beastf    ^ 
¥fae  impress  of  the  robe  she  wean, 

The  bell  would  toll  fbr  some. 
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142  ANECDOTK  OF  HOMER. 

An4  oh,  what  havock  wou)4  ensuo ' 
This  bright  display  of  ev'ry  hue 

All  in  a  moment  flod  ! 
As  if  a  storm  should  strip  the  bow'ni 
Of  all  their  tendrils,  leaves,  and  flow*rf-— 

Each  pocketing,  a  shred. 

Thinks,  then,  to  ot'tj  gentle  fidr 
Who  will  not  come  to  peck  me  baro 

As  bird  of  borrowed  feather. 
And  thanks,  to  One,  above  them  all. 
The  gentle  Fair  of  Pcrtenhall, 

Who  put  the  whole  together. 


lOctoherj  1790.] 

*  Certain  Potters,  while  they  were  busied  in  baking  their 
ware,  seeing  Homer  at  a  small  distance,  and  having  heard 
much  said  of  bis  wisdom,  called  to  him,  and  promised  him  a 
present  of  their  commodity,  and  of  such  other  things  as  they 
could  afibrd,  if  he  woukl  sing  to  them,  when  he  sang  as  lbl> 
lowsi 

Pat  me  my  price,  Potters !  and  I  will  sing 
Attend,  O  Pallas  !  and  with  liflcd  arm 
Protect  their  oven ;  lot  the  cups  and  all 
The  sacred  vessels  blacken  well,  and  baked 
With  good  success,  yield  them  both  fair  reidowii 

•  Note  by  the  Editor.  Ifo  lUU  is  prefixed  to  tkit 
piece :  but  it  appears  to  he  a  translation  of  one  of  the 
Zmy^mf^tare  of  Homers  cSUcd  'O  Kafuvos,  or  the  Fwr^ 
naee.  The  pr^atory  lines  are  from  the  Greek  of  H«- 
rodolus,  or  whoever  loas  the  Author  of  the  XJfe  of 
Homer  ascribed  to  him 
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ANECDOTE  OK  HOMER  143 

And  profit,  whether  in  the  market  sold, 
Or  itreet,  and  let  no  strife  ensue  botwoon  us, 
But,  oh,  ye  Potters !  if  with  shameless  front, 
To  falsify  your  promke,  iheii  I  leave 
No  miaehief  uninTok'd  t'  avenge  the  wrong. 
Come  Syntrips,  Smaragus,  Sabactes  come. 
And  Asbetua,  nor  let  yoar  direst  dread, 
X)modamus,  delay  !  Fire  seize  your  house, 
May  neither  heoae  nor  restibcile  escape, 
May  ye  lament  to  see  confusion  mar 
And  mingle  the  whole  labonr  of  your  hands. 
And  may  a  sound  fill  all  your  oven,  such 
As  of  a  horse  gftading  bis  provender, 
While  all  your  pets  and  flagons  booneo  withia. 
Come  hither  also,  daughter  of  the  sun, 
Circe  ths  Soreerun,  and  with  thy  drugs 
Poison  themselves,  and  all  that  they  haye  made 
Come  also,  ChuDsa,  with  thy  numerous  troop 
Of  Centaurs,  as  well,  those  who  died  beneath 
The  elnh  of  Hercules,  as  who  escaped, 
And  stamp  their  crockery  to  diist ;  down  fall 
Their  chimney ;  let  them  soe  it  with  their  oyes* 
And  howl  to  see  the  ruin  of  thoir  art» 
While  I  rejmce  ;  sod  if  a  potter  stoop 
To  peep  iato  his  (bmacs,  may  the  fire 
TUih  in  his  iace  and  scorch  it,  that  all  mea 
Obserre,  thsttceibtthy  equity  and  good  faith. 
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*      / 
f    .     .  >   ,. 

1 .      I  :  ;  ,  i 

III  MEMOBM        '.   I  ^ 

t  ,    ., 

OF  THE  LATK 

JOHN  THORNTQN,r«sa  7 

PoKTt  attempt  the  noblert  tttlrtl»Tic«iH        u 
Praisinf  the  Author  of  mU  go^drlnMwti, 
Andy  next,  commeraotatingfWevtftiMttat, 
The  Dead  in  whom  that  good  abowled  jiiiK.. ; 

Thee,  therefore,  of  oomiaerAial  Ane,  ho^iinw 
Famed  for  thy  probity  from  ehoie  to  wkote. 
Thee,  Thorntoit  !  worthy  in  some  pafo  to^afainD, .  i 
As  honeit,  and  more  eloquent  than  nrne, 
I  mourn ;  or,  aince  thrice  happy  thour  mwti  im^     > 
The  world,  no  longer  thy  ^bode^  not  IIms. 
Thee  to  deplore,  were  grkf  mipMt  indeod:?  i    ■     - 
It  were  to  weep  that  goctdneatf  havk^Miaili^  • 
That  there  is  b^»»>repair«idtif'y«NieMrii(y^. 
And  glory  ibr  the  virtuous,  wheo;  they^ikb. 

What  pleasure  can  the  miser's  fondled  board, 
Or  spendthrifl's  prodigal  excess  afibrd. 
Sweet  as  the  privilege  of  healing  wo 
By  virtue  suffered  combating  below  ? 
That  privilege  was  thine  ;  Heav'n  gave  thee  means 
T*  illumine  with  delight  the  saddest  scenes, 
Till  thy  appearance  chased  the  gloom,  foriorn 
As  midnight,  and  despairing  of  a  mom, 
Thou  hadst  an  industry  in  doing  good,     . 
Restless  as  his  who  toils  and  sweats  for  food : 


\ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  FOUR  AGES.  145 

jll¥*!rice;  te  tiiee,  was  the  desire  of  wttHk 
By  root  unpef  ishtblo  or  by  stoaltli. 
And  if  the  geniibM  worth  of  ffold  depend 
On  applkMion  to  its  noblest  end,  • 

Thine  had  a  value  m  the  scales  of  HeiKt*n| 
6i»paSBing  all  that  mine  or  mint  had  giv's. 
And,  though  Qftd  made  thee  of  a  nature  pfoM 
To  distribution  boundless  of  tliy  own. 
And  still  by  motives  of  teligioils  force 
Impelled  thee  more  to  that  hereick  eoariei 
Yet  was  thy  liberality  diaereet, 
Nice  in  its  choice,  and  of  a  tempered  heai ; 
And  though  in  act  unwearied,  secret  still, 
As  m  some  totttiade  the  aommer  riU 
Refireshes,  where  it  tHnds,  t^  &ded  green, 
And  cheers  the  droo|pmg  flowers,  unheard,  unseea. 

Such  was  thy  Charity ;  no  sudden  start, 
After  long  slejp  of  ousion  in  the  heart, 
But  steadfast  pn&cifie,  «ai»  m  itokkid» 
,  Of  close  relation  te  ih'  eteiaftl  mind* 
Traced  easily  to  its  true  soaree  abof** 
To  him,*whoee  works  bespeak  his  nature.  Love. 

Thy  bocmttes  aU  were  Christian,  and  I  mak» 
This  record  of  thee  for  the  Gki^el's  sake ', 
That  the  iAeredulouB  U^mselves  may  see 
Its  use  andpower  eixempUfied  in  thee. 


THE  FOUR  AGES. 

IS  brief frdgmCTU  of,  nn  extenshe  projected  Poem,] 

£Afay,1791.] 
«<  I  could  be  weH  oontent,  allowed  the  use 
Of  past  eixperionee,  and  the  wisdom  glean*d 
From  wom'<nit  fblUes,  now  acknowledged  B«eh» 
To  recommence  life's  trial  in  tho  hopo 
Of  fewer  errours,  on  a  second  proof* 
Vol.111.  13 
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146  THE  FOUR  AGES 

Thus,  whil«  gray  evening  luU'd  the  wind,  and  eall'4 
•Fresh  odours  from  the  shubb^ry  at  my  side, 
Taking  my  lonely  winding  walk,  I  Duui'dy 
And  held  accustom'd  conference  with  my  heart. 
When,  from  within  it,  thus  a  voice  replied. 
"  Couldst  thou  in  truUi  ?  and  art  thou  taught  at  length 
This  wisdom,  and  but  this,  from  all  the  past  ^ 
Is  not  the  pardon  of  thy  long  arrear, 
Time  wasted,  violated  laws,  abuse 
Of  talents,  judgments,  mercies,  better  far 
Than  opportunity  vouchsafed  to  efr 
With  less  excuse,  and  ha^y,  worse  eSoct  ?" 

I  heard,  and  acquiesced ;  then  to  and  fira 
Oft  pacing,  as  the  mariner  his  deck. 
My  grav'lly  bounds,  from  self  to  human  kind 
I  pass'd,  and  next  consider'd what  is  Man  ? 

Knows  he  his  origin  f  can  he  ascend 
By  reminiscence  to  his  earliest  date  ?  ^ 

Slept  he  in  Adam  ?  and  in  those  from  him 
Tlurough  nuHl'rous  generations,  till  he  found 
At  length  his-  destin'd  moment  to  be  bom  ? 
Or  was  he  not,  till  fashion'd  in  the  womb  ? 
Deep  myst'riesrboth !  which  schoolmen  much  have  tmTd 
To  unriddle,  and  have  left  them  myst'ries  still. 

It  is  an  evil  incident  to  man, 
And  of  the  worst,  that  unezplor'd  he  leaves 
Truths  useful  and  attainable  with  ease. 
To  search  forbidden  deeps,  where  myst'ry  lies 
Not  to  be  solv*d,  and  useless  if  it  might. 
Myst'ries  are  food  for  angels ;  they  digest 
With  case,  and  find  them  nutriment ;  but  man, 
While  yet  he  dwells  below,  must  stoop  to  glean 
His  manna  from  the  ground,  or  starve  and  die 
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THE  JUDGMENT  OP  THE  POETS 

[Jtfay,  1791.] 

Two  njmplis,  both  nearly  of  an  age, 

Of  numerous  charms  possessed, 
A  warm  dispute  once  chanc'd  to  wage. 

Whose  temper  was  the  best. 

The  worth  of  each  had  been  complete 

Had  both  alike  been  mild . 
But  one,  although  Iicr  smile  was  sweal. 

Frown*d  oflener  than  she  smii'd. 

And  hi  her  humour,  when  sho  frown'd 

Would  raise  her  voice  and  roar, 
And  shake  with  fury  to  tlie  ground 

The  garland  that  she  wore. 

The  other  was  of  gentler  cast, 

From  all  such  frenzy  clear, 
Her  frowns  were  seldom  known  to  lant. 

And  never  prov'd  severe. 

To  poets  of  renown  in  song 

The  nymphs  referr'd  the  cause, 
Who,.strange  to  tell,  all  judged  it  wrong, 

And  gave  misplaced  applause. 

They  gentle  call'd,  and  kind  and  soft, 

The  flippant  and  the  scold. 
And  though  she  chang'd  her  mood  so  oft, 

That  failing  left  untold. 
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148     THE  JUDGMKNT  OF  THE  POET» 
No  judges,  sure,  were  e'er  so  mad. 

Or  so  resolv'd  to  err — 
In  short,  the  charms  her  sister  had 

They  lavished  all  on  her. 

Then  thus  the  god  whom  fondly  they 

.  Their  great  inspirer  call, 
Was  heard,  one  geniM  summer's  day, 
To  reprimand  them  all. 

**  Since  thus  ye  have  combined,**  he  MMy 
**  My  favourite  nymph  to  slight. 

Adorning  May,  that  peevish  maid, 
With  June's  undoubted  right. 

**  The  Minx  shall  for  your  folly's  sske 

Still  prove  herself  a  shrew. 
Shall  make  your  scribbling  fingen^toiM^ 

And  pinch  your  mm6§  Unt. 
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TIIANSLATIONS 


THE  LATIN  POEMS,  ^ 


ELEGIES. 


ELEGY  I. 

TO  CHARLES  DIODATL 

At  length,  my  fVieitd,  the  far  sent  letters  coiae 

Charged  with  thy  kmdness,  to  the/r  destined  home ; 

They  come,  at  length,  from  Deva's  Western  side 

Where  prone^she  seeks  the  salt  Vergivian  tide. 

Trust  me,  my  joy  is  great  that  thou  shouldst  be. 

Though  born  of  foreign  race,  yet  bom  for  me, 

And  that  my  sprightly  friend,  now  free  to  roam. 

Must  seek  again  so  soon  his  wonted  home. 

I  well  content,  where  Thames  with  refluent  tidci 

My  native  city  laves,  meantime  reside. 

Nor  zeal  nor  duty,  now,  my  steps  impel 

To  reedy  Cam,  and  my  forbidden  cell. 

Nor  aught  of  pleasure  in  those  fields  have  I, 

That,  to  the  musing  bard,  all  shade  deny. 
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TRANSLATIONS  FROM  MILTON.       1^. 
Tis  time,  that  I,  a  pedant's  tkreate  disdain, 
And  fly  from  wnmgs  my  soul  will  ne'er  stuilatsii 
If  peaceful  dayi,  in  lettered  leisure  spent, 
Beneath  my  i)uther*k  roof,  be  banifl&ment, 
Then  calt  me  banish'd,  I  will  ne'er  r^uas 
A  nami^  ezpresnve  of  the  lot  I  choose. 
I  would,  that,  e^ed  tothe  Pontiok  shore, 
Rome's  haplee^baid  had  sufbr'd  nodiiBg  man*. 
Ho  then  had  eqtiafl'd  vreiA  Homer's  lays, 
And  Virgil !  thou  hadst  won  b«t  seoood  praise 
Tar  here  I  woo  the  muse ;  wkli  no  oontiol, 
And  here  my  books — my  life— ^absorb  mo  whole 
Here  toa  I  visit,  or  to  smile,  €g  weep. 
The  winding  theatre's  majestick  sweep , 
The  grave  or  guy  eoBoquial  sc^e  recruits 
My  spirits,  spent  in  learning^i  long  pursuits  ; 
VHiether  some  senior  shrewd,  or  lipendthrift  heif 
Suitor,  or  soldier,  now  unarm'd,  be  tberai, 
Or  some  ooiTd  brooder  o'er  a  ten.  years'  caoso, 
Thunder  the  Norman  gibb'ilsh  of  the  laws. 
The  lacquey,  there,  oft  dupes  the  wary  sire, 
And,  artful,  speeds  th'  enamottr'd  son's  desire. 
There,  virgins  oft,  unooascioas  what  they  prove* 
What  love  is,  know  not,  yet  imknewing,  lova» 
Or,  if  Impassion'd  Tragedy  wield  high 
The  Moody  sceptre^  give  her  locks  t&  fly 
Wild  as  the  wincb,  and  loH  her  haggard  ^w, 
I  gaze,  and  grieve,  still  cherishing  my  gox£. 
At  times,  e'en  bitter  tears  !  yield  sweet  relioC 
As  when  from  bliss  untasted  torn  away. 
Some  youth  dies,  hapless,  on  his  bridal  day. 
Or  when  the  ^leet,  sent  back  to'^shades  be]»w, 
Fills  the  assassin's  heart  with  vengeful  wo. 
When  Troy,  or  Argos,  Ae  dire  ecene  afl^rds, 
Or  Croon's  hali  hunents  its  gmilty  lords. 
Nor  always  city-pent,  or  pent  at  home, 
I  dwell ;  but,  wtien  spring  caUa  me  forth  to  ream 
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Expatiate  in  our  proud  suburbaa  shades 
Df  branching  elm,  that  neve^  mm  per?ade«i 
Here  many  a  virgin  troop  I  may  deserj. 
Like  stars  of  mildest  influence,  gliding  by. 
Oh  forms  divine !  Oh  looks  that  might  inspins 
E'en  Jove  himself)  grown  old,  with  young  deaiie ' 
Oft  have  I  gazed  on  gem-surpassing  eyes, 
Out-sparkling  every  star  that  gilds  the  skies. 
Necks  whiter  than  the  ivory  arm  bestowed 
By  Jove  on  Pelops,  or  the  milky  road ! 
Bright  locks,  Love's  golden  snare  \  these  falling  low 
Those  playing  wanton  o*er  the  graceful  brow ! 
Cheeks  too,  more  winniqg  sweet  than  after  ahow*r 
Adonis  tum*d  to  Flora's  fav'rite  flower  1 
Yield,  heroines,  yield,  and  ye  who  shar'd  th'  embraco 
Of  Jupiter  in  ancient  times,  give  place ! 
Give  place,  ye  turbann'd  fair  of  Persia's  coast ! 
And  ye,  not  less  renown'd,  Assyria's  boast ! 
Submit,  ye  n3na(iphs  of  Qreeee  I  ye,  once  the  bloom 
Of  llion  !  and  all  ye,  of  htfugMy  Rome. 
Who  swept,  of  old,  her  theatres  with  trains 
Redundant',  and  still  live  in  classick  strains ! 
To  British  damsels  beauty's  palm  is  due, 
Aliens  I  to  follow  them  is  fkme  for  you. 
Oh  city,  founded  by  Dardanian  hands. 
Whose  towering  front  the  circling  reaJm  commandsi 
Too  blest  abode !  no  loveliness  we  see 
In  all  the  earth,  but  it  abounds  in  thee. 
The  virgin  multitude  that  daily  meets, 
Radiant  with  gold  and  beauty,  in  thy  streets. 
Out-numbers  all  her  train  of  starry  fires, 
With  which  Diana  giWs  thy  lofty  opires. 
Fame  says,  that  wafled  hither  by  her  doves. 
With  all  her  host  of  quiver-bearing  loves,  * 

Venus,  preferring  Paphian  scenes  no  more. 
Has  fix'd  her  empire  on  thy  nobler  shore.  • 
But  lest  the  sightless  bov  enforce  my  stay,  j 

leave  these  happv  walls,  'vhile  yet  I  may 
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Immortal  Moly  ahall  fecure  my  boort 
From  all  the  Borc*ry  of  Circean  art, 
And  1  will  e*en  repass  Cam's  reedy  pools 
To  faiM  ono*  more  tho  war^e  of  the  sabools. 
MMiilim»  tooepit  tliia  trifle !  rhymes  though  foxty 
Tet  such  as  proYO  thy  friend's  remembrance  true 
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ELEGY  Ih 


OliTUE 


DEATH  OF  THE  UNIVERSITY  BEADIJB 
AT  CAMBRIDGE. 

Composed  by  Milton  in  the  I7th  year  of  his  age 

Thke,  whoso  refulgent  staff,  and  summons  clear, 
Minenra's  flock  long  time  was  wont  t'  obey, 

Although  thyself  an  herald ,  famous  here. 

The  last  of  heralds,  Death,  has  snatch'd  away. 

He  calls  on  all  alike,  nor  even  deigns 

To  spare  tlie  office,  that  himself  sustains. 

Thy  locks  were  whiter  than  the  plumes  displayed 

By  Leda's  paramour  in  ancient  time. 
But  thou  wast  worthy  ne'er  to  have  decay'd. 

Or  JEson-like,  to  know  a  second  prime, 
Worthy,  for  whom  some  goddess  shall  have  won 
New  life,  oil  kneeling  to  Apollo's  son. 

Commission'd  to  convene,  with  hasty  call. 
The  gowned  tribes,    how  graceful  wouldsi.tliQV 
stand  I 

80  stood  Cyllenius  erst  in  Priam's  hall, 
Wiag-lbotod  messcngnr  of  Jove's  command ! 
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And  BO  EurybatcB,  when  he  addresfl'd 
To  Peleus*  son,  Atrides*  proud  behest. 

Dread  qnoen  of  sepulchres  !  whose  rig'rous  laws 
And  watchful  eyes,  run  through  the  realms  below. 

Oh  oft  too  adverse  to  Minerva's  cause ! 
Too  often  to  the  muse  not  less  a  foe ! 

Choose  meaner  marks,  and  with  more  equal  aim 

Pierce  useless  drones,  earth's  burthen,  and  its  shamo 

Flow,  therefore,  tears  for  him,  from  ev'ry  eye, 

All  ye  disciples  of  the  muses,  weep  ! 
Assembling,  all,  in  robes  of  sable  die. 

Around  his  bier,  lament  his  endless  sleep  ! 
And  let  complaining  elegy  rehearse. 
In  every  school,  her  sweetest,  saddest  verse 


ELEGY  in. 

ON 

THE  DEATH 

or  THE 

BISHOP  OF  WINCHESTER. 

Composed  in  the  ^tUhor's  17th  year. 

SiLEMT  I  sat,  dejected,  and  alone. 

Making,  in  thought,  the  publick  woes  my  own, 

When,  first,  arose  the  imago  in  my  breast 

Of  England's  suffering  by  that  scourge,  the  Pcsl  ? 
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How  death,  his  fun'ral  torch  and  sithe  in  hand, 
Entering  the  lordliest  mansions  of  the  land 
Has  laid  the  gem-illumin'd  palace  low. 
And  leveird  tribes  of  nobles  at  a  blow. 
I,  next,  deplored  the  fam'd  paternal  pair, 
Too  soon  to  ashes  turn'd,  and  empty  air  I 
The  heroes  next,  whom  snatch'd  into  the  skies, 
All  Belgia  saw,  and  followed  with  her  sighs. 
But  thee  far  most  I  moum'd,  regretted  most, 
Winton^s  chief  shepherd,  and  her  worthiest  boast ! 
Poured  out  in  tears  I  thus  complaining  said  ; 
**  Death,  next  in  pow*r  to  him,  who  rules  the  dead  * 
Is't  not  enough  that  all  the  woodlands  yield  ' 

To  thy  lell  force,  and  ev'ry  verdant  field, 
That  lilies,  at  one  noisome  blast  of  thine. 
And  e*on  tlie  Cyprian  queen's  own  roses  pine. 
That  oaks  themselves,  although  the  running  rill 
Suckle  their  roots,  must  wither  at  thy  will, 
That  all  the  winged  nations,  even  those. 
Whose  hoftT'n-directed  flight  the  future  shows, 
And  all  the  beasts,  that  in  dark  forests  stray, 
And  all  the  herds  of  Proteus  are  thy  prey. 
Ah  envious !  arm'd  with  pow'rs  so  unconfin'd ! 
Why  stain  thy  hands  with  blood  of  human  kind  ? 
Why  take  delight  with  darts,  that  never  roam, 
To  chase  a  heav*n-bom  spirit  from  her  home  ?" 

While  thus  1  moarn*d  thd  star  of  evening  stood. 
Now  newly  ris'n  above  the  western  flood. 
And  Phffibus,  from  his  morning-goal,  again 
Had  reach'd  the  gulfs  of  the  Iberian  main. 
I  wished  repose,  and,  on  my  couch  declined. 
Took  early  rest,  to  nigh(  and  sleep  resign'd ; 
When: — Oh  for  words  to  paint  what  I  beheld  • 
I  scem*d  to  wander  in  a  spacious  field. 
Where  all  the  champaign  glow'd  with  purple  light 
Like  that  of  sun-rise  on  the  mountain  height : 
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Flowers  over  all  the  field,  of  every  hue 
That  ever  Iris  wore,  luxuriant  grew. 
Nor  Chloris,  with  whom  sm'rous  Zephyrs  (>l«yi 
E*or  dress*d  Alcihous'  garden  half  so  gay. 
A  silver  current,  like  the  Togus,  roll'd 
0*er  golden  sands,  but  sands  of  purer  gold, 
With  dewy  airs  Favoi^ns  fiutn'd  the  flow^rii 
With  airs  awakened  under  rosy  bow'rs. 
Such,  poets  feig^,  irradiated  all  o'er 
The  8un*8  abode  on  Indian  utmost  Aon* 

While  I,  thftt  sjplendour,  and  the  mixi^ied  ehtda 
Of  fruitful  vines,  with  wonder  fix*d  surVey'd, 
At  once,  with  looks  that  beamed  ceiesttal  gtt^ 
The  seer  of  Winton  stood  before  my  £ice. 
His  snowy  vesture's  hem  descending  Idvr 
His  golden  sandals  swept,  and  pure  its  «!t6w 
New-fallen  ihbhe  the  ttritro  t)n  hk  brow. 
Where'er  he  trod,  a  tremulous  swbet  sound 
Of  gladness  shook  the  flow'ry  ficene  arooad  . 
Attendant  angels  clap  their  starry  wings, 
The  trumpet  shake's  the  sky,  all  tether  rings , 
Each  chants  his  welcome,  folds  him  to  hin  breast^ 
And  thus  a  sWfeeter  voice  than  all  the  reSt : 
"  Ascend,  my  son  !  thy  Ikthor's  kingdom  shaf  e  { 
My  son !  henceforth  be  freed  from  ev'zy  care !" 

So  spake  ^ke  voice,  and  it  its  tender  eloM 
With  psal fry's  S6tttid  th'  angeltdE  band  aroM» 
Then  night  retired,  and  chased  by  dawning  day 
The  visionary  hiisa  pass'd  all  away. 
1  mourn'd  my  banish Vt  sleep,  with  fond  conocm  ; 
Frequent  to  me  thn^  droamn^like  ibis  return 
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ELEGY  IV. 

TO   HIS   TUTOR, 

THOMAS  YOUNG, 

CHAFItAIir  TO  Tax  XVALX8H  rACTORT  AT  RAMAURO 

WrUUn  m  the  JtOhor^s  18<4  f§mr. 

Hercb  mj  epiflUe— ftkim  the  doep— fly  o*0r 
Yon  ■mooth  expanse  to  the  Tentonick  shore  ! 
Haste— lest  a  friend  riioald  grieve  for  thy  dolay— 
And  the  gods  grant,  that  nothing  thwart  thy  way 
1  will  myself  uyoke  the  king,  who  binds. 
In  his  Sicaoian  echoing  TauH,  the  winds, 
With  Doris  and  her  nymphs,  and  all  the  throng 
Of  azure  gods,  to  speed  thee  safe  along. 
But  rather,  to  ensure  ihy  happier  haste, 
Ascend  Medea's  chariot,  if  thou  may'st ; 
Or  that,  whence  young  Triptolemus  of  yore 
DescendRd,  welcome  dn  the  Scythian  shore 

^^  • 

The  sands,  that  line  the  German  coast,  descried, 
To  opidenft  Hamhnrga  tnm  aside ! 
So  caUed,  if  legendary  fame  be  true, 
From  Hama,  whom  a  club-arm'd  Cimbrian  slew ! 
There  lives,  deep-leam'd  and  primitively  just, 
A  faithful  steward  of  his  chxastian  trust. 
My  friend,  and  favourite  inmate  of  my  heart. 
That  now  is  forced  to  want  its  better  part ! 
What  uMuntains  now,  and  seas,  alas !  how  wide  ' 
From  me  this  other,  dearer  self  divide ; 
Dear  as  the  sage  renown'd  for  moral  truth 
To  the  prime  spirit  of  the  altick  3'outh  '  t 

.     Vol.  III.  14 
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Dear  as  the  Stagyrite  to  Amnion's  son, 
His  pupil,  who  disdain'd  the  world  ho  won  ! 
Nor  so  did  Chiron,  or  so  PhoBniz.  shine 
In  young  Achilles'  eyes,  as  he  in  mine. 
First  led  by  him  tliro'  sweet  Aonian  shade, 
Each  sacred  haunt  of  Pindus  I  survcy'd , 
And  favoured  by  the  muse  whom  I  implor'd, 
Thrice  on  my  lip  the  hallow'd  stream  I  pour'd. 
But  thrice  tlie  sun's  resplendent  chariot  roU'd 
To  Aries,  hap  new  ting'd  his  fleece  with  gold, 
And  Chloris  twice  has  dress'd  t)ie  meadows  gay, 
And  twice  has  eipnuner  pareh'd  their  bloom  away, 
Since  last  delighted  on  his  looks  I  hung. 
Or  my  ear  drank  the  musick  of  his  tottgao ; 
Fly,  therefore,  and  surpass  tlie  tempest's  Sf^eed; 
Aware  thyself,  that  there  is  urgent  need ! 
Him,  entering,  thou  shAl.t  haply  seated  sed 
Beside  his  spouse,  his  infants  on  his  knee. 
Or  turning,  page  by  page,  with  studioue  look, 
Some  bulky  father,  or  God's  holy  book. 
Or  minlst'ring  (which  is  his  weightiest  care) 
To  Christ's  assembled  Eock  their  he«venly  iaro 
Give  him,  whatever  his  employment  be, 
Such  gratulation  as  he  claims  from  me  ! 
And,  with  a  downeast  eye,  and  carriage  meek^ 
Addressing  him,  forget  not  thus  to  speak  !  * 

*'  If,  compass'd  round  with  armi,  tiioa  CQiwt  attotid 
To  verse.  Terse  greets  thee  from  a  distant  (Vi^nd. 
Long  due,  and  late,  I  left  the  English  shore  % 
But  make  me  welcome  for  tliat  cause  the  mero  \ 
Such  from  Ulysses,  bis  chaste  wife  to  cheer 
The  slow  epistle  came,  though  late,  sincere 
But  wherefore  this  ?  why  palliate  I  the  deeo 
For  which  the  culprit's  self  could  hardly  plead  ? 
Self-charged,  and  self-condemn'd,  his  proper  pari 
lie  feels  neglected,  with  an  aching  heart : 
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But  thou  forgive — delinquents,  who  confess, 
•  And  pray  forgiveness,  merit  anger  less  j 
^Froni  timid  foes,  the  lion  turns  away. 
Nor  yawns  upon  or  rends  a  crouching  prey : 
Even  pike-wielding  Thracians  learn  to  spare, 
Won  by  soft  influence  of  a  suppliant  prayer  ; 
And  hoav'n*s  dread  thunderbolt  arrested  stands 
By  a  cheap  victilb,  and  uplifted  hands. 
Long  had  he  wish'd  to  write,  but  was  withheld, 
And  writes  at  last,  by  love  alone  compell'd, 
For  fame^  too  often  true,  when  she  alarms, 
Reports  ihj  neighbouring  fields  a  scene  of  arms ; 
Thy  city  against  fierce  besiegers  barr'd, 
And  all  the  Saxon  chiefs  for  fight  prepared. 
Enyo  wastes  thy  country  wide  around. 
And  saturates  wUh  blood  the  tainted  ground ; 
Mars  rests  contented  in  his  Thrace  no  more. 
But  goads  his  steeds  to  fields  of  Germaa  gore. 
The  ever  v^dant. olive  fades  and  dies, 
And  peace,  the  trumpet-hating  goddess,  flies, 
Flies  fVotu  that  earth  which  justice  long  had  lefl, 
And  loaves  tlie  world  of  its  last  guard  bereft. 
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Thus  horronr  girds  thee  round.    Meantime  alont 
Thou  dweU'st,  and  helpless  in  a  soil  unknown ', 
Poor  and  receiving  from  a  foreign  hand 
The  aid  denied  thee  in  thy  native  land. 
Oh,  rutliless  country,  and  unfeeling  more 
Than  thy  own  billow-beaten  chalky  shore ! 
Lcav*st  thou  to  foreign  care  the  worthies,  giv'n 
By  Providence  to  guide  thy  steps  to  Heav*n  ^ 
His  ministers  commissioned  to  proclaim 
Eternal  blessings  in  a  Saviour's  name  ! 
Ah  then  most  worthy,  with  a  soul  unfed, 
[n  Stygian  night  to  lie  for  ever  dead. 
So  once  the  venerable  Tishbite  stray'd 
An  sxil'd  fugitive  from  shade  to  shaide, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


160      TRANSLATIONS  FROM  MILTON. 

When,  flying  Afaab,  and  his  fury  wife, 
In  long  Arabian  wilds  he  sheltered  life ; 
So,  from  Philippi,  wander'd  forth  forlorn 
Cilician  Paul,  with  sounding  scourges  torn ; 
And  Christ  himself  so  left,  and  trod  no  more, 
The  thankless  Gergesenes*  forbidden  i^re. 

But  thou  take  courage !  rtrive  agairifet  deepchr ! 
Quake  not  with  dread,  nor  nourish  anxtoas  oaco 
Grim  war  indeed  on  every  side  appeaars. 
And  thou  art  menae'd  by  a  thousand  spoais ; 
Yet  none  shall  drink  thy  blood,  or  shall  ofibnd, 
£*en  the  defencokss  bosom  of  my  fVimuL 
For  thee  the  £gis  of  thy  God  shall  hide, 
Jehovah's  self  s^iall  combat  on  thy  side  ; 
The  same,  who  vanquish 'd,  under  Si(m*s  tovr'ri 
At  silent  midnight,  all  Assyria's  pow'rs, 
The  same  who  overthrew  in  ages  past, 
Damascus'  sons  that  laid  Samaria  waste  1 
Their  king  he  fiU'd,  and  them  with  fotal  foam, 
By  mlmidc  sounds  of  clarions  in  their  ears. 
Of  hoofs,  aad  wheels,  and  neighings  from  afkr^ 
Of  clashing  armour,  and  the  din  of  war. 

Thou,  theroibre,  (as  the  most  a^icted)  may 
Still  hope,  and  triumph  o'er  the  evil  day ; 
Look  forth,  expecting  happier  times  to  CGMt 
And  to  enjoy,  once  more,  thy  native  homo ' 
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ELEGY  V. 


APPROACH  OF  SPRING. 


Written  in  the  Mthor's  20th  Year, 

Tins,  never  wand'ring  from  his  annual  round, 
Bids  Zephyr  breathe  the  spring,  and  thaw  the  grroiifid ; 
Bleak  winter  flies,  new  verdure  clothes  the  plain, 
And  earth  assumes  her  transient  youth  again. 
Dream  I,  or  also  to  the  'spring  belong 
Increase  of  genius,  and  new  pow'rs  of  song  ? 
Spring  gives  them,  and  how  strange  soe'er  it  seenMj 
Impels  me  now  to  some  harmonious  theiHes. 
Castalia's  fountain  and  the  forked  hill 
By  day,  by  night,  my  raptured  fancy  fill ; 
My  bosom  burns  and  heaves,  I  hear  within  - 
A  sacred  sound,  that  prompts  me  to  begin. 
Lo !  Ph<?bus  comes,  with  his  bright  hair  he  Uendt 
The  radiant  laurel  wreath  ;  Phoebus  descends ; 
I  mount,  and,  undepress'd  by  cumb  rous  clay, 
Through  cloudy  regions  win  my  easy  way ; 
Rapt  through  poetick  shadowy  haunts  I  fly  * 
The  shrines  all  open  to  my  dauntless  eye, 
My  spirit  searches  all  the  realms  of  light, 
And  no  Tartarean  gulfs  elude  my  sight. 
But  this  ecstatick  trance^-^his  glorious  storm 
•  Of  inspiration — ^what  will  it  perform  ?' 
Spring  claims  the  verse,  that  with  his  influence  glow^ 
And  shall  be  paid  with  what  himself  bestows. 
14* 
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ITiou,  veil'd  with  op'ning  foliatre,  lead'st  tlio  throng 
Of  feather'd  minstrels,  Philomel !  in  song  ; 
Let  us,  in  concert,  to  the  season  sing, 
Ciyick,  and  sylvan  heralds  of  the  spring  ! 

With  notes  triumphant,  spring's  approach  declare 
To  spring,  ye  Muses,  annual  tribute  bear  J 
The  Orient  left,  and  Ethiopia's  plains. 
The  sun  now  northward  turns  his  golden  reins ; 
Night  creeps  not  now ;  yet  rules  with  gentjo  sway ; 
And  drives  her  dusky  horrours  swifl  away ; 
Now  less  fatigued,  on  this  ethereal  plain 
Bootes  follows  his  celestial  wain ; 
And  now  the  radiant  sentinels  above, 
Less  nmn'roiUy  watoh  around  the  courts  of  Jove, 
For,  with  the  night,  force,*  ambush,  slaughter  fly 
And  no  gigantiek  guilt  alarms  the  sky.  ^ 
Now  haply  says  soiim  shepherd,  while  he  views^ 
Recumbent  on  a  rock,  the  redd'ning  dews. 
This  night,  this  surely,  Fbeobus  miss'd  the  fair» 
Who  stops  hit  ehariot  by  her  am'rous  care. 
Cjrnthia,  d^Ufhtod  by  the  morning's  glow. 
Speeds  to  the  woodland,  and  resumes  her  bow  , 
Resigns  her  beams,  and  glad  to  disappear, 
Blesses  his  aid,  who  shortens  her  career. 
Come — Phosbos  cries— Aurora  come — too  late 
Thou  lifl^'rect  slttmb'];Mig  with  thy  wither'd  nuU« ' 
Leave  him,  and  to  Hymettu's  top  repair  ! 
Thy  darling  Cephalus  expects  thee  there. 
The  goddess,  with  a  blush,  her  love  betrays. 
But  mounts,  and  driving  rapidly,  obeys. 
Earth  now  desires  thee,  Phcebus  I  and  t'  engage 
Thy  warm  embrace,  casts  off  the  guise  of  age  ; 
Desires  thee,  and  deserves ',  ior  who  so  &wcot» 
When  her  rich  bosom  courts  thy  genial  heat  ? 
Her  breath  imparts  to  ev'ry  breeze  that  blows, 
Arabia's  faazveat,  and  the  Paphian  rose. 
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Her  lofty  front  she  diadems  around 
With  sacred  pines,  like  Ops  on  Ida  crown 'd : 
Her  dewy  locks,  with  various  flow'rs  new-blown. 
She  interweayes,  Tarious,  and  all  her  own. 
For  Proserpine,  in  such  a  wreath  attired, 
Tienarian  Dis  himself  with  love  inspired. 
Fear  not,  lest,  cold  and  coy,  the  nymph  refuse  ! 
Herself,  with  all  her  sighing  Zephyrs,  sues ; 
Each  courts  thee,  fimning  soft  his  scented  wing, 
Aad  all  her  groves  with  warbled  wishes  ring. 
Now,  unendowed  and  indigent,  aspires. 
The  am'rouB  Earth  to  engage  thy  warm  desires, 
But,  rich  in  balmy  drugs,  assist  thy  claim, 
Divine  Physician !  to  that  glorious  name, 
If  splendid  recompense,  if  gifts  can  move 
Demir9  in  thee,  (gifts  often  purchase  lovo,) 
She  offers  all  the  wealth  her  mountains  hide, 
And  all  that  rests  beneath  the  boundless  tide. 
How  oft,  when  headlong  from  the  heav'nly  steep, 
She  sees  thee  playing  in  the  western  deep. 
How  oft  she  dies— '<  Ah  Phoebus !  why  repair 
Thy  wasted  fore^,  why  seek  refreslbnent  there ! 
Can  Tethys  win  Uiee  ?  wherefore  shouldst  thou  lave 
A  &Ge  so  fair  in  hor  unpleasant  wave  ? 
Come,  seek  my  green  tetreats,  and  rather  choose 
To  cool  thy  tresses  in  iny  crystal  dews, 
*'  The  grassy  turf  shall  yield  thee  sweeter  rest ; 
Come,  lay  thy  evening  glories  on  my  breast. 
And  breathing  fresh,  throivgh  many  a  humid  roso 
iBoft  whispering  airs  shall  luii  th^e  to,re|>ose  1 
No  fears  I  feel  like  Semeld  to  die. 
Nor  let  thy  burning  wheels  i^prooch  too  liigh. 
For  thou  canst  govern  them,  here  therefore  rest 
And  lay  thy  evening  glories  on  my  breast  ?*' 

Thus  breathes  the  wanton  earth  her  am'rous  flame, 
And  all  her  countless  offspring  feel  the  same  ; 
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For  Cupid  now  through  overy  region  strays, 

Bright'ning  his  faded  fires  with  solar  rays, 

His  new-strung  bow  sends  forth  a  deadlier  sound. 

And  his  new-pointed  shafts  more  deeply  wound ; 

Nor  Dian's  self  escapes  him  now  untried, 

Nor  even  Vesta  at  her  altar-side ; 

His  mother  too  repairs  her  beauty's  wane, 

And  seems  sprung  newly  from  the  deep  again. 

Exulting  youths  the  Hymeneal  sing, 

"With  Hymen's  name  roofs,  rocks,  and  valleys,  ring  \ 

He,  new-attired,  and  by  the  season  dress'd, 

Proceeds,  all  fragrant,  in  his  saffron  vest. 

Now,  many  a  golden-cinctur'd  virgin  roves 

To  tasto  the  pleasures  of  the  fields  and  groves, 

All  wish,  and  each  alike,  some  fav'rite  youth 

Hers  in  the  bonds  of  Hymeneal  truth. 

Now  pipes  the  shepherd  through  his  reeds  again. 

Nor  PJiillis  wants  a  song,  that  suits  the  strain. 

With  songs  the  seaman  hails  the  starry  sphere, 

And  dolphins  ris'e  from  the  abyss  to  hear  ; 

Jove  feels  himself  the  season,  sports  again 

With  his  fair  spouse,  and  banquets  all  his  train.- 

Now  too  the  Satyrs,  in  the  dusk  of  eve, 

Their  mazy  dance  through  flow'ry  meadows  weav# 

And  neither  god  nor  goat,  but  both  in  kind, 

Silvanus  wreath'd  with  cypress,  skips  behind, 

The  Dryads  leave  their  hollow  sylvan  cells 

To  roam  the  banks,  and  solitary  dells ; 

Pan  riots  now  ;  and  from  his  amorous  chafe 

Ceres  and  Oybele  seem  hardly  safe, 

And  FaunuiJ,  all  on  fire  .o  reach  the  prize, 

In  chase  of  some  enticing  Oread  Jiies ; 

She  bounds  before,  but  fears  too  swift  a  bound. 

And  hidden  lies,  but  wishes  to  'jo  found. 

Our  shadeis  entice  th'  Immortals  from  above, 

And  some  kind  pow'r  presides  o'er  every  grov©  j 

And  long,  ye  pow'rs,  o'er  every  grove  preside. 

For  all  is  safe,  and  bliss,  where  ve  abide  ' 
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Return,  O  Jovo  !  the  age  of  gold  restorer- 
Why  choose  to  dwell  where  storms  and  thunders  i 
At  least,  thou,  PhcBbus !  moderate  thy  speed ! 
Let  not  the  vernal  hours  too  swift  proceed, 
Command  rough  winter  back,  nor  yield  the  pole 
Too  icon  to  Night's  encroachin|r  long  control  * 


105 
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TO  CHARLES  DIODATI, 

Who,  while  he  spent  his  Christmas  m  the  country,  sent  the 
Author  a  poetical  episUe,  iu  which  he  requested  that  his 
▼enes,  if  not  so  good  as  usual,  night  be  excused  on  aocoant 
of  the  many  feasts  to  which  his  friends  invited  him,  and  whkh 
would  not  aUow  him  leisure  to  finish  them  as  he  wished. 

With  bo  rich  viands  overcharged,  I  send 
Health,  which  perchance  yon  want,  ny  paniper*d 

fViend; 
But  wherefore  should  thy  muse  tempt  mine  away 
From  what  she  loves,  from  darkness  into  day  ? 
Art  thou  desirous  to  be  told  how  well 
i  love  thee,  and  in  verse  ?  verse  camaot  tell . 
For  verse  has  bounds,  and  must  in  meacure  more  , 
But  neither  bounds  nor  measure  knows  my  lov«. 
How  pleasant,  in  tny  lines  described,  appear 
December's  harmless  sports,  and  rural  cheer ! 
French  spirits  kindling  with  cerulean  &reBy 
And  all  such  gambols  as  the  time  inspireaj 

Think  not  Uiat  wine  against  good  verse*  offends ,   , 
The  muse  and  Baoehus  have  been  always  friendsi, 
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Nor  Plioebas  bluslios  sometimes  to  be  found 
With  ivy,  than  with  laurel,  crown'd. 
The  Nine  themselves  ofltimes  have  joia'd  the  sonj 
And  revels  of  the  BacC'Sanalian  throng; 
Not  even  Ovid  could  in  Scythian  air 
Sing  sweetly — ^why  ?  no  vine  would  flourish  there. 
What  in  brief  numbers  sung  Anacrcon's  muse  ? 
Wine,  and  thq  rose,  that  sparkling  wine  bedews. 
Pinjiar  with  Bacchus  glows — his  every  line 
Breathes  the  rich  fragrance  of  inspiring  wine, 
While,  with  loud  crash  o'erturn'd,  the  chariot  lies^ 
And  brown  with  dust  the  fiery  courser  flies. 
The  Roman  lyrist  stecp'd  in  wine  his  lays 
So  sweet  in  Glycera's,  and  Chloe's  praise. 
Now  to  the  plenteous  feast  and  mantling  bowl 
Nourish  the  vigour  of  thy  sprightly  soul ; 
The  flo^uing  goblet  makes  thy  numbers  flow, 
And  casks  not  wine  alone,  but  verse  bestow. 
Thus  Fhcebus  favours,  and  the  arts  attend, 
Whom  BacchuS;  and  whom  Ceres,  both  befriend. 
What  wonder,  then,  thy  verses  are  en  sweet, 
In  which  these  triple  powers  so  kindly  meet ! 
The  lute  now  also  soundt*,  with  gold  inwrought, 
And  touch'<^^  with  flying  fingers  nicely  taught, 
In  tap'stried  halls,  high  roof 'd,  the  sprightly  lyre 
Directs  the  dancers  of  the  virgin  6hoir. 
If  dull  repletion  fright  the  Muse  away. 
Sights,  gay  as  these,  may  noro  invite  her  stay ; 
And,  trust  me,  while  the  iv'ry  keys  resound. 
Fair  damsels  sporj;,  and  perfumes  steam  around, 
Apollo's  influence,  like  ethereal  flame. 
Shall  animate  at  once  thy  glowing  frame. 
And  all  the  Muse  shall  rush  into  thy  breast. 
By  love  and  musick's  blended  pow'rs  possess'dy 
For  num'rous  power's  like  Elegy  befriend. 
Hear  her 'sweet  voice,  and  at  her  call  attend  ; 
Her  Bacchus,  Ceres,  Venus,  all  approve. 
And,  with  his  blushing  mother,  gentle  Love  • 


Digitized  by 


Google 


TRANSLATIONS  FROM  MILTON.       167 
Hence  to  such  bards  we  grant  the  copious  use 
Of  banquets,  and  the  vine's  delicious  juice. 
But  they  who  demi-gods  and  heroes  praise, 
And  feats  porform'd  in  Jove's  more  youthful  days. 
Who  now  the  counsels  of  high  heaven  explore, 
Now  shades,  that  echo  the  Cerberean  roar. 
Simply  let  these,  like  him  of  Samos  live, 
Let  herbs  to  them  a  bloodless  banquet  give  ; 
In  beechen  goblets  let  their  bev'rage  shine. 
Cool  from  the  crystal  spring,  their  sober  wine ! 
Their  youth  should  pass,  in  innocence,  secure 
.  From  stain  licentious,  and  in  manners  pure. 
Pure  as  the  priest,  when  rob'd  in  white  he  stands, 
The  fresh  lustration  ready  in  his  hands. 
Thus  Limus  liv'd,  and  thus,  as  poets  write, 
Tiresias,  wiser  for  his  Ipss  of  sight ! 
Thus  exil'd  Chalcas,  thus  the  bard  of  Thrace, 
Melodious  tamer  of  the  savage  race  ! 
Thus  train'd  by  temperance.  Homer  led,  of  yore, 
His  chief  of  Ithaca  from  shore  to  shore. 
Through  magick  Circe's  monster-peopled  reign, 
And  shoiUs  insidious  witli  the  syren  train; 
And  through  the  realms,  wherb  grizzly  spectres  dwell, 
Whose  tribes  he  fettered  in  a  gory  spell ; 
For  these  are  sacred  bards,  and,  from  above. 
Drink  large  infusions  from  the  mind  of  Jove ! 

Wouldst  thou,  (perhaps  'tis  hardly  worth  thine  ear, 
Wouldst  thou  be  told  my  occupation  here  ? 
The  promised  King  of  peace  employs  my  pen, 
Th*  eternal  cov'nant  made  for  guilty  men. 
The  new-born  Deity  with  infant  cries 
Filling  the  sordid  hovel,  where  he  lies ; 
The  hymning  angels,  and  the  herald  star. 
That  led  the  Wise,  who  sought  him  from\far, 
And  idols  on  their  own  unhallow'd  shore 
Dash'd,  at  his  birth,  to  bo  revei  d'no  more  '. 
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This  theme  on  reeds  of  Albion  I  rehearse :» 
The  dawn  of  that  bleat  day  inspired  the  verse  ', 
Verse,  that  reserved  in  secret  Aall  attend' 
Thy  emdid  Toice,  my  critiok,  and  my  D-iend 


ELEGY  VIL 


Canposedin  the  Autkor^s  I9ih  yetiT> 

As  yet  a  stranger  to  the  gentle  fires, 
That  Amathusia's  smiling  quoen  inspireo^. 
Not  seldom  I  derided  Cupid'a  darts, 
And  scorn'd  his  claim  to  rule  all  human  hearts^ 
'<  Go,  child,*'  I  said,  ^<  transfix  the  tim'rous  dove ! 
An  easy  conquest  suits  an  infant  love  ; 
Enslave  the  sparrow,  for  snch  prize  shall  be 
Sufi^cient  triumph  to  a  chief  like  thee !        ^ 
Why  aun  thy  idle  arml'at  human  kind  ? 
Thy  shafts  prevail  not  'gainst  the  noble  mind.*' 

The  Cyprian  heard,  and,  kindling  into  ire, 
(None  kindles  sooner)  burn'd  with  double  fire. 

It  was  the  spring,  and  newly  risen  day. 
Peep'd  o'er  the  hamlets  on  the  first  of  May ; 
My  eyes,  too  tender  for  tlie  blaze  of  light, 
Still  sought  the  shelter  of  retiring  night. 
When  love  approach'd  in  painted  plumes  array'dy 
Th'  insidious  god  his  rattling  darts  betray'd, 
Nor  loss  his  infant  features  and  the  sly, 
Sweet  intimations  of  his  threatening  eye. 
Such  the  Sigeian  boy  is  seen  above, 
Filling  the  goblet  for  imperial  Jove ; 
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8ach  he^  on  whom  the  nymphs  bestow'd  their  charmii 
Hylas,  who  porish'd  in  a  Naiad's  arms, 
Angiy  ho  se^m'd,  yet  graceful  in  his  ire. 
And  added  threats,  not  destitute  of  fire. 
"  My  power,"  he  said, "  by  others'  pain  alone, 
Twere  beet  to  learn  :  now  learn  it  by  thy  own ! 
With  those,  who  feel  my  power,  that  powV  attest } 
And  in  thy  anffoii^  be  my  sway  confess'd  ! 
I  yanquish'd  Fheebn9,  tbon^  rettumki^  vaia 
From  this  new  trionapk  o'er  the  Python  slaiiif 
And,  when  he  thinks  on  Daphne,  eTen  he 
Will  yield  the  prixe  of  archery  to  me. 
A  dart  less  truQ  the  Parthian  horseman  aped, 
Behind  him  hiH'd,  and  oon4|uer'd  as  he  Aed ; 
Less  true  th'  expert  Cydontan,  and  less  true 
The  youth,  whose  shaft  his  latent  Proeris  skw. 
Vanquished  by  me  see  hu^  Orion  bend, 
By  me  Aloides,  aAd  Alcld^s*  friend. 
At  me  should  Jove  himself  a  bolt  Resign, 
His  bosom  firtt  shoald  bleed  transfix'd  by  inliilQ. 
But  all  thy  doubts  this  shaft  will  best  explain, 
Nor  shall  it  reaph  thee  with  a  trivial  pain, 
Thy  M«se,  vain  youth  f  shall  not  thy  peace  ensure, 
Nor  Phoebus'  serpent  yield  the  wound  a  euro.** 

He  spoke,  and,  ¥mviBg  a  brigpfat  sba^  In  air, 
Sought  the  warm  bosom  of  the  Cyprian  fair. 

That  thus  a  child  should  Iduster  in  my  ear, 
Provok'd  my  laughter,  more  than  mcflr'd  my  ftar, 
I  sliunn'd  not,  therefbre,  publixck  haunts,  but  stray  d 
Careless  in  city,  or  suburban  shade ; 
And  passing,  and  repassing,  nymphs,  that  mov'd 
With  grace  divi»e,  beheld  where'er  I  rpv'd. 
Bright  shone  the  Yemal  day,  with  double  blajte^ 
As  beauty  gave  new  force  to  Phcebus'  rays ; 
By  no  grave  scruples  check'd  I  freely  ey'd 
The  dang'rous  show :  rash  youth  my  only  guide ; 

Vol.  ni.  iri 
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And  many  &  look  of  many  a  fair  unknown 

Met  full  unable  to  control  my  own. 

But  one  I  mark'd,  (then  peace  forsook  n^  brdaft,) 

One — Oh  how  far  superiour  to  the  rest ! 

What  lovely  features !  such  the  Cyprian  que^a 

Herself  might  wishi  and  Juno  wish  her  raieo. 

The  very  nymph  was  she,  whom  when  I  dar'4 

His  arrows,  Loire,  had  even  then  prepared ! 

Nor  was  himself  remote,  nor  unsupply'd 

With  torch  well-trimm'd  and  quiver  at  his  side 

Now  to  her  lips  he  clung,  her  eyelids  now^ 

Then  settled  on  her  ohe^s,  or  on  her  brow, 

And  with  a  tlrousaiid  wounds  from  ev'ry  part 

Pierc'd,  and  transpierced,  my  undefended  heart, 

A  fever,  new  to  me,  of  fierce  desire. 

Now  seis*d  my  soul,  and  I  was  all  on  fire, 

But  she,  the  while,  whom  only  I  adorO) 

Was  gone,  and  vanished,'  to  appear  no  more. 

In  silent  sadness  I  pursue  my  way  ; 

I  pause,  I  turn,  proceed,  yet  wish  to  stay, 

And  while  I  follow  her  in  thought,  bemoan 

With  tears,  my  soul's  delight  so  quickly  flown. 

When  Jove  had  hurPd  him  to  the  Lemnian  coast, 

So  Vulcan  sorrowed  for  Olympus  lost : 

And  so  Ooclides,  sinking  into  night, 

From  the  deep  gulf  look'd  up  to  distant  light. 

Wretch  that  I  am,  what  hopes  Tor  me  remair 
Who  cannot  cease  to  love,  yet  love  ic  vain  ? 
Oil  could  I  once,  once  more  behold  the  fair. 
Speak  to  her,  tell  her  of  the  pan/p  I  neaf, 
•^erhaps  she  is  not  adamant,  wobld  show 
Perhaps  some  pity  at  my  tale  of  wo. 
Oh  inasupioious  flame^-'tis  mine  to  prove 
A  matchless  instance  of  disastrous  love. 
Ah  spare  me,  gentle  pow'r  ! — If  such  thou  be. 
Let  not  thy  deeds,  and  nature,  disagree. 
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Spare  me,  and  I  will  worship  at  no  shrine 
With  vow  and  sacrifice,  save  only  thine. 
Now  I  rerere  thy  fires,  thy  bow,  thy  darts : 
Now  own  thee  sov'reign  of  all  human  hearts. 
Remove !  no— grant  me  still  this  raging  wo  ! 
Sweet  is  the  wretchedness  that  lovers  know 
But  pierce  herea^er  (should  I  chance  to  see 
One  destin'd  rame)  at  once  both  her  and  me. 

Such  were  the  trophies,  that,  in  earlier  days, 
By  vanity  seduced,  I  toil'd  to  raise, 
Studious,  yet  indolent,  and  urg'd  by  youth, 
That  worst  of  teachers !  from  the  ways  of  tnUh-* 
Till  learuing  taught  me,  in  his  shady  bow'r, 
To  quit  love's  servile  yoke,  and  spurn  his  pow'r. 
Then,  on  a  sudden,  the  fierce  flame  suppress'di 
A  frost  continual  settled  on  my  breast, 
Whence  Cupid  fears  his  flames  extinct  to  seet 
And  Venus  dreads  a  Diomede  in  me. 


EPIGRAMS. 

ON  TH£   INVENTOR  Of   GUNS. 

Praise  in  old  time  the  rage  Prometheus  won, 
Who  stole  ethereal  radiance  from  the  sun ; 
But  greater  he,  whose  bold  invention  strove 
To  emulate  the  fiery  bolts  of  Jove. 


[The  poems  on  the  subject  of  the  Gunpowder  Trea- 
son I  have  not  translated,  both  because  the  matter  of 
them  is  onj^asant,  and  because  they  are  written  with 
an  asperity,  which,  however  it  might  be  warranted  in 
Milton's  dajTS,  would  be  extremely  unseasonable  now.] 
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TO  LEONORA  SINGING  AT  ROME .• 

Another  Leonora  once  iii0ptr'4 
Tasso,  with  fiUal  love  to  piureney  fir'4 ; 
Bat  how  much  happier  liv'd  he  now,  were  he, 
Piorc'd  with  whatever  pange  for  love  of  thee  1   •     • 
Since  could  he  hoar  that  heavenly  veiee  ef  Chaie> 
With  Adrtana*8  lute  ef  sound  divine, 
Fiercer  than  Pentheus,  though  hki  eye  ndglit  foil, 
Or  idiot  apathy  benumb  hie  eoisd, 
You  Btill,  with  medicinal  sounds,  mi^t  cheer 
His  senses  wandering  in  a  blind  career ; 
And  sweetly  breathing  through  his  wewkled  bie«it. 
Charm,  with  soul-soothing  song,  hk  thoughts  te  feet 


TO  THE  SAME. 

Naples,  too  credulous,  ah  !  boast  no  more 
The  sweet-Yoic'd  Siren  buried  on  thy  shore, 
That,  when  Parthenopo  deceased,  she  gave 
Her  sacred  dust  to  a  Chalcidick  grave, 
For  still  she  lives,  but  has  excliang'd  the  hoarse 
Pausilipo  for  Tiber's  placid  course, 
Where,  idol  of  all  Rome,  she  now  in  chains 
(>f  magick  song,  both  gods  and  men  detains. 

*  I  have  traaslated  only  two  of  the  three  poelieai  < 
meMAf  addreissd  to  Leonora,  es  Utey  appear  to  «se  iwr  «qpii 
ripiir  to  whai  I  bave  omUicd. 
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THE  COTTAGER  AND  HIS  LANDLORD 


A  PEASANT  to  his  lord  paid  yearly  court, 
Presenting  pippins,  of  so  rich  a  sort, 
That  he,  displeased  to  hare  a  part  nlone, 
Remoy'd  the  tree,  that  all  might  be  his  own 
The  tree,  too  old  ta  travel,  though  before 
So  fruitful,  wither'd,  and  would  yield  no  more. 
The  'squire,  perceiving  all  his  labour  void, 
Curs'd  his  own  pains,  so  foolishly  employed, 
And  "  Oh,"  he  cried,  "  that  I  had  liv'd  content 
With  tribute,  small  indeed,  but  kindly  meant ! 
My  av'rice  has  expensive  prov*d  to  me, 
Has  cost  me  both  my  p^i^ns  and  my  tree  *' 


CHRISTUNA,  aUEEN  OF  SWEDEN, 


CROMWELL'S  PICTURE. 

Christiana,  maiden  of  heroick  mien ! 
Star  of  the  north  !  of  northern  stars  the  queen ! 
Behold  what  wrinkles  I  have  earn'd,  and  how 
The  iron  casque  still  chafes  my  vet'ran  brow. 
While  following  fate's  dark  footsteps,  I  fulfil 
The  dictates  of  a  liardy  people's  will. 
Bist  soften'd,  in  thy  sight,  my  looks  appear. 
Not  to  all  Queens  or  Kings  alike  severe 
15* 
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MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS 


DEATH  or  TKfi  ViaS^UAMQU^hOB^ 

A  FBSSIOIAII. 

louBK,  je  nations  of  tho  oarUi, 
The  cc^tioii  of  79ur  birtb» 
Now  be  taug^bt  your  feeble  sifiXQ  i 
Know  that  all  mu|t  yieU  to ^a«! 

If  the  mournful  rover,  Death, 

Say  but  once— ^  roaign  your  breath  V* 

Vainly  of  escape  you  dream, 

You  must  pass  the  Stygian  stream. 

Could  the  stoutest  overcome 
Death's  assaiolt,  and  baffle  doooly 
Hercules  had  both  withstood 
Undiseas'd  by  Kessus*  blood. 

Ne'er  had  Hector  prcssM  the  pkin 
By  ^.  trick  of  Pallas  slain. 
Nor  the  chief  to  Jove  allied 
By  Achilles'  phanto^x  died. 

Could  enchantments  life  prolonjg, 
Circe  sav'd  by  magick  song, 
Still  had  liv'd ;  an  equal  skijl 
Had  preserved  Medea  still. 
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Dwelt  in  herbs,  and  drugs,  a  pow'r 
To  avert  man's  destin'd  hour, 
Leam*d  Machoan  should  have  known 
Doubtless  to  avert  his  own. 


175 


Chiron  had  nundv'd  the  smart 
Of  the  Hydra-tainted  dart, 
And  Java's  Wt  h»d  besn,  w^h  W»e, 
Foil'd  by  Asclepiades. 

Thou  too,  sage !  of  whom  foirloipi 
Helicon  ond  Oinhik  mojum, 
Still  hadst  QU'd  thjr  prJAoely  yih^ 
Regent  of  the  gowned  raee. 

Hade^  ^V4i^'d  4o  higiher  (km9 
Still,  thy  mudi-eonomed  mjSMt  • 
Nor  m  Charon's  ^ki^eicplftr'd 
The  Tartareim  gSf  abhorr'd. 

But  fiBsentlul  ^ros^rpine, 
Jealous  of  thy  «|u^  divii»e) 
Snapping  shprt  thy  vit^  thf  end^ 
Thee  top  jgiQiQ^er'd  wiWi  the  iotMi 

Wise  and  gpod  i  ui^trpuhle|d  bo 
The  green  tuif  that  covez»  theoJ 
Thencse,  in  gay  profusion,  grow 
All  the  sweetest  flow'rs  that  blow 

Plato's  consort  bid  thee  rest ! 
JEacus  pronoimce  theo  blest : 
To  her  home  tl)y  shi^ie  consign « 
Make  Elysium  ever  thine  ! 
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DEATH  OF  THE  BISHOP  OF  ELY, 

Writtm  in  the  Author's  i7th  year, 

Mt  lids  with  grief  were  tumid  yet, 
And  still  my  sallied  cheek  was  wot 
With  briny  dews^  profusely  shed 
For  venerable  Winton  dead : 
When  Fame,  whose  tales  of  saddest  foundf 
Alas !  are  ever  truest  found. 
The  news  through  all  our  cities  spread 
Of  yei  another  mitred  head 
By  ruthless  fat«  to  de|^h  oonsign'd, 
Ely,  the  honour  of  his  kind  ! 

At  once,  a  storm  of  passion  heav'd 
My  boiling  bosom,  much  1  griev'd, 
But  more  I  rag'd  at  ey'ry  breath 
Devoting  Death  himself  to  death. 
With  less  revenge  did  Naso  teem. 
When  hated  Ibis  was  his  theme ; 
With  less,  Archiluchus,  denied 
The  lovely  Greek,  his  promised  brido. 

But  lo !  while  thus  I  execrate, 
Incens'd  the  minister  of  fate, 
Wondrous  accents,  soft,  yet  clear, 
Wafted  on  the  gale  I  hear. 

**  Ah,  much  deluded  !  lay  aside 
Thy  threats,  and  anger  misapplied! 
Art  not  afraid  with  sounds  like  these, 
T*  offend,  where  thou  canst  not  appease » 
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Death  is  not  (where  foro  dream'st  thou  Uras  ?) 
The  son  of  NiglU,  and  £rebus : 
Nor  was  of  fell  £rynnis  bom 
On  ipil(s,  where  Cliaos  rules  forlorn  * 
Bat,  sent  from  Ooid,  his  {iretence  le«Te% 
To  grather  home  his  ripen'd  sbeavea, 
To  call  encumber'd  souls  aw&y 
From  fleshly  bonds  to  boundless  day, 
(As  when  the  winged  hours  excite, 
And  summon  forth  the  morning-light) 
And  each  to  conyoy  to  her  place 
Before  th*  Eternal  Father's /ace. 
But  not  the  wicked — ^them,  severe 
Tet  just,  from  all  their  pleasures  ii0i9 
He  hurries  to  the  realms  below^ 
Terrifick  realms  of  penal  wo  !     ^ 
Myself  no  sooner  heard  his  call. 
Than  'scaping  through  my  pitSfon^WftOi 
I  bade  adieu  to  holts  and  bars^ 
And  Boar'dl,  with  oqgels,  to  the  etaiii> 
Like  him  of  old,  to  whom  'twas  giy*n 
To  mounti  on  fiery  wiieehi,  to  £Eeav*il 
Bootes'  wiigoOf  slow  with  cold, 
Appaird  me  not ;  nor  to  behold 
The  swoid,  Ihf^  yast  Orion  4raw«y 
Or  ey'n  thi?  gicorplon's  horrid  claws. 
Beyond  Uie  mn.'9  bright  orb  I  fly. 
And,  far  beneath  my  feet,  descry 
Night's  dread  goddess*  seen  with  awO| 
Whom  her  winged  dragons  draw. 
Thus,  ever  wond'ring  at  my  speed. 
Augmented  still  as  I  prooeedi 
I  pass  the  planetary  sphere, 
The  Milky  Way — and  now  appear 
Heav'n's  crystad  battlements,  her  dooi 
Of  massy  pearl,  and  em'ral*  floor. 


^S^ggS^f^gfj, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


m      TRANSLATIONS  FROM  MILTON 
Bnt  here  I  cease.    For  never  can 
The  tongue  of  once  a  mortal  man 
In  suitable  description  trace 
The  pleasures  of  that  happy  place ; 
Suffice  it,  that  those  joys  divine 
Are  all,  and  all  for  ever,  mine  !'* 


NATURE  UNIMPAIRED  BY  TIME. 

Ah,  how  the  human  mind  wearies  herself 
W  ith  her  own  wanderings,  and,  involv'd  in  gloom 
Impenetrable,  ^^eculates  amiss ! 
Measuring,  in  her  folly,  things  divine 
By  human ;  laws  inscribed  on  adamant 
By  laws  of  man's  device,  and  counsels  fix'd 
For  ever,  by  the  hours,  that  pass  and  die. 

How  ! — shall  the  fkce  of  nature  then  be  plougfa'd 
Into  deep  wrinkles,  and  shall  years  at  last 
On  the  great  Parent  fix  a  sterile  curse  ? 
Shall  even  she  confess  old  age,  and  halt, 
And,  palsy-smitten,  shake  her  starry  brows  ? 
Shall  foul  Antiquity  with  rust  and  drought, 
And  Famine,  vex  the  radiant  worlds  above  ? 
Shall  Time's  unsated  maw  crave  and  ingulf 
The  very  Heav'ns,  that  regulate  his  flight  ? 
And  was  the  Sire  of  all  able  to  fence 
His  works,  and  to  uphold  the  circling  worlds, 
But,  through  improvident  and  heedless  haste. 
Let  slip  th'  occasion  ? — so  then — all  is  lost— 
And  in  some  future  evil  hour,  yon  arch 
Shall  crumble,  and  come  thund'ring  down,  the  pc?M 
Jar  in  collision,  the  Olympian  king 
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Fall  with  his  throne,  and  Pdlas,  hoMing  forth 
The  terrours  of  the  Gorgon  shield  in  yain^ 
Shall  rush  to  the  abyss,  like  Vulcan  hurl'd 
Down  into  Lemnos,  through  the  gate  of  Htay*n 
Thou  also,  with  precipitated  wheels, 
Phoebus !  thy  own  son's  fall  shalt  inutate^ 
With  hideous  ruin  shoH  imprese  the  deep 
Suddenly,  and  the  flood  shall  reek,  and  hist 
At  the  extinction  of  the  lamp  of  day. 
Then  too  shall  Hsmus,  cleren  to  his  haw. 
Be  shatter'd,  and  the  huge  Ceraunian  hiUa^ 
Once  weapons  of  Tartarean  Dis^immera'd 
In  Erebus,  shall  fill  himself  with  fear. 

No.    The  Almighty  Father  sorer  laid 
His  deep  foundations,  and  providing  well 
For  the  event  of  all,  the  scales  of  Fata 
Suspended,  in  just  equipoise,  and  bade 
His  universal  works,  from  age  to  age, 
One  tenour  hold,  perpetual,  undisturbed 

Hence  the  prime  mover  wheels  itself  about 
Continual,  day  by  day,  and  with  it  beaia 
In  social  measure  swift  the  heav'ns  around. 
Not  tardier  now  is  Satan  than  of  old, 
Nor  radiant  less  the  burning  casque  of  Mars, 
Phcebus,  his  vigour  unimpaired,  still  shows 
Th*  effulgence  of  his  youth,  nor  needs  the  god 
A  downward  course,  Uiat  he  may  warm  the  vales; 
But,  ever  rich  in  influence,  runs  his  road. 
Sign  afler  sign,  through  all  the  heav'nly  zone. 
Beautiful,  as  at  first,  ascends  the  star 
From  odorifrous  Ind,  whose  office  is 
To  gather  home  betimes  th'  ethereal  flock, 
To  pour  them  o*er  the  skies  again  at  eve, 
And  to  discriminate  the  night  and  day. 
Still  Cynthia's  changeful  horn  waxes,  and  wanes. 
Alternate,  and  with  arms  extended  still 
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She  weleoiMB  to  her  breast  her  brolh^r's  boanii| 

Nor  haye  the  elements  deaerted  j«t 

Their  functions ;  tkttndor,  with  as  loud  a  stroke 

As  erst,  smites  through  the  rooks,  and  scatters  thom 

The  east  still  howk,  stiU  the  relentless  north 

Invades  the  shoddL'rtng  Sf  jt^uanj  still  he  hveatheft 

The  winter,  and  stiU  roUs  tU^  storms  along. 

The  king  of  ocMa,  with  bis  wonted  ioree« 

Beats  on  Pelorua,  o'er  the  deep  U  heard 

The  hoarse  akurm  of  Tritoa'is  sounding  sheUji 

Nor  swim  tho  meastom  of  the  ^gean  sea 

In  shallows,  or  beaeath  diwnish'd  waves^ 

Thoa  too,  Uiy  aneieot  T^etative  pow> 

Enjoy^st,  O  Earth  I  Narcissus  still  is  sweet, 

And  Phoebus !  siiil  thy  faTonrite,  and  stUl 

Thy  fav'rito  Cytherea  I  both  retain 

Their  beauty,  nor  the  monntaias,  ore-«nclsh*4 

For  punishment  of  man.  with  purer  gold 

Teem'd  over,  or  with  brighter  geins  the  Peep 

Thus,  in  unbroken  series,  all  proceeds  j 
And  shaR,  tlU  wide  iavolving  either  pole» 
And  the  immensity  jof  yoader  heav'n, 
The  final  fiimias  of  doetiny  ehseafb 

ne  world  consumed  ia  eiw  e«9£meue  i^xn  I 
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PLATONICK  IDEA, 


Aft  IT  WAS   UNDERSTOOD   BY  ARISTOTLE. 

Tx  rister  pow'ra,  who  o*er  the-saered  groves 
Preside,  and  thou,  fair  mother  of  them  all, 
Mnemosyne !  and,  thoUf  who  in  thy  grot 
Immense,  reclined  at  leisure,  hast  in  charge 
The  archiyes,  and  the  ord'nan^es  of  JoTey. 
And  dost  record  the  festivals  of  heay'tt. 
Eternity ! — inform  v»  who  is  He, 
That  great  original  by  naiore  ohos'n 
To  be  the  archetype  of  human  kind, 
Unchangeable,  immortal,  with  the  poles 
Themselves  coeval,  one,  yet  ev'ry  where. 
An  miage  of  the  god,  who  gave  him  being  ? 
Twin-brother  of  the  goddess  bom  fron>  Jove.     • 
He  dwells  not  in  his  father's  mind,  but,  though 
Of  common  nature  with  ourselves,  exists 
Apart,  and  occupies  a  local  home. 
Whether,  companion  of  the  stars,  he  spend 
Eternal  ages,  roaming  at  his  will     > 
From  sphere  to  sphere  the  tenfold  heav'ns,  or  dwell 
On  the  moon's  side  that  nearest  neighbours  earth, 
Or  torpid  on  the  banks  of  Lethe  sit 
Among  the  multitude  of  souls  ordain'd 
To  flesh  and  blood,  or  whether-  (as  may  chance) 
That  vast  and  giant  model  of  our  kind 
(n  some  far  distant  region  of  this  globe 
Sequester'd  stalk,  with  lifted  head  on  high 
O'ertow'ring  AtlaS;  on  whose  shoulders  rest 
The  stars,  terrifick  even  to  tlie  gods. 
Vol.  III.  10 
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Never  the  Theban  seer,  whose  blindness  prov  d 
His  best  illumination,  him  beheld 
In  secret  vision ;  never  him  the  son 
Of  Pleione^  amid  the  noiseless  night 
Descending,  to  the  prophet-choir  reveal'd ; 
Him  never  knew  th*  Assyrian  priest  who  yet 
The  ancestry  of  Ninus  chronicles, 
And  Belus,  and  Osiris,  far  renowned ; 
Nor  even  thrice  great  Hermes,  although  skilTd 
So  deep  in  myst'ry,  to  the  worshippers 
Of  Isis  showed  a  prodigy  like  him 

And  thou,  who  hast  immortalized  the  shades 
Of  Academos,  if  the  schools  receiv*d 
This  monster  of  the  fancy  first  from  thee, 
Either  recall  at  once  the  banish'd  bards 
To  thy  republick,  or  thyself  evine'd 
A  wilder  fabulist,  go  also  forth. 


TO  HIS  FATHER. 


Oh  that  Fieria's  spring  would  thro'  my  breast 

Four  its  inspiring  influence,  and  rush 

No  rill,  but  rather  an  overflowing  flood  ! 

That,  for  my  venerable  Father's  sake, 

All  meaner  themes  renoune'd,  my  muse,  on  wings 

Of  duty  borne,  might  reach  a  loftier  strain. 

For  thee,  my  Father !  howsoe*er  it  please, 

She  f^^n^s  this  slender  work,  nor  know  I  aught, 

That  may  tljy  ^ifls  more  suitably  requite ; 

Though  to  requite  ^hem  suitably  would  ask 

Returns  much  nobler,  and  surpassing  far 

The  meagre  stores  of  verbal  gratJtjjde 
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But,  such  as  I  possess,  I  send  thee  ail, 
This  page  presents  theo  m  their  full  amount 
With  thy  son*s  treasures,  and  the  sum  is  nought , 
Nought,  save  tlie  riches  that  from  airj  dream 
In  secret  grottos,  und  in  laurel  bow'rs, 
I  have,  by  golden  Clio's  giil^  acquired. 

Verse  is  a  work  diTine ;  despise  not  thou 
Verse  therefore,  which  eyinces  (nothing  more) 
Man's  heavenly  source,  and  which,  retaining  stiU 
Some  scintillations  of  Promethean  fire. 
Bespeaks  him  animated  from  above. 
The  Gods  love  verse  ;  the  infernal  pow'rs  thensohrea 
Confess  the  influence  of  verse^  which  stirsi 
The  lowest  deep,  and  binds  in  triple  chains 
Of  adamant  both  Plato  and  the  Shades. 
In  verse  the  Oelphick  priestess,  and  the  palo 
Tremulous  Sybil,  make  the  future  known, 
And  he  who  sacrifices  on  the  shrine 
Hangs  verse,  both  when  he  smites  the  tlireat'ning  boll 
And  when  he  spreads  his  reeking  entrails  wide 
To  scrutinize  the  Fates  envolop'd  there. 
We  too,  ourselves,  what  time  we  seek  again 
Our  native  skies,  and  one  eternal  now 
Shall  be  the  only  measure  of  our  being, 
Crown*d  all  with  gold,  and  chanting  to  the  lyre 
Harmomous  verse,  shall  range  the  courts  abovei 
And  make  the  starry  firmament  resound 
And,  even  now,  the  fiery  spirit  pure 
That  wheels  yon  circling  orbs,  directs,  hlmaolf, 
Their  mazy  dance  with  melody  of  verse 
Unutterable,  immortal,  hearing  which 
Huge  Ophinchus  holds  his  hiss  suppressed, 
Orion  softened,  drops  his  ardent  blade. 
And  Atlas  stands  unconscious  of  his  load. 
Verse  grac'd  of  old  the  feasts  of  kings,  ere  yet 
Luxurious  dainties,  desiin*d  to  the  gulf 
Immense  of  gluttony,  were  known,  and  ere 


Digitized  by 


Google 


184      TRANSLATIONS  FROM  MILTON 

Ljseus  deluged  yet  the  teinp'rate  board. 

Then  sat  (he  bard  a  customary  guest 

To  share  the  banquet,  and,  hb  length  of  locks 

With  beechen  honours  bound,  proposed  in  vone, 

The  characters  of  heroes,  and  their  deeds, 

To  imitation,  sang  of 'Chaos  old, 

Of  nature's  birth,  of  gods  that  crept  in  search 

Of  acorns  fall'n,  and  of  the  thunderbolt 

Not  yet  produced  from  Etna's  fiery  cave. 

And  what  avails,  at  last,  tuno  without  voice, 

Devoid  of  mstter  ?  Sntih  may  suit  perhaps 

The  rural  dance,  but  such  was  ne'er  the  song 

Of  Orpheus,  whom  the  streams  stood  still  to'heflDT 

And  the  oaks  foUow'd.    Not  by  chords  ^lone 

WeU  toueh'd,  but  by  resistless  accents  more, 

To  sympathetick  tears  the  ghosts  themselves 

He  mov^d ',  these  praises  to  his  verse  he  owes. 

Nor  thou  persist,  I  pray  fhee,  still  to  sli^t 
"The  sacred  Nine,  and  to  imagine  vain 
And  twelesB,  powers  by  whom  inspired,  thyself 
Art  skilful  to  associate  verse  with  airs 
Harmonious,  uid  to  give  the  human  vdi(ie 
A  thousand  modulations,  heir  by  right 
Indisputable  6f  Arion*s  ^me. 
Now  sa[y,  what  wonder  is  it,  if  a  son 
Of  thine  delight  in  verse.  If  so  conjoizi'd 
In  close  affinity,  we  sympathize 
In  social  arts,  and  kindred  studies  sweot? 
Such  distribution  of  himself  to  us 
Was  PhoBbus*  choice :  thou  hast  thy  gift,  and  I 
Mine  also,  and  between  us  we  receive. 
Father  and  Son,  the  whole  inspiring  <?od. 

No  !  howsoever  the  sembhtnce  (hou  assume 
Of  hate,  thou  hatest  not  the  gentle  Muse, 
My  father !  ibr  thotr  never  riad'st  me  tread 
The  beaten  path,  and  brood,  that  leod*st  right  <Mi 
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To  opulence,  nor  didst  condemn  thy  son 
To  the  uudpid  clamours  of  the  bar, 
To  laws  voluminous,  and  ill  observed  ; 
But,  wishing  to  enrich  me  more,  to  fill 
My  mind  with  treasure,  led'st  me  far  away 
From  city>din  to  deep  retreats,  to  banks 
And  streams  Aonian :  and,  with  free  consent. 
Didst  place  me  happy  at  Apollo's  side. 
I  speak  not  now,  on  more  important  themes 
Intent,  of  common  benefits,  and  «uch 
As  nature  bid?,  but  of  thy  larger  gifts, 
My  Father  !  who,  when  I  had  open'd  once 
The  stores  of  Roman  rhetorick,  and  learn 'd 
The  full-ton'd  language  of  the  eloquent  Greeks, 
Whose  lofty  musick  grac'd  the  lips  of  Jove, 
Thyself  didst  counsel  me  to  add  the  .flow'rs 
That  Gallia  boasts,  those  too,  with^which  the  smooti 
Italian  his  degen'rate  speech  adorns, 
That  witnesses  his  mixture  with  the  Goth ; 
And  Palestine's  prophetick  songs  divine 
To  sum  the  whole,  whatever  the  heav'n  contains, 
The  earth  beneath  it,  and  the  air  between, 
The  rivers  and  the  restless  deep  may  all 
Prove  intellectual  gain  to  me,  my  wbh 
Concurring  with  thy  will ;  science  herself, 
All  cloud  removed,  inclines  her  beauteous  head, 
And  offers  me  the  lip,  if,  dull  of  heart, 
I  shrink  not,  and  decline  her  gracious  boon. 

Go  now,  and  gather  dross,  ye  sordid  minds, 
That  covet  it ;  what  could  my  Father  more  ? 
What  more  could  Jove  himself,  unless  he  gave 
His  own  abode,  the  heav*n,  in  which  he  reigns  ? 
More  eligible  gifts  than  these  were  not 
Apollo's  to  his  son,  had  they  been  safe, 
As  they  were  insecure,  who  made  the  boy 
The  world's  vice-luminary,  bade  him  rule 
The  radia  \x  chariot  of  the  day,  and  bind 
16  » 
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To  his  young  brows  his  own  all-cSazzlingr  wreath. 
1  therefore,  although  last  and  least,  my  place 
Among  the  learned  in  the  laurel  grove 
Will  hold,  and  where  tfa«  eonqu'ror*8  ivy  twUi^Sy 
Henceforth  exempt  iVom  the  unletter^  thrdng 
Profane,  nor  even  to  be  seen  by  such. 
Away,  then,  sleepless  Qoro,  Complaint,  ftwtt^, 
And,  Envy,  with  thy  "  jealous  leer  tnalign  !*' 
Nor  let  the  monster  Calumny  shoot  forth 
Her  venom'd  tongue  at  me.    Detested  foes ! 
Te  all  are  impotent  against  my  peaee, 
For  I  am  pririlogr'd,  and  bear  my  breast 
Safe,  and  too  high,  for  your  viperean  wound. 


But  thou !  my  Father,  since  to  render 
Equivalent,  and  to  requite  by  deeds 
Thy  liberality y  ^j^eeds  my  power, 
Suffice  it,  that  I  thus  record  thy  gifts, 
And  bear  them  treasured  in  a  grateful  iBlfid ! 
Ye  too,  the  favourite  pastime  of  my  yoiithi 
My  voluntary  numbers,  if  ye  dare 
To  hope  longevity,  nnd  to  survive 
Your  master's  funeral,  not  soon  absorV^ 
In  the  oblivious  Lethmsn  .gulf^ 
Shall  to  futurity  perfanpe  convey 
This  theme,  and  by  these  praisM  of  my  we 
Improve  the  Faihots  of  a  distant  9f^\ 
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SALSILLUS,  A  B9MAN  POET 


MUCH  INDISPOSBD 


The  original  is  written  in  a  measure  called  ISeazohf 
which  signifies  Umptngf  and  the  meaaore  is  so  deno- 
minated, because,  though  in  other  respects  lambick,  it 
terminates  with  a  Spondee,  •  and  has  consequently  a 
more  tardy  moyement. 

The  reader  will  immediately  see  that  this  property 
of  the  Latin  verse  cannot  be  imitated  in^ngliish 


Mr  halting  Mtise,vthat  dragg'stl^y  cbol^  fAtmft 
Thy  slow,  slow  step,  in  melantholy  song, 
And  lik'st  that  pace,  expressiTe  of  thy  cores, 
Not  less  than  Diopeia's  sprightlier  airs, 
When,  in  the  dance,  she  beats,  with  itaeasur'd  tread, 
Heav'n's  floor,  in  front  of  Juno*s  golden  bed ; 
Salute  Salsillus,  who  to  verse  divine 
Prefers,  with  partial  love,  such  lays  as  mine. 
Thus  writes  that  Milton  then,  who  wafted  o'er 
From  his  own  nest,  on  Albion's  stormy  shore, 
Where  Eurus,  fiercest  of  the  iColian  band. 
Sweeps,  with  ungovem'd  rage,  the  blasted  land, 
Of  late  to  more  serene  Ausonia  came 
To  view  her  cities  of  illustrious  name, 
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To  prove  himself  a  witness  of  the  truth, 
How  wise  her  elders,  and  how  learn*d  her  youth. 
Much  good,  Salsillus !  and  a  bodj  free 
FroQi  ail  disease,  that  Milton  aaks  for  thee, 
Who  now  endur^st  the  languor,  and  th^  pains, 
That  bile  inflicts,  diffused  through  all  thy  veins, 
Relentless  malady  !  not  mov'd  to  spare 
By  thy  sweet  Roman  voice,  and  Lesbian  air ! 

Health,  Hobe*s  sister  sent  us  from  the  skies. 
And  thou,  ApoUo,  whom  all  sickness  flies, 
Pythius,  or  Pean,  or  what  name  divine 
Soe'er  thou  choose,  haste,  heal  a  priest  of  thine! 
Te  groves  of  Faunus,  and  ye  hills,  that  meh 
With  vinous  dews,  where  meek  Evander  dwelt ! 
If  aught  salubrious  in  vour  confines  grow. 
Strive  which  shall  soonest  heal  your  poet's  wo, 
That,  render'd  to  the  M^use  he  loves,  again 
He  may  enchant  the  meadows  with  his  strain. 
Numa,  reclin'd  in  everl^ting  ease, 
Amid  the  shade  of  dark  embow'ring  trees. 
Viewing  with  eyes  of  unabated  fire 
His  lov'd  JEgeria,  shall  that  strain  admire  : 
So  8ooth*d,  the  tumid  Tiber  shall  revere 
The  tombs  of  kings,  nor  desolate  the  year. 
Shall  curb  his  waters  with  a  friendly  reio, 
And  guide  them  harmless^  till  they  meet  the  main. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


(  189  ) 

TO 

GIOVANNI  BATTISTA  MANSO, 

MARCtUIS  OF  YILLA. 


MILTON'S  ACCOUNT  OF  MANSO. 

Giovanni  Battista  Manso,  Marquis  of  Villa,  is  an 
Italian  nobleman  of  the  highest  estimation  among  his 
countrymen,  for  genius,  literature,  and  military  ac- 
complishments. To  him  Torquato  Tasso  addressed 
his  Dialogues  on  Friendship,  for  he  was  much  the 
friend  of  Tasso,  who  has  also  celebrated  him  among 
the  other  Princes  of  his  country,  in  his  poem,  entitled, 
Gerusalemme  Conquistata,  book  zx. 

Fra  cavalier  magnanimi^  e  cortesi, 

Risplende  il  Manso. 
During  the  Author's  stay  at  Naples,  he  received  at 
the  hands  of  the  Marquis  a  thoumnd  kind  offices  and 
civilities,  and,  desirous  not  to  appear  ungrateful, 
sent  him  this  poem  a  short  time  before  his  departure 
from  that  city. 


These  verses  also  to  thy  praise  the  Nine, 
Oh  Manso !  happy  in  that  theme,  design, 
For,  Gallus  and  Miecenas  gone,  they  see 
None  such  besides,  or  whom  they  love  as  tliee  ; 
And,  if  my  verse  may  give  the  meed  of  fkmo. 
Thine  too  shall  prove  an  everlasting  name. 
Already  such,  it  shines  in  Tasso's  page 
(For  thou  wast  Tasso's  friend)  from  age  to  age. 
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And,  next,  the  Muse  consign'd  (not  unaware 

How  high  the  charge)  Marino  to  thy  care, 

Who,  singing  to  the  nymphs,  Adonis*  praise^ 

Boasts  thee  the  patron  of  his  copious  lays. 

To  thee  alone  the  poet  would  entrust 

His  latest  vows,  to  thee  alone  his  dust; 

And  thou  wiUi  punctual  piety  hast  paid, 

In  laboured  brass,  thy  tribute  to  his  shade. 

Nor  this  contented  thee — ^but  lest  the  grave 

Sliould  aught  absorb  of  theirs   which  tliou  couldst 

save. 
All  future  ages  thou  hast  deign'd  to  teach 
The  life,  lot,  genius,  character  of  each, 
Eloquent  as  the  Carian  sage,  who  true 
To  his  great  theme,  the  life  of  Homer  drew. 

I,  therefore,  though  a  stranger  youth,  who  come 
Chiird  by  rude  blasts,  that  freeze  my  northefn  home, 
Thee  dear  to  Clio,  confident  proclaim, 
And  thine,  for  Phoebus's  sake,  a  deathless  name. 
Nor  thou,  so  kind,  wilt  view  with  scornful  eye 
A  muse  scarce  rear'd  beneath  our  sullen  sky, 
Who  fears  not,  indiscreet  as  s^e  is  young, 
To  seek  in  Latium  hearers  of  her  song. 
We  too,  where  Thames  with  his  unsullied  waves 
The  tresses  of  the  blue-hair'd  Ocean  laves, 
Hear  ofl  by.  night,  or,  slumb'ring,  seem  to  hear, 
O'er  his  wide  stream,  the  swan's  voice  warbling  dear, 
And  we  could  boast  a  Titjrrus  of  yore. 
Who  trod,  a  welcome  guest,  youi  happy  shore. 

Yes — dreary  as  we  own  our  Northern  clime, 
£*en  we  to  Phoebus  raise  the  poUsh'd  rhyme. 
We  too  serve  Phccbus ;  Phcebus  has  received 
(If  legends  old  may  claim  to  be  believ'd) 
No  sordid  gifts  from  us,  the  golden  ear, 
The  burnish'd  apple,  ruddiest  of  the  year, 
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The  fragrant  orocas,  and  to  grace  his  fane, 
Fair  damaels  chosen  from  the  Druid  train ; 
Dmids,  our  natiye  bards  in  ancient  time, 
Who  gods  and  heroes  prais'd  in  hallow'd  rhyme  f 
Hence,  often  as  the  maids  of  Oreece  surround 
Apollo*!  shrine  with  hymns  of  festive  sound, 
They  name  the  virgins  who  arrived  of  yore, 
With  British  o^rings,  on  the  Delian  shore, 
Lozo,  from  giant  Corineus  sprung, 
Upis,  on  whose  blest  lips  the  future  hung, 
And  Hecaerge,  with  the  golden  hair, 
All  decked  with  Pictish  hues,  and  all  with  bosoms  bare 

Thou,  therefore,  happy  sage,  whatever  clime 
Shall  ring  with  Tasso's  praise  in  aflor-time, 
Or  with  Marino's,  shaH  be  known  their  friend. 
And  with  an  equal  flight  to  fame*ascend. 
The  world  shaH  hear  how  Phcebus,  and  the  Nine, 
Were  inmates  once,  and  willing  guests  of  thine. 
Tet  PhoBbos,  when  of  old  constraint  to  roam 
The  earth,  an  exile  from  his  heavenly  home, 
Entered,  no  willing  guest,  Admetus'  door. 
Though  Hercules  had  ^entur'd  there  before. 
But  gentle  CUron's  cave  was  near,  a  scene 
Of  rural  peace,  cloth*d  with  perpetual  green. 
And  thither,  oft  as  respite  he  required 
From  mstick  clamours  loud,  the  grod  retir'd. 
There,  many  a  time,  on  Peneus*  bank  reclin'd 
At  some  oak's  root,  with  ivy  thick  entwin'd. 
Won  by  his  hospitable  friend's  desire. 
He  sooth'd  his  pams  of  exile  with  the  lyre. 
Then  shoc^i  the  hills,  then  trembled  Peneus*  shore 
Nor  CBta  felt  his  load  of  forests  more ; 
The  Upland  elms  descended  to  the  plain, 
And  soften'd  lynxes  wonder'd  at  the  strain. 

Well  may  we  think,  O  dear  to  all  above  ! 
Thy  birth  distinguish'd  by  the  smile  of  Jovo  ; 
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And  that  Apollo  shed  his  kindliest  pow'r^ 

And  Maia's  son,  on  that  propitious  hour,. 

Since  only  minds  so  born  can  comprehend 

A  poet's  worth,  or  yield  that  worth  a  fi*iend» 

Hence,  on  thy  yet  unfaded  cheek  appear 

The  lingering  freshness  of  thy  greenerrje^Mi; 

Hence,  in  thy  front  and  features,  wa  adnik«F 

Nature  unwither'd,  and  a  min4  enti|!e» 

Oh  might  so  true  a  friend  to. me  he>lonff>i, 

So  skill 'd  to  gxace  the  votaries  of  soB^i^. 

Should  I  recall  hereafter  into  rhyme» 

The  kings  and  heroes  of  my  natiye  olioae)^ 

Arthur  the  chief,  who  even  now  prepares, 

In  subterraneous  being,  future  wars, 

With  all  his  martial  knights,  to  be  restorfdi^ 

Each  to  his  seat,  around  the  fed'ral'board,. 

And  Oh,  if  spbit.fail  me  not,  disperse 

Our  Saxon  plund'rers,  in  triumphant  ve!r8e<! 

Then,  after  all,  when,  with  the  past  contenlf, 

A  life  I  finish,  not  in  silence  spent> 

Should  he,  kind,  mourner,  o  er  my  deothrbed  bendn 

I  shall  but  need  to  say. — "  Be  yet  my  firiend  V" 

He,  too,  perhaps,  shall  bid  the  marble  broAtho. 

To  honour  me^  and.  with  tba  graceful. wrevthf. 

Or  of  Parnassus,  or  the  I^aphian  asliai,, 

Shall  bind  my  browse— but  I,  shall  rest  the.  whij^^ 

Then  also,  if  the  fruits  o^  faith. endMcei, 

And  virtue's  promia'd  recompense  be  surO| 

Bom  to  those  seats,  to  which  the<  Uest  asj^DAt 

By  purity  of  soul,  and  virtuous^  fire,. 

These  rites,  as  Fate  permits,  I  sliallsurveg^ 

With  eyes  iUumin'd  by  celestial  day^ 

And,  every  cloud  from  my  pure  spirit  dnveiA) 

Joy  in  the  bri^^ht  beatitude  of  Heavon,' 
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DEATH  OF  DAMON. 


TBS  ARGUMEKT. 

Thyrsis  and  Damon,  shepherds  and  neighbours,  had 
always  pursued  the  sanae  studies,  and  had,  from  their 
earliest  days,  been  united  in  the  closest  friendship, 
Thyrsis,  while  travelling  for  improvement,  received 
intelligence  of  the  death  of  Damon,  and,  after  a  time, 
returning  and  finding  it  true,  deplores  himself,  and  his 
solitary  condition,  in  this  poem. 

By  Damon  is  to  be  understood  Charles  Diodati, 
connected  with  the  Italian  city  of  Lucca  by  his  father's 
tide,  in  other  respects  an  Englishman ;  a  youth  of  un 
common  genius,  erudition,  anH  virtue. 


Ts  Nymphs  of  Himera,  (for  ye  have  shed, 
Erewhile  for  Daphnis,  and  for  Hylas  dead. 
And  over  Bion*s  long-lamented  bier, 
The  fruitless  meed  of  many*a  sacred  tear,) 
Now  through  the  villas  lav'd  by  Thames,  rehearse 
The  woes  of  Thyrsis  in  Sicilian  verso. 
What  sighs  he.heav*d,  and  how  with  groans  profound 
He  made  the  woods  and  hollow  rocks  resound, 
Toung  Damon  dead ;  nor  even  ceas'd  to  pour 
His  lonely  sorrows  at  the  midnight  hour. 

Vol.111.  17 
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The  green  wheat  twice  had  nodded  in  the  ear, 
And  golden  harvest  twice  enriched  the  year. 
Since  Damon's  lips  had  gasp'd  for  vital  air 
The  last,  last  time,  nor  Thyrsis  yet  was  there ; 
For  he,  enamour'd  of  the  Muse,  remained 
In  Tuscan  Fiorenza  long  detain'd, 
But,  stor'd  at  length  with  all  he  wished  to  learn. 
For  his  flock's  sake  now  hasted  to  return, 
And  when  the  shepherd  had  resum'd  his  seat 
At  the  elm's  root,  within  his  old  retreat. 
Then  'twas  his  lot,  then,  all  his  loss  to  know, 
And,  from  his  burthen'd  heart,  ho  vontod  thus  his  wo. 

^  Go,  seek  your  home,  my  lambs ;  my  tiioughts  ar« 
due 
To  other  cares,  than  those  of  feeding  you. 
Alas,  what  deities  shall  I  suppose 
In  heaven,  or  earth,  concern*d  for  human  woes, 
Since,  O  my  Damon !  their  severe  decree 
So  soon  condemns  lue  to  regret  of  thee ! 
Depart'st  thou  thus,  thy  virtues  unrepaid 
With  fame  and  honour,  like  a  vulgar  shade  ? 
Let  him  forbid  it,  whose  bright  rod  controls, 
And  sep'rates  sordid  from  illustrious  80u|s, 
Drive  far  the  rabble,  and  to  tliee  assign 
A  happier  lot,  with  spirits  worthy  tliine ! 

"  Go,  seek  your  homo,  my  lambs  j  my  thoughts  ara 
due 
To  other  cares,  tlian  those  of  feeding  you. 
Whate'er  befall,  unless  by  cruel  clianco. 
The  wolf  first  give  me  a  forbidding  glance. 
Thou  shalt  not  moulder  undeplor'd,  but  long 
Thy  praise  shall  dwell  on  every  sheplierd's  tongue 
To  Daplinis  first  they  shall  delight  to  pay. 
And,  after  him,  to  thee  the  votive  lay. 
While  Pales  sitall  the  flocks  and  pastures  love, 
Or  Faunus  to  frequent  the  field  or  grove. 
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At  least,  if  ancient  piety  and  truth, 
With  all  the  learned  labours  of  thy  youth. 
May  serve  ihee  aught,  or  to  have  left  behind 
A  Borrowing  friend,  and  of  the  tuneful  kind. 

**  Go,  seek  your  home,  my  lambs ',  my  thoughts  are 
due 
To  other  cares,  than  those  of  feeding  you. 
Tes,  Damon  I  such  thy  sure  reward  shall  be , 
But  ah,  what  doom  awaits  unhappy  me  ? 
Who,  now,  my  pains  and  perils  shall  divide, 
As  thou  wast  wont,  for  ^ver  at  my  side, . 
Both  when  the  rugged  frost  annoyed  our  feet, 
And  when  the  herbage  all  was  parch*d  with  heat ; 
Whether  the  grim  wolfs  ravage  to  prevent,  ' 

Or  the  huge  lion's,  arm'd  with  darts  we  went  ? 
Whose  converse,  now,  shall  calm  my  stormy  day, 
With  charming  song,  who  now  beguile  my  way  ? 

<<  Go,  seek  your  home,  my  lambs;  my  thoughts  aro 
due 
To  other  cares,  than  those  of  feeding  you. 
In  whom  shall  I  confide  ?  Whose  counsel  find 
A  balmy  medicine  for  my  troubled  mind  ? 
Or  whose  discourse,  with  inxpcent  delight, 
Shall  fill  me  now,  and  cheat  the  wint'ry  night. 
While  hisses  on  my  hearth  the  pulpy  pear. 
And  b1ack*ning  chestnuts  start  and  crackle  there. 
While  storms  abroad  the  dreary  meadows  whelm, 
And  the  wind  thunders  thro'  the  neighboring  elm. 

''  Go,  seek  your  home,  my  lambs ;  my  thoughts  ar« 
due 
To  other  cares,  than  those  of  feeding  you. 
Or  who,  when  summer  suns  their  summit  reach, 
And  Pan  sleeps  hidden  by  the  shelt'ring  beech. 
When  shepherds  disappear,  nymphs  seek  the  iiedge, 
And  the  stretched  rustick  snores  beneath  the  hedge* 
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Who  then  shall  render  me  thy  pleasant  vem 
Of  Attick  wit,  thy  jests,  thy  smiles  again  i 

"  Go,  seek  your  homo,  my  lambs ;  my  thoughts  9f  e 
due 
To  other  eares,  than  those  of  feeding  yon. 
Where  glens  and  vales  are  thickest  overgrown 
With  tangled  houghs,  I  wander  now  alone^ 
Till  night  descend,  while  blustering  wind  and  f^ow^f 
Beat  on  my  temples  thirough  the  shatter 'd  bpw'r. 

**  Go,  seek  yonr  home,  my4amb8^  my  thouglits  are 
due 
To  other  cires^  than  those  of  feeding  yoo. 
Alas  !  what  rampant  weeds  now  shame  my  fields* 
And  what  a  mildew'd  crop  the  furrow  yields  ? 
My  rambling  vines,  unwodded  td  the  trees, 
Bear  shrivell'd  grapes,  my  myrtles  fail  to  please^ 
Nor  please  me  more  my  flocks ;  they,  slighted  turn 
Theb  unavailing  look»  on  mei  and  mourn. 

<'  Go,  seek  your  home,  my  lambs }  my  thoughts  ape 
'  due 
To  other  cares,  than  thosa  of  fee4ing  y^U 
Mgon  invites  me  to  the  hazel  grove, 
Amyntas  on  tho  river's  bank  t,Q  rove, 
And  young  Alphesibcsus  to  a  seat 
Where  branching  elms  exclude  the  mid-day  hei^, 
*  Here  fountains  spring — here  mossy  hillocks  rise ; 
Here  Zephyr  whispers,  and  the  stream  replies.*— 
Thus  each  persuades,  but,  deaf  to  every  call, 
I  gain  the  thickets,  and  escape  them  all. 

«  Go,  seek  your  home,  my  lamb^  i  viy  thoughts  avt 
due 
To  other  cares,  than  those  of  feeding  you. 
Then  Mopsus  sa^4»  (^he  same  who  reads  so  well 
The  voice  of  burds,  and  what  the  stars  foretell, 
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For  he  by  chance  had  noticed  my  letum,) 
'  What  means  thy  sullen  mood,  this  deep  concern  ? 
Ah  Thyrsis  !  thou  art  either  craz'd  wi^h  love, 
Or  some  sinister  influence  from  above ; 
Dull  Saturn's  influence  oft  the  shepherds  me  ; 
His  leaden  shaft  oblique  has  pierc'd  thee  through  * 

"  Go,  go,  my  lambs,  unpastur'd  as  ye  are ; 
My  thoughts  are  all  now  due  to  other  care. 
Tho  nymphs  amaz*d,  my  melancholy  see, 
And,  *  Thyrsis  !*  cry — *  what  will  become  of  thee  ! 
What  wouldst  thou,  Thyrsis  ?  such  should  not  appear 
The  brow  of  youth  stern,  gloomy,  and  severe  ; 
Brisk  youth  should  laugh,  and  love— ^ah,  shun  the  fate 
Of  those,  twice  wretched  mopes  !  who  love  too  late  !** 

<<  Go,  go,  my  lambs,  tmpastur*d  as  ye  are ; 
My  thoughts  are  all  now  due  to  other  care. 
iEgle  with  Hyas  came,  to  sooth  my  pain. 
And  Baucis'  daughter,  Dryope,  the  vain, 
*  Fair  Dryope,  for  voice  and  finger  neat 
Known  far  and  near,  and  for  her  self-conceit ; 
Chloris  too  came,  whose  cottage  on  the  landf 
That  skirt  tho  Idumanian  current,  stands ; 
But  all  in  vain  they  came,  and  but  to  see 
Kind  wo^ds,  and  comfortable,  lost  on  me. 

«  Go,  go,  my  lambs,  unpastur*d  as  ye  are ; 
My  thoughts  are  all  now  due  to  other  care. 
Ah  blest  indiflfrence,  of  the  playful  herd, 
None  by  his  fellow  chosen,  or  preferr'd  i 
No  bonds  of  amity  the  flocks  enthral. 
But  each  associates,  and  is  pleas'd  with  all ; 
So  graze  the  dappled  deer  in  numerous  droves, 
And  all  his  kind  alike  the  zebra  loves ; 
The  same  law  governs,  where  the  billows  roar, 
And  Proteus*  shoals  o'crspread  the  desert  shore ; 
17** 
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The  sparrow,  meonost  of  tbo  feathered  race, 

His  fit  companioii  finds  in  every  place, 

With  whom  ho  picks  the  grain  that  suits  him  be4i   . 

Flirts  here  and  there,  and  late  returns  to  rest, 

And  whom  if  chance  the  falcon  make  his  prej. 

Or  hedger  with  his  well  aim'd  arrow  slay, 

For  no  such  loss  the  gay  surriyor  grieves : 

New  love  be  aoeks^  and  new  delight  receives. 

We  only,  an  obduriite  kind,  rejoice', 

Scorning  all  others,  in  a  single  choice. 

We  scarce  in  thousands  meet  one  kindred  mind^ 

And  if  the  long-sought  good  at  last  we  find, 

When  least  we  fear  it,  Death  our  treasure  steals, 

Aad  gives  our  heart  a  wound  that  nothing  heals. 

''  Oo,  go,  my  lambs,  nnpastur*d  as  ye  are ; 
My  thoughts  afe  all  now  due  to  other  care.  - 
Ah,  what  delusion  lur'd  me  from  my  flocks. 
To  traverse  Alpine  snows,  and  rugged  rocks ' 
What  need  so  great  had  I  to  visit  Rome, 
Now  sunk  in  ruins,  and  herself  a  tomb  ? 
Or,  had  sho  floorish'd  still,  as  when  of  old. 
For  her  jake  Tityrus  forsook  his  fold. 
What  need  .00  great  had  1 1'  incur  a  pause 
Of  thy  sweet  intercourse  for  such  a  cause. 
For  such  a  cause  to  place  the  roaring  sea, 
Rocks,  mountains,  woods,  between  my  friend  and  roei 
£b»,  had  I  gritsp'd  thy  feeble  hand,  composed 
Thy  decent  limbs,  thy  drooping  eye-lids  closed,* 
And,  at  the  last,  had  said — *  Farewell — ascend — 
Nor  even  in  the  skies  forget  thy  friend  V 

<<  Go,  go,  my  lambs,  untended  homeward  fipre ; 
My  thoughts  are  all  now  due  to  other  care. 
Although  well-pleas*d,  ye  tuneful  Tuscan  swains ! 
My  mind  the  mem'ry  of  your  worth  retails, 
Tet  not  your  worth  can  teach  me  less  to  mourn 
My  Damon  lost.    He  too  was  Tuscan  born 
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fiom  in  your  Lucca,  city  of  renown  ! 
And  wit  poBsesfl'd,  and  genius,  like  your  own. 
Oh  how  elate  was  I,  when  strctch'd  beside 
The  murmuring  coarse  of  Arno's  breezy  tide, 
Beneath  the  poplar  grove  I  passM  my  hoars, 
.Now  cropping  myrtles,  and  now  vernal  flow'rs, 
And  hearing,  as  I  lay  at  dase  along, 
Toar  swains  contending  for  the  prize  of  song  ! 
I  al^  dar'd  attempt  (and,  as  it  seems, 
Not  much  displeas'd  attempting)  various  themes, 
For  even  I  can  presents  boast  from  you, 
The  shepherd's  pipe,  and  ozier  basket  too. 
And  Dati,  and  Franclnl,  both  have  made 
My  name  familiar  to  the  boechen  shade, 
And  they  are  leam'd,  and  each  in  ev'ry  place 
Renown'd  for  song,  and  both  of  Lydian  race 

"  Go,  go,  my  Iambs,  antended  homeward  fare , 
My  thoughts  are  all  now  due  to  other  care. 
While  bright  the  dewy  grass  with  moon-beams  shotie 
And  I  stood  hurdling  in  my  kids  alone, 
How  often  have  I  said  (but  thou  hadst  found 
Ere  then  thy  dark  cold  lodgment  under  ground 
Now  Damon  sings,  or  springes  sets  for  hares 
Or  wicker-work  for  various  use  prepares ! 
How  oft,  indidging  fkncy,  have  4  planned 
New  scenes  of  pleasure,  that  I  hop'd  at  hand, 
Caird  thee  abroad  as  I  was  wont,  and  cried — 
<  What  l^oa  !  my  friend— come  lay  thy  ti^  aside, 
Haste,  let  us  forth  together,  and  beguile 
The  heat,  beneath  yon  whispering  shades  awhile 
Or  on  the  margin  stray  of  Ck)lne's  clear  flood. 
Or  where  Oassibelan's  grey  turrets  stood ! 
There  thou  shalt  cull  me  simples,  and  shalt  teach 
Thy  friend  the  name,  and  healing  pow'rs  of  each, 
From  the  tall  blue-bell  to  the  dwarfish  weed. 
What  the  dry  laaid,  and  what  the  marshes  breed, 
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For  all  their  kinds  alike  to  thee  are  knoxvoy 

And  the  whole  art  of  Galen  is  thy  own.* 

Ah,  perish  Galen's  art,  and  wither'd  bo 

The  useless  herbs,  that  gave  not  health  to  thee  1 

Twelve  evenings  since,  as  in  poetick  dream 

1  meditating  sat  some  statelier  theme, 

The  reeds  no  sooner  touch'd  my  lip,  though  new, 

And  unassay'd  before,  than  wide  they  flew. 

Bursting  their  waxen  bands,  nor  could  sustain 

The  deep-ton 'd  musick  of  the  solemn  strain ; 

And  I  am  vain  perhaps,  but  I  will  tell 

How  proud  a  theme  I  chose — ^ye  groves,  farewell 

"  Go,  go,  my  lambs,  untended  homeward  faro ; 
My  thoughts  are  all  now  due  to  other  care. 
Of  Brutus,  Dardan  chief,  my  song  shall  be. 
How  with  his  barks  he  ploughed  the  British  sea, 
First  from  Rutupia's  towering  headland  seen, 
And  of  his  consortia  reign,  fair  Imogen ; 
Of  Brennus,  and  Belinus,  brothers  bold, 
And  of  Arviragus,  and  how  of  old 
Our  hardy  sires,  th'  Armorican  controU'd, 
And  of  the  wife  of  Gorlois,  who,  surprised 
By  Uther,  in  her  husband's  form  disguis'd, 
(Such  was  the  force  of  Merlin's  art)  became 
Pregnant  with  Arthur  of  heroick  fame.  ^ 

These  themes  I  now  revolve — and  Oh — if  Fate 
Proportion  to  these  themes  my  lengtiien'd  date, 
Adieu,  my  shepherd's  reed — ^yon  pine-tree  bough 
Sliall  bo  thy  future  home,  there  dangle  thou 
Forgotten  and  di^us'd,  unless  ere  long 
Tliou  change  Ihy  Latian  for  a  British  song ; 
A  Britisli  ? — even  so— the  pow'rs  of  man 
Arn  bounded  ;  little  is  the  most  he  can: 
Aiui  it  shall  well  suiHce  me,  and  shall  bo 
F:tiU3,'and  prou'l  recompense  enough  for  me, 
\''  II sa,  golden-hair 'd,  my  verse  may  learn, 
'i*  Alain.  Inrnding  o'er  his  crystal  urn. 
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Swift-whirling  Abra,  Trent's  o'ersliadow'd  streun, 
Thames,  lovelier  far  than  all  in  my  esteem, 
Tamar*s  ore'tinctur'd  flood,  and,  after  these, 
The  wave-worn  shores  of  utmost  Orcades. 

"  Go>  go>  J^y  lambs,  untended  homeward  fare ; 
My  thoughts  are  all  now  due  to  otlier  care. 
All  this  I  kept  m  leaves  of  laurel-rind 
Enfolded  safe,  and  for  thy  view  designed, 
This — and  a  gift  from  Manso's  hand  teside^ 
(Manso,  not  least  his  ns^tive  city's  pride,) 
Two  cups,  that  radiant  as  their  giver  shone, 
Adorn'd  by  sculpture  with  a  double  zone. 
The  spring  was  graven  there  ;  here  slowly  wind 
The  Red-sea  shores,  with  groves  of  spices  lin'd  ^ 
Her  plumes  of  various  hues  amid  the  boughs 
The  sacred,  solitary  Phcenix  shows ; 
And  watchful  of  the  dawn,  reverts  her  head> 
To  see  Aurcu-a  leave  her  wat'ry  bed. 
— ^In  other  part,  th'  expansive  vault  above, 
And  there  too,  even  there,  the  God  of  Love 
With  quiver  arm*d  he  mounts,  his  torch  displays 
A  vivid  light,  his  gem-tipt  arrows  blaze. 
Around  his  bright  ayd  fiery  eyes  he  rolls. 
Nor  aims  at  vulgar  minds,  or  little  souls. 
Nor  deigns  one  look  below,  but  aiming  high, 
Sendli  every  arrow  to  the  lofty  sky ; 
Hence  forms  divine,  and  minds  immortal,  learn 
The  pow'r  of  Cupid,  and  enamour *d  burn. 

«  Thou  also,  Damon,  (neither  need  I  fear 
That  hope  delusive,)  thou  art  also  there  ; 
For  whither  should  simplicity  like  thine 
Retire,  where  else  such  spotless  virtue  shine  ? 
Thou  dwell'st  not  (thought  profane)  in  shades  beloW)^ 
Nor  tears  suit  thee — cease  then  my  tears  to  flow, , 
Away  with  grief:  on  Damon  ill-bestow'd  ! 
Who,  pure  himself,  has  found  a  pure  abode, 
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Has  passed  the  show'ry  ar«h,  henceforth  residei 
With  saints  and  heroes,  and  from  flowing  tides 
Quaffs  copious  immortality,  and  joy, 
With  hallow'd  lips ! — Oh  !  bleat  without  alloy, 
And  now  cnrich'd,  with  all  that  faith  can  claim 
Look  down,  entreated  by  whatever  name, 
If  Damon  please  thee  most,  (that  rural  sound 
Shall  oft  with  echoes  fill  the  groves  around,) 
Or  if  Diodatus,  J>y  which  alone 
In  those  ethereal  mansions  thou  art  known. 
Thy  blush  was  maiden,  and  thy  youth  the  taste 
Of  wedded  bliss  knew  never,  pure  and  chastOi 
The  honours,  therefore,  by  divmo  decree 
The  lot  of  virgin  worth  are  given  to  thee ; 
Thy  brows  encircled  with  a  radiant  band, 
And  the  groen  palm-branch  waving  in  thy  hand| 
Thou  in  immortal  nuptials  shalt  rejoice, 
And  join  with  seraphs  thy  according  voice. 
Where  rapture  reigns,  and  the  ecstatick  lyre 
Guides  the  blest  orgies  of  the  blazing  choir.'' 
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AN  ODE 

▲DOBX88XD  TO 

MR.  JOHN  ROUSE,  LIBRARIAN, 

OF  THZ   ViriYXBBITT  OV  OXTORD, 

On  a  lost  Volume  of  my  Poems^  which  he  desired  me 

to  replace^  that  he  might  add  them  to  my  other 

Works  deposited  in  the  Uhrary, 


Tnif  Ode  is  rendered  without  rli3rmey  that  it  might 
more  adequately  represent  the  original,  which,  as 
Milton  himself  informs  us,  is  of  no  certain  measure 
It  may  possibly  for  this  reason  disappoint  the  reader, 
though  it  cost  the  writer  more  labour  than  the  transla- 
tion of  any  other  piece  in  the  whole  collection. 


•TBOFHV. 

Mr  two-fold  book !  single  in  show 

But  double  in  contents, 
Neat,  but  net  curiously  adorn*d, 

WWch,  in  his  early  youth, 
A  poet  gave,  no  lofly  one  in  truth. 
Although  an  earnest  wooer  of  the  Muse- 
Say  while  in  cool  Ausonian  shades. 
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Or  British  wilds  Re  roam'd, 

Striking  by  turns  his  native  lyre, 

By  turns  the  Daunlan  lute> 

And  stepped  idmost  in&ir^ — 


▲KTISTBOPUE. 

tUjTt  little  book,  wM  furtive  hand 
Thee  from  thy  fellow-books  convey'd, 
What  time,  at  th^  repeated  suit 
Of  my  most  learned  friend, 
I  pent  thee  forth  an  honoured  traveller. 
From  our  |freat  city  to  the  source  of  Thamei^ 

Caerulean  sire ! 
Where  rise  the  fountains,  and  the  rapture  ring 
Of  the  Aonian  choir, 
Durable  as  yonder  spherer. 
And  through  the  endless  lapse  of  years 
Secure  to  be  admir'd  f 


BtBOPHS  II. 

Nbw  Irllal  Ood,  or  Demigod, 
For  ^Httin's  aneient  Cknims  mov'd, 

(If  our  afflicted  land 
Have  expiated  at  len^^th  the  guilty  elotli 
Of  her  degen'rate  sons) 
Shall  terminate  our  impious  feuds, 
And  discipline,  wi^  haSoWd  voice  recall? 
Recall  the  Muses  too, 
Driv'ii  from  the«  andient  seats 
In  Albion,  and  well  mgh  from  Albion's  thoroi 
And  with  keen  Fhoebean  shafts 
Piercing  thl  unseemly  birds. 
Whoso  talons  menace  us, 
Shall  drive  the  Harpy  rare  from  HeHcoh  tdkt. 
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AKTISTROPHX. 

Bat  thou,  my  book,  tboagh  thou  hast  ttray^d 
Whether  bj  treachery  loat^ 
Or  indolent  neglect,  thy  bearor^s  fault, 

From  all  thy  fcmdred  books, 
To  some  dark  ceJ,  or  cave  forloni, 

Where  thou  endur'st,  perhaps, 
The  chafing  of  some  hard  untutor'd  hand, 

Be  comforted — 
For  lo !  again  the  splendid  hope  appears 

That  thou  may'st  yet  escape 
The  gulfs  of  Lethe,  and  on  oary  wings 
Mount  to  the  everlasting  courts  of  Jove ! 

STROPHE  lU. 

Smce  House  desires  thee,  and  complaini 
That,  though  by  promise  his. 
Thou  yet  appear'st  not  in  thy  place 
Among  the  literary  noble  stores  . 

Giv'n  to  his  care. 
But,  absent,  leav*st  his  numbers  incomplete, 
He,  therefore,  guardian  vigilant 

Of  that  unperishing  wealth. 
Calls  thee  to  the  interiour  shrine,  his  char(;f»| 
Where  he  intends  a  richer  treasure  for 
Than  Ion  kept  (Ion,  Erectheus'  son 
niustrious,  of  the  fair  Creusa  bom) 
In  the  resplendent  temple  of  his  God, 
Tripods  of  gold  and  Delphick  gifts  divine. 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Haste,  then,  to  the  pleasant  groves, 
The  Muses'  fav'rite  haunt ; 
Resume  thy  station  in  Apollo's  dome 
Vol..  m.  •  18 
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Dearer  to  him 
Than*DeloB,  or  the  forked  Parnassian  hill ! 

Exulting  go, 
Since  now  a  splendid  lot  is  also  thine, 
And  thou  art  sought  by  my  propitious  friend ; 

For  there  thou  shalt  be  read 
With  authors  of  exalted  note, 
The  ancient  glorious  lights  of  Greece  and  Romt^ 


Ye  then,  my  works,  no  longer  vainy 
And  worthless  deem'd  by  me  ! 
Whatever  this  sterile  genius  has  produced, 
Expeet,  at  last,  the  rage  of  envy  spent, 
An  unmolested  happy  home. 
Gift  of  kind  Hermes,  and  my  watchful  friend, 
Where  never  flippant  tongue  profane 
Shall  entrance  find, 
And  whencQ  the  coarse  unletter'd  muititude 
Shall  babble  far  remote. 
Perhaps  some  future  distant  age. 
Loss  ting'd  with  prejudice,  and  better  taught. 
Shall  furnish  minds  of  pow'r 
To  judge  more  equally. 
Then,  malice  silenced  in  the  tomb. 
Cooler  heads  and  sounder  hearts, 
Thanks  to  Rouse,  if  au/rht  of  praise 
T  merit,  shall  with  candour  weigh  iho  claim 
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THE  ITALIAN  POEMS. 


SONNET. 

Eair  Lady,  whose  harmonious  namo  the  Rhine^ 
Through  all  his  grassy  vale,  delights  to  hear, 
Base  were  indeed  the  wretch,  who  could  forbear 

To  love  a  spirit  elegant  as  thine. 

That  manifestf  a  sweetness  all  divine. 
Nor  knows  a  thousand  winning  acts  to  spare, 
And  graces,  which  Love's  bow  and  arrows  are. 

Tempering  thy  virtues  to  a  sofler  shine. 

When  gracefully  thou  speak'st  or  singest  gay. 
Such  strains,  as  might  the  senseless  forest  move,. 

Ah  then — ^turn  each  his  eyes,  and  ears,  away, 
Who  feels  himself  unworthy  of  thy  love  1 

Grace  can  alone  preserve  him,  ere  the  dart 

Of  fond  desire  yet  reach  his  inmost  heart. 

SONETTO. 

DoNHA  loggiadra,  il  cui  bel  nome  honora 
L'herbosa  val  di  Rheno,  e  il  nobil  varco, 
Bene  e  colui  d*ogni  valore  scarco, 
Qual  tuo  spirto  gentil  non  innamora; 

Che  dolcemente  mostra  si  di  fuora 
De  sui  att]  soavi  giammai  parco, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


208       TRANSLATIONS  FROM  MILTOI^ 
F  i  don,'  che  son  d'anior  saette  cd  orco, 
La  onde  1  alta  tua  virtu  s'infiora. 

Quando  tu  vaga  parli,  o  lieta  canti, 
Clie  mover  possa  duro  alpestre  legno, 
Guard!  ciascun  a  gli  occhi,  ed  a  gll  orecchi 

L'entrata,  chi  di  tre  si  truova  indegno ; 
Grazia  sola  di  su  gli  vaglia,  innanti 
Che'l  disio  amoroso  al  cuor  s'lnvecchi. 


SONNET. 

As  on^a  hill-top  rude,  when  closing  day 

Imbrowns  the  scene,  some  past'ral  maiden  fair 
Waters  a  lovely  foreign  plant  with  core, 
Borne  from.it8  native  gemal  airs  away, 
That  8carce3y  can  its  tender  bud  display : 

So,  on  my  tongue  these  accents,  new,  an4  rajre^ 
Are  flow'rs  exotick,  which  Love  waters  thoie, 
While  thus,  O  sweetly  scornful !  I  essay 
Thy  praise,  in  verse  to  British  ears  unknown^ 
And  Thames  exchange  for  Amo*»  fair  domain  > 
So  love  iias  will'd,  and  ofttimes  Love  has  sh9W% 
That  what  he  wills,  he  never  wills  in  vain.         ^ 
Oh  that  this  hard  and  sterile  breast  might  be, 
To  Him,  who  plants  from  Heav*n,  a  soil  sm  free^! 


SONETTO. 

QuAL  in  coUe  asprcS  al  imbrunir  di  sera, 
L*awezza  giovinetta  pastorella 
Va  bagnando  I'herbetta  strana  e  Delia, 
Che  mal  si  spande  a  disusata  spera, 
Fuor  di  sua  natia  alma  primavcra ; 
Cosi  Amor  meco  insu  la  lingua  snella 
Desta  il  fior  novo  di  strania  favella, 
Mcntre  io  di  to  vezzosamente  altera. 
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Canto,  dal  mio  buon  popol  non  inteso^ 

E'l  bel  Tamigi  cangio  col  bel  Amo, 

Amor  lo  volse,  ed  io  a  1'  altrui  peso, 
Seppi,  ch'Amor  cosa  mai  volse  indarno, 

Deh  !  foB*  il  mio  cuor  lento,  e'l  duro  seno, 

A  chi  pianta  dal  ciel,  si  buon  terreno ! 


CANZONE. 

They  mock  my  toil — the  nymphs  and  am'rouisi  swams 

And  whence  this  fond  attempt  to  write,  they  cry, 

Loye-songs  in  language  that  thou  little  know'st  ? 

How  dar'st  thou  risk  to  sing  these  foreign  strains  ' 

Say  truly.    Fmd'st  not  oft  thy  purpose  crossed, 

And  that  thy  fairest  flowers,  here  fade  and  die  ' 

Then  with  pretence  of  admiration  high — 

Theo  other  shores  expect,  and  other  tides, 

Rivers,  on  whose  grassy  sides 

Her  deathless  laurel  leaf,  with  which  to  bind 

Thy  flowing  locks,  already  Fame  provides ; 

Why  then  this  burthen,  better  far  declined  ? 

Speak,  Muse !  for  me. — ^The  fair  one  said,  who  guides 

My  willing  heart,  and  all  my  fancy's  flights, 

*^  This  is  the  language,  in  which  Lovo  delights  ** 


CANZONE. 

RiDONSi  donne,  e  giovani  amorosi 
M'  accostandosi  attorno,  e  pcrche  scrivi, 
Perche  tu  scrivi  in  lingua  ignota  e  strana 
Verseggiando  d*  amor,  e  come  t*  osi  ? 
Dinne,  se  la  tua  speme  sia  mai  vana, 
E  de  pensieri  lo  migUor  t'  arrivi ; 
Cosi  mi  van  burlando,  altri  rivi 
Altri  lidi  t'aspettan,  ed  altre  onde 
Nelle  cui  verdi  sponde 
18* 
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Spuntati  td  hor,  a  la  iua  chioma 
L'  immortal  guiderdon  d'  etorne  frondi 
Perche  alle  spalie  tue  soverchia  soma  ^ 

Oanzon,  dirotti)  e  tu  per  me  riepondi ' 
Dice  mia  Donna,  e'l  suo  dir  e  il  mio  cuore . 
*'  Qnesta  e  lingua,  di  cui  si  vanta  Amorc. 


SONNET 
TO  CHARLES  DIODATI. 

Charles — and  I  say  it  wond'rlng-^thou  most.lpipw 
That  I,  who  once  assum'd  a  scornful  air, 
And  scofTd  at  love,  am  fall'a  in  his  snare, 
(Full  many  an  upright  man  hfts  fallen  so) 
Tet  think  me  not  thus  dazzled  by  the  flow 
Of  golden  locks,  or  dau^ask  cheek :  more  raxe 
The  heart-felt  beauties  of  my  foreign  fair ; 
A  mien  majestick,  with  dark  brows  that  sho^t 
The  tranquil  lustre  of  a  lofty  mind  ', 
Words  exquisite,  of  idioms  more  than  one, 
And  song,  whose  fascinating  pow'r  might  bind, ' 
And  from  her  sphere  draw  down  the  lab'ring  Moon 
With  such  fire  darting  eyes,  that  should  I  fill 
My  eard  with  wax,  she  would  enchant  me  still. 

SONETTO. 

DioDAri,  e  te^  diro  con  maraviglia, 
Quel  ritroso  io,  ch*amor  spreggiar  soleay 
£  de  suoi  lacci  spessa  mi  ridea, 
Gia  caddi,  oy'huom  dabben  talhor  s'impiglia 

Ne  treccie  d'  oro,  ne  guancia  Vermiglia 
M'  abbaglian  si,  ma  sotto  nuova  idea 
Pellegrina  bellezza,  chel  cuor  bea. 
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Portamenti  alti  honesti,  e  oelle  cigli^ 

Quel  sereno  folgor  d'amabil  nero, 
parole  adorne,  di  lingua  piu  d'mui, 
£'1  cantar,  che  di  mezzo  Themispero 

Traviar  ben  pno  la  faticosa  Lona,    . 

£  degli  occM  nioi  awenta  si  gran  fuoco^ 
Che  rincerar  gli  orecchi  mi  fia  poco. 

SONNET. 

Ladt  !  It  cannot  be,  bat  that  thine  eyes 

Most  be  my  feion,  such  radiance  they  display^ 
And  strike  me  e'en  as  Pfaoebtui  him,  whose  way 
Through  horrid  Lybia*s  sandy  desert  lies. 
Meantime,  on  that  side  steamy  Tapoora  rise 

Where  most  I  saffi»r.    Of  what  kind  are  they^ 
New  as  to  me  they  are,  I  cannot  say, 
But  deem  them,  in  the  loyer*s  language— nghs* 
Some,  though  with  pain,  my  bosom  closj  eo&oeiils, 
Which,  if  in  part  escaping  thence,  they  tead 
To  soften  thine,  thy  coldness  soon  congeals, 
While  others  to  iny  tearful  eyes  ascend. 
Whence  my  sad  nights  in  show*rs  are  ever  drown  d, 
Till  my  Aurora  comes,  her  brow  with  roses  boutiJ, 

SONETTO. 

Ver  certo  i  bei  vostr'occhi,  Donna  mia, 

Esser  non  puo,  che  non  sian  lo  mio  sole, 
Si  mi  percuoton  forte,  come  ei  suole 
Per  Tarene  di  Libia,  chi  slnvia : 

Mentre  un  caldo  vapor  (ne  senti  pria) 

Da  quel  lato  si  spinge,  ove  mi  duole, 
Che  forse  amanti  nelle  lor  parole, 
Chiaman  sospir ;  io  non  so  che  si  sia : 

Psrte  rinchiusa,  e  turbida  si  cela 

Scosso  mi  11  petto,  e  poi  n'uscendo  poor. 
Quivi  d'  attorno  o  s'agghiaccia,  o  s*ingi       % 
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Ma  qnanto  a  gli  occhi  giunge  a  trovar  loco 
Tutte  le  notti  a  me  suol  far  piovose 
Finche  mia  Alba  rivien,  cdlma  di  rose.  % 

SONNET. 

Enamoured,  artless,  young,  on  foreign  ground, 
Uncertain  whither  from  myself  to  fly, 
To  thee,  dear  lady,  with  an  humbla  sigh   . 
Let  me  devote  my  heairt,  which  I  have  fomid 
By  certain  proofs,  not  few,  intrepid,  sound, 

Grood,  and  addicted  to  conceptions  high. 
When  tempests  shake  the  world,  and  fire  the  sky, 
It  rests  in  adamant  self-wrapt  around, 
As  safe  from  envy,  and  from  outrage  rude, 
From  hopes  and  fears,  that  vulgar  minds  abuse. 
As  fond  of  genius,  and  fix'd  fortitude. 
Of  the  resounding,  lyre,  and  every  Muse. 
Weak  you  wiU  find  it  in  one  only  part, 
Now  pierc'd  by  Love's  immedicable  daurt. 

SONETTO. 

GiovAVE  piano,  e  semplicetto  amante, 

Poi  che  fuggir  me  stesso  in  dubbio  sono, 
Madonna,  a  voi  del  mio  cuor  I'humil  done 
Faro  divoto ;  io  certo  a  prove  tante 

L'hebbi  fedele,  intrepido,  costanto 

Do  pensieri  leggiadro,  accorto,  o  buoiio  ; 
Quando  rugge  il  gran  mondo,  e  scocca  il  tuonoj 
S'arma  di  se,  e  d'  intero  diamante,  ^ 

Tanto  del  forso,  e  d'  invidia  sicuro, 
Di  timer i,  e  speranzc  al  popol  use 
Quanto  d'ingegno,  e  d'alto  valor  vago, 

E  di  cetra  sonora,  e  delle  Muse  : 

Sol  trovercto  in  tal  parte  men  duro, 
Ove  Amor  misc  rinsanabil  ago. 
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EWTAPH 


MRS.  M  BIGGINS,  OF  WESTON. 

[1791.] 

Laurxui  may  flourish  round  the  conqu'ror^s  tomb 
But  happiest  they,  who  win  the  world  to  come : 
Belieyers  have  a  silent  field  to  fight, 
And  their  exploits  are  veil'd  from  human  sight, 
They  in  some  nook,  where  little  known  they  dwell. 
Kneel,  pray  in  faith,  and  rout  the  hosts  of  Hell ; 
Eternal  Iriumphs  crown  thair  toils  divine. 
And  ail  those  tHumphs,  Mary,  now  are  thine 


THE  RETIRED  CAT. 

[1791.] 

A  Post's  Cat,  sedate  and  grave 
As  poet  well  could  wish  to  have. 
Was  much  addicted  to  inquire 
For  nooks  to  which  she  might  retire, 
And  where,  secure  as  mouse  in  chink, 
^  She  might  repose,  or  sit  and  think. 
I  ^now  not  where  she  caught  the  trick— *^ 
Nature  perhaps  herself  had  cast  her 
In  such  a  mould  philosophi^ue. 
Or  else  she  learned  it  of  her  Master 
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Sometimes  ascending,  debonair, 
An  apple-tree,  or  lofty  pear, 
Lodg'd  with  convenience  in  the  fork, 
She  watch'd  the  gard'ner  at  his  work  , 
Sometimes  her  ease  and  solace  sought 
In  an  old  empty  wat'rmg  pot, 
There,  wanting  nothing,  save  a  fan, 
To  seem  some  nymph  in  her  sedan  ■ 
Apparel'd  in  ezactest  sort, 
And  ready  to  be  borne  to  court. 

"But  love  of  change  it  seems  has  plac* 
Not  only  in  our  wiser  race ; 
Cats  also  feel,  as  well  as  we, 
That  passion's,  force,  and  so  did  she. 
Her  climbing,  she  began  to  find, 
Exposed  her  too  much  to  the  wind. 
And  the  old  utensil  of  tin 
Was  cold  and  comfortless  within : 
She,  therefore,  wish'd  instead  of  those 
Some  place  of  more  serene  repose, 
Where  neither  cold  might  come,  nor  air 
Too  rudely  wanton  with  her  hair, 
And  sought  it  in  the  likeliest  mode 
Within  her  master's  snug  abode. 

A  drawer,  it  chanc'd  at  bottom  lin'd 
With  linen  of  the  softest  kind, 
With  such  as  merchants  introduce 
From  India,  for  the  ladies'  use, 
A  draw'r  impending  o'er  the  rest. 
Half  open  in  the  topmost  chest. 
Of  depth  enough,  and  none  to  spare, 
,  Invited  her  to  slumber  there ; 
Pass  with  delight,  beyond  expression, 
Survey'd  the  scene,  and  took  possesion : 
Recumbent  at  her  ease,  ere  long, 
And  luU'd  by  her  own  humdrum  song, 
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She  left  the  cares  of  life  behind, 
And  slept  as  she  would  sleep  her  last, 
When  in  camei  housewifely  inclined) 
The  chambermaid,  and  shut  it  fast, 
By  no  malignity  impell'd, 
But  all  unconscious  whom  it  held. 

Awaken*d  by  the  shock,  (cried  pusf) 
''  Was  ever  cat  attended  thus ! 
The  open  draw  was  left  1  see, 
Merely  to  prove  a  nest  for  me. 
For  soon  as  I  was  well  compos'd, 
Then  came  the  maid,  and  it  was  closM. 
How  smooth  these  'kerchiefs  and  how  sweet  - 
Oh  what  a  delicate  retreat ! 
I  will  resign  myself  to  rest 
Till  Sol  declining  in  the  west, 
Shall  call  to  supper,  when  no  doubt, 
Suian  will  come  and  let  mo  out." 

The  evening  came,  the  sun  descended. 
And  Puss  remain'd  still  unattended. 
The  night  roU'd  tardily  away, 
(With  her  indeed  'iwas  never  day,) 
The  sprightly  mom  her  course  renew*d, 
The  evening  gray  again  ensu*d, 
And  Puss  came  into  mind  no  more. 
Than  if  entomb'd  the  day  before.        • 
With  hunger  pinch'd,  and*pinch'd  for  room, 
She  now  presaged  approaching  doom, 
Nor  slept  a  single  wink,  or  purr'd. 
Conscious  of  jeopardy  incurr'd ! 

*   That  night,  by  chance,  the  poet  watching. 
Heard  an  inexplicable  scratching ; 
His  noble  heart  went  pit-a-pat. 
And  to  himself  he  said *<  what's  tliat  ?" 
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He  drew  the  curtain  at  his  side, 
And  forth  he  peep'd,  but  nothing  spied. 
Tet,  by  his  ear  directed,  guess'd 
Something  injprison'd  in  the  chest. 
And,  doubtful  what,  with  prudent  care 
Resolv'd  it  should  continue  there. 
At  length  a  yoice  wnich  well  he  knew, 
A  long  and  melancholy  mew. 
Saluting  his  poetick  ears, 
Consord  him,  and  dispell'd  his  fears  i 
He  left  his  bed,  he  trod  the  floor, 
He  'gan  in  haste  the  drawers  t'  ezplon^ 
The  lowest  first,  and  without  stop 
The  rest  in  order  to  the  top. 
For  *tis  a  truth  well  known  to  nosty 
That  whatsoever  thing  is  lost, 
We  seek  it,  ere  it  come  to  light. 
In  ev*ry  cranny  but  the  right. 
Forth  skipp'd  the  cat,  not  now  replete 
As  erst  with  airy  self-conceit. 
Nor  in  her  own  fond  apprehension 
A  theme  for  all  the  world's  attention* 
But  modest,  sober,  cur'd  of  aU 
Her  notions  hyperbolical,  * 
And  wishing  for  a  place  of  rest. 
Any  thing  rather  than  a  chest. 
Then  stepped  the  poet  into  bed 
With  t)^8  reflectioa  in  his  head. 

MORAL. 

Beware  of  too  snblkae  a  sensB 
Of  your  own  worth  and  eoniequettee, 
The  man  who  dreams  himself  so  great, 
And  his  importance  of  such  weight, 
That  all  around  in  all  tliat's  doiM 
.  Must  mo\'e  and  act  for  Him  alotie, 
We  learn  in  school  of  tribulation 
The  folly  of  his  exoectatinn. 
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[1791.] 

SoRFivoR  sole,  and  hardly  tnich,  of  ally 
That  once  liv*d  here,  thj  brvthren,  at  my  hirthi 
(Since  which  I  nmnber  threescore  whitera  past,) 
A  8hatter*d  refran,  faollow-tmdk'd  perhaps^ 
As  noW|  and  with  excoriate  forks  deform, 
glides  of  Ages !  C«uld  a  mind,  imbued 
With  truth  from  Heaven,  created  thing  adore, 
I  might  with  rev'rcnce  ki^eel,  and  worship  thee. 

It  seems  idolatry  with  some  excuse. 
When  our  forefather  Druids  in  their  oaks 
Imagin'd  sanctity.    The  conscience,  yet 
Unpurified  by  an  authentick  act 
Of  amnesty,  the  meed  of  blood  dirine, 
LovM  not  the  li^t,  but,  gloomy,  into  gloom 
Of  thickest  shades,  like  Adam  after  taste 
Of  fruit  proscrib'd,  as  to  a  relnge,  fled. 

Thou  wast  a  bauble  once ;  a  cup  and  ball, 
Wbieh  babes  might  pky  with ;  and  the  thieTish  jay, 
Seeking  her  food,  with  ease  might  have  purloined 
The  Auburn  nut  that  held  thee,  swallowing  down 
Thy  yet  close-felded  latitiide  of  boughs, 
And  all  thine  embryo  Tastness  at  a  gulp. 
But  Fate  thy  growth  deoreed ;  autumiul  raina 
Beneath  thy  parent  tree  mellow'd  the  soil 
Designed  thy  cradle  ;  and  a  skipping  deer. 
With  pointed  hoof  dibbling  the  glebe,  pre|>ar'd 
The  soil  receptacle,  in  which,  seonre. 
Thy  rudiments  should  sleep  the  winter  through 
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So  Fancy  dreams.    Disprove  it,  if  ye  can, 
Ye  reaa'ners  broad  awakp,  whose  busy  search 
Of  argument,  employed  too  oft  amiss. 
Sifts  half  the  pleasures  of  s^ort  life  away ! 

Thou  feirst  mature :  and  in  the  loamy  clod 
Swelling  with  yegetative  force  instinct 
Didst  burst  thine  egg,  as  theirs  the  fabled  Twinsy 
Now  stars ;  two  lobes,  protruding,  pair'd  exact ; 
A  leaf  succeeded,  and  another  leafi 
And,  all  the  elements  thy  puny  growth 
Fost'ring  propitious,  thou  becam'st  a  twig. 

Who  liv'd  when  thou  wast  such  ?  6h,  coddst  thou 
speak, 
As  in  Dodona  once  thy  kindred  trees 
Oracular,  I  would  not  curious,  ask 
The  future,  best  unkno\>*n,  but  at  tliy  mouth 
Inquisitive,  the  less  ambiguous  past.* 

By  thee  I  might  correct,  erroneous  oft, 
The  clock  of  history,  facts  and  events 
Timing  more  punctual,  ujirecorded  facts 

Recovering,  and  misstated  setting  right 

Desp*rate  attempt  till  trees  shall  speak  again  1 

Tune  made  thee  what  thou  wast,  king  of  the.  woods . 
And  Time  hath  made  thee  what  thou  art^-e  cave 
For  owls  to  roost  in.    Once  thy  spreading  boughs 
0*erhung  the  champaign ',  and  the  numerous  flocks    . 
That  graz'd  it,  stood  beneath  that  ample  cope 
Uncrowded,  yet  safbntheltor'd  firom  the  storm. 
No  flock  frequents  thee  now.    Thou  hast  outliv'd 
Thy  popularity,  and  art  becomo 
(Unless  verse  rescue  thee  awhile)  U  thing 
Forgotten,  as  the  foliage  of  thy  youth. 
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While  thus  through  all  the  stages  thou  hast  poshed 
Of  treeihip— first  a  seedlmg,  hid  in  grass  > 
Then  twig ;  then  sibling  ;  and,  as  cent'ry  roll'd 
Slow  after  eentory,  a  giant-bulk 
Of  girth  enormous,  with  moss-cushion'd  root 
Upheay'd  above  the  soil,  and  sides  emboss'd 
With  pi^ominent  wens  globose — ^till  at  the  last 
The  rottenness,  which  time  is  charg'd  to  inflict 
On  other  mighty  onoa^  found  also  thee. 

What  ezhibi1;ions  va^'ious  hath  the  worid 
Witnessed  of  mutability  In  all 
That  we  apcount  most  durable  below ! 
Change  1^  the  diet  oja.  which  all  subsist, 
Created  changeable,  and  change  at  last 
Destroys  them.    Skies  uncertain  now  the  heat 
Transmitting  cloudless,  and  the  solar  beam 
Now  qjuenching  in  a  boundless  sea  of  clouds — 
Calm  and  alternate  storm,  moisture  and  drought, 
Invigorate  by  turns  the  springs  of  life 
Iiy&ll  that  live,  plant,  animal,  and  man. 
And  in  conclusion  mar  them.    Nature's  tlireads, 
Fine  passi^ig  thought,  e'en  in  her  coarsest  works, 
Delight  in  agitation,  3ret  sustain 
The  force,  that  agitates,  not  unimpair'd ; 
But,  worn  by  frequent  impulse,  to  the  cause 
Of  their  best  tone  their  dissolution  owe.     . 

Thought  cannot  spend  itself,  comparing  still 
The  great  and  Uttle  of  thy  lot,  thy  growth 
From  almost  nullity  into  a  state 
Of  matchless  grandeur,  and  declension  thence, 
Slow^  into  such  magnificent  decay. 
Time  was,  when,  settling  on  thy  leaf,  a  fly 
Could  shake  thee  to  the  root — and  time  has  been 
When  tempests  could  not.    At  thy  firmest  age 
Thou  hadst  within  thy  bole  solid  contents, 
That  might  have  ribb'd  the  sides  and  plank*dthe  deck 
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Of  aomd  flagg'd  admiral ;  and  tortuous  armii 
The  shipwrights  darling  treasurs,  didst  presMt 
To  the  foiir-qiiarter*d  winds,  robust  and  boldy 
Warped  into  tough  kneo^thnber,*  many  a  load ! 
But  the  axe  spar'd  thee.    In  tho«e  thriftier  daj» 
Oaks  fell  not,  hewn  b  f  thousands,  to  supply 
The  bottomless  demands  of  eonteet,  wmg*d 
For  senatorial  honours.    Thus  to  Time 
The  task  was  left  to  whittle  thee  away 
With  his  sly  scythe,  whose  ever  nibbling  edge, 
Noiseless,  an  atom,  and  an  atom  more, 
Disjoining  from  the  rest,  has,  miobserr'd| 
Achiey'd  a  labour,  which  had  far  and  wtdey     - 
By  man  perform'd,  made  aU  the  forest  ring. 

Embowell'd  now,  and  of  thy  ancient  setf  • 
Possessing  nought  but  the  seoop'd  rind,  that  seoms 
An  huge  throat,  calling  to  the  chmds  fat  dnak, 
Which  it  would  give  in  rivulets  to  thy  root. 
Thou  temptest  none,  but  rather  much  fotbiddVI 
The  feller's  toil,  which  thdu  couldst  ill  requite.      ^ 
Tet  is  thy  root  dncere,  sound  as  the  rode, 
A  quarry  of  stout  spurs,  and  knotted  fimgs. 
Which,  crook'd  into  a  thousand  wlmnnes,  ^asp 
The  stubborn  soil,  and  hold  thee  still  erect. 

So  stands  a  kingdom,  whoso  foundation  yet 
Fails  not,  in  virtue  and  in  wisdom  laid. 
Though  all  the  superstructure,  by  the  tooth 
PulverizM  of  venality,  a  shell 
Stands  now,  and  soiiiblanco  only  of  itself? 

Thine  arms  have  leil  thco.   JWindS  have  rent  them 
off 
I^ng  since,  and  roveib  of  the  forest  wild 

*  Knee-TInber  is  foundin  the  crooked  arms  of  oak,  which, 
0y  reason  of  their  distortion,  are  easily  adjusted  to  the  in^ 
formed  where  the  deck  and  tlie  ship's  sides  meet 
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With  bow  and  shaft,  have  burnt  them.    Some  have 

left 
A  splinter'd  stomp,  bleach'd  to  a  snowy  white  ; 
And  some,  memorial  none  where  once  they  grew. 
Tet  life  still  lingers  in  thee,  and  puts  forth 
Proof  not  contemptible  of  what  she  can. 
Even  where  death  predominates.    The  spring 
Finds  thee  not  less  alive  to  her  sweet  force 
Than  yonder  upstarts  of  the  neighboring  woody 
So  much  thy  juniors,  who  their  birth  receiv'd 
Half  a  millennium  since  the  date  of  thine. 
But  since,  although  well  qualified  by  age 
To  teach,  no  spirit  dwells  in  thee,  nor  voico 
May  be  expected  from  thee,  seated  here    * 
On  thy  distorted  root,  with  hearers  none 
Or  prompter,  save  the  scene,  I  will  perform 
Myself  the  oracle,  and  will  dis<k>ur8e 
In  my  own  ear  such  matter  as  I  may. 

One  man  alone,  the  father  of  us  ally 
Drew  not  his  life  from  woman ;  never  gaz*d. 
With  mute  unconsciousness  of  what  he  sawy 
On  all  around  him  V  leam*d  not  by  degreeSy 
Nor  ow*d  articulation  to  his  ear : 
But,  moulded  by  his  Maker  into  man 
At  once,  upstood  intelligent,  survey'd 
All  creatures,  with  precision  understood 
Their  purport,  uses,  fKropertiea,  assignod 
To  eacn  his  name  significant,  and,  filFd 
With  love  and  wisdom,  rendered  back  to  Heav*!! 
In  praise  harmonious  the  first  air  he  drew. 
Ho  was  excused  the  penalties  of  dull 
Minority.    No  tutor  charg'd  his  hand 
'  With  the  thought-tracing  quill,  or  task'd  his  mind 
With  problems.    History,  not  wanted  yet, 
Lean'd  on  her  elbow,  watching  Time,  whose  course, 
Eventful,  should  supply  he?  wit^  a  theme  ;-— *— 
19* 
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THE  NIGHTINGALE, 

WHICH  TBX  AUTHOR  BSARS  8IKQ  ON  VEV-TEAb'S  DAY, 
11790.] 

Whbiccb  is  ity  that  ato&i'd  I  be«r 

Fcom  yoador  wftber'd  Bprayt 
This  foremost  morn  of  oU  the  year,  % 

The  HMdody  of  May  ? 
•  % 

And  why,  011100  thouiaiide  would  be  proud 

Of  suoh  a  ikvour  ehown. 
Am  I  selected  firoln  the  erowd> 

To  witneflf  it  aloao  i 

Sing'st  thoa,  sweet  Philomel^  to  me^ 

For  thai  I  also  hmg 
Ha  70  pfactisVl  in  the  groves  Uko  theo^ 

TiioQsh  mot  liko  tlioo  ia  song  ? 

Or  sing'st  thmi  rathor  ncder  fiMco 

Of  some  davia*  coaauLBd, 
Commissioii'd  to  presaf  0  a  oouiso 

Of  hazier  doys  at  haad  / 

Thriee  weleooM,  tiion !  Ibr  Biany  a  lo^ 

And  joyless  year  have  I, 
An  thou  to-day,  put  forth  my  song 

Beneath  a  wintry  sky. 

But  thee  no  wintiy  skies  ean  harm, 

Who  only  need'st  to  aing, 
To  make  eT*n  January  charm^ 

And  ev'ry  season  Spring. 
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LINES, 

Wfiitinfor  msertian,  in  a  collection  of  hand-toHUngg 

vnd  siffJuUures  mad$  hy  Miss  Pally,  sisUr  of 

Hannah  More, 

[March  ^,rrm.J 

Ik  Tain  to  Ihro  fVom  a^  to  age 

While  modem  bards  endeavour, 

I  write  my  name  in  Patty's  page, 
And  gain  my  point  for  erer^ 

W.  COWPER 


EPITAPH 


Jifree4rta  tame  lUibreast,  afatourUe  of 
Miss  Sally  Hurdis. 

[March,  1792.] 

Thxss  are  not  dew-drops,  these  are  tearsi 

And  tears  by  Sally  shed 
For  absent  Robin,  who  she  fears, 

With  too  maeh  cause,  ia  dead. 

One  men  he  earae  not  to  her  hand 

Am  he  was  wont  to  come. 
And  on  her  finger  perched,  to  stand 

PicJuBg  his  breakfast  crumb. 
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Alann*d|  she  called  him,  and  perplez'd 

She  sought  him  but  in  y&in, 
That  day  he  came  not,  nor  the  next, 

Nor  ever  came  again. 

•She,  therefore,  raised  him  here  a  tomb, 
Though  where  he  fell,  or  how. 

None  knows,  so'  secret  was  his  doom, 
Nor  where  he  moulders  now. 

Had  half  a  score  of  coxcombs  died 

In  social  Rolaa's  steadf 
Poor  Sally's  tears  had  soon  been  drlcd^ 

Or  haply  never  shed. 

But  Bob  was  neither  rudely  bold, 

Nor  spiritlessly  tame ; 
Nor  was,  like  theirs,  his  bosom  cold, 

But  always  in  a  flame. 


SbNl^T 

TO 

WILLIAM  WILBERFORCE,  ESa 

Thy  country,  Wilberforce,  with  just  disdain. 
Hears  thee  by  cruel  men  and  impious  call'd 
Fanatick,  for  thy  ^eal  to  loose  the  -enf hradl'd 

From  exile,  publick  sale,  and  slavery's*  chain^ 
Friend  of  the  poor,  the  wrong*d,  thd  fetter  gall'd, 

Fear  not  lest  labour  such  as  thine  be  rain. 
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Thou  hast  achiev'd  a  )>art ;  hast  gained  the  ear 
Of  Britain's  senate  to  thy  glorious  cautee  ', 
Hope  smiles^  joy  springs,  and  tho'  cold  caution  pause 
A  nd  weave  delay,  the  better  hour  is  near 
That  shall  remunerate  thy  toils  severe 
By  peace  for  Afnc,  fenc'd  with  British  laws. 

Enjoy  what  tho«  hast  won,  esteem  tmd  love 
From  «11  the  just  on  earth,  and  all  tho  blest  above. 


EPIGRAM. 


{Printtd  in  the  Northampton  Mercury,) 

To  purify  their  wine  some  people  bleed 
A  lamb  into  the  barrel,  and  succeed ; 
No  nostrum,  planters  say,  is  half  so  good 
To  make  fine  sugar,  as  a  negroes  blood. 
Now  lambt  and  jugroes  both  are  harmless  things, 
And  tiienee  perhaps  this  wondrous  virtue  springs, 
TIs  in  the  blood  of  innocence  alone— 
Good  cause  why  planters  never  try  their  own 
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DR.  AUSTIN, 

or  CBCIL-STREET,  XOHDOIT* 

IMay  26, 1792.] 

AusTiH !  accept  a  gratefal  y^rse  from  me. 
The  poet's  treasure,  no  inglorious  fee ! 
Loy'd  by  the  Muses,  thy  ingenuous  mind 
Pleasing  requital  in  my  yerse  may  find ; 
Verse  oft  has  dash'd  the  scjrthe  of  time  aside. 
Immortalizing  names  whtch  else  had  died ; 
And  O !  could  I  command  the  glittering  wealth 
With  which  sick  kings  are  glad  to  purchase  health  ; 
Yet,  if  extensiye  fame,  and  sure  to  liye, 
Were  in  the  power  of  verse  like  mine  to  give, 
I  would  not  recompense  his  art  with  less, 
Who,  giying  Mary  health,  heals  my  distrestl 

Friend  of  my  friend  !*  I  love  thee,  tho*  nnknowD| 
And  boldly  call  thee,  being  his,  my  own. 

•Hayley. 
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SONNET, 


▲DDBESSED  TO 


WILLIAM  HAYLEY,  ESa 


[.ftme2,1792.] 

Hatlet-— thy  tenderness  fraternal  shown, 
In  our  first  Interview,  delightful  guest ! 
To  Mary  and  me  for^her  dear  sake  distressed. 

Such  as  it  is  has  made  my  heart  thy  own, 

Though  heedless  now  of  new  engagements  grown , 
For  threescore  winters  make  &  wintry  breast. 
And  I  had  purposed  ne'er  to  go  in  quest 

Of  Friendship  more,  except  with  God*  alone.   , 
But  thou  hast  won  me  ;  nor  is  God  my  foe, 

Who,  ere  this  last  afflictive  scene  began, 
Sent  thee  to  mitigate  the  dreadful  blow, 
My  brother,  by  whose  sympathy  I  know 

Thy  true  deserts  infallibly  to  scan, 

Kot  more  t*  admire  the  bard  than  love  the  man. 
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CATHARINA; 

THE  8EC0HD  PART. 

On  her  Marriage  to  George  Courtenay,  JSaj. 
t^mf,  1792.1 

BsLiBTs  it  or  not,  as  you  chooM,  . 

The  doctrine  i«  cert&inlj  tmei 
That  the  future  is  known  to  the  muse. 

And  poets  are  oracles  too. 
I  did  but  ejrpress  a  desire, 

To  see  Catharlna  at  home. 
At  the  side  of  my  friend  Geerge*if  firdy 

And  lo— she  is  actually  come. 

Such  prophecy  some  may  despite, 

But  the  wish  of  a  poet  and  Oriend 
Perha])s  is  approved  in  the  skies. 

And  therefore  attains  to  its  end. 
Twas  a  wish  that  flew  ardently  forth 

From  a  bosom  efiectually  warmed 
With  the  talents,  the  graces,  and  worth 

Of  the  person  tot  whom  it  wai  fiirmVI 

Maria*  would  leave^  ns,  I  know,  * 

To  the  grief  and  regret  of  us  ally 
But  less  to  our  grief  could  we  view    ' 

Cathorina  the  Queen  of  the  Hall. 
And  therefore  I  wish*d  as  I  did, 

And  therefore  this  nnion  of  hands 
Not  a  whisper  was  heard  to  forbid, 

But  all  cry — ^Amen — ^to  the  banns 

•  Lady  Throckmorton. 
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Since  therefore  I  seem  to  incur 

No  danger  of  wishing  in  vain, 
When  making  good  wishes  for  fier, 

I  will  e*en  to  my  wishes  again—- 
With  one  I  have  made  her  a  Wife, 

And  now  I  will  try  with  another, 
Which  I  cannot  suppress  for  my  lifo— 

How  soon  1  can  make  her  a  Mother 


AN  EPITAPH. 

[1792.] 

Herx  lies  one  who  never  drew 
Blood  himself,  yet  many  slew ; 
Gave  the  gun  its  aim,  and  figure 
Made  in  field,  yet  ne^er  pull*d  triggerr 
Armed  men  have  gladly  made 
Him  their  guide,  and  him  obey'd 
At  his  signified  desire, 
•  Would  advance,  present,  and  i^re-* 
Stout  be  was,  and  large  of  limb, 
Scores  have  fled  at  sight  of  him  ; 
And  to  all  this  fame  he  rose 
Only  following  his  Nose. 
Neptune  was  he  call'd,  not  He 
Who  controls  the  boisterous  sea,    , 
But  of  happier  command, 
Neptune  of  the  furrowM  Hind  ; 
And  your  wonder  vain  to  shorten. 
Pointer  to  Sir  John  Tkroekmortmu 

Vol.  m.  20 
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EPITAPH  ON  FOP, 

▲  DOG  BXLOHQIHO  TO  LADT  THROCKMORTOV. 

l^ugustf  1792.] 

Though  once  ft  puppy*  and  though  Fop  by  name, 
Here  moulders  One  whose  bones  some  honour  claim. 
No  sycophant,  although  jf  spaniel  race, 
And  though  no  hound,  a  martyr  to  the  chase— 
Ye  squirrels,  rabbits,  leverets,  rejoice, 
Tour  haunts  no  longer  echo  to  his  voice  ; 
This  record  of  his  fate  exulting  view. 
He  died  worn  out  with  vain  pursuit  of  you. 

«  Yes — "  the  indignant  shade  of  Fop  replies— 
<<  And  worn  with  vain  pursuit,  Man  also  dies.'* 


SONNET 


GEOI^GE  ROMNEY,  ESQ. 

ON 

Ilis  puture  of  me  in  Crayonsy  drawn  at  Eartham  m 

tAe  61st  year  of  my  age,  and  in  the  months  of 

August  and  September y  1792, 

[Octoler,  1792.] 

RoMNET,  expert  infallibly  to  trace 

On  chart  or  canvass,  not  the  form  alone 
And  semblance,  but,  however  faintly  shown, 

Tho  mmd's  impression  too  on  every  face — 
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With  strokes  that  tune  ought  never  to  erase 

Thoa  hast  so  penciU'd  mine,  that  though  I  own 
The  subject  worthless,  I  have  never  known 

The  artist  shining  with  superiour  grace. 

Bat  this  I  mark— that  symptoms  none  of  wo 

In  thy  incomparable  work  appear. 
Won — I  am  satisfied  it  should  be  so. 

Since,  on  maturer  thought,  the  cause  is  clear : 

For  in  my  looks  what  sorrow  couldst  thou  see 
When  I  was  Hayloy*s  guest,  and  sat  to  Thee  ? 


RECEIVING  HAYLEY'S  PICTURE. 

[January,  1793.] 

In  language  warm  as  could  be  broath'd  or  penn'd, 
Thy  picture  speaks  th'  Original,  my  Friend, 
Not  by  those  looks  that  indicate  thy  mind — 
They  only  speak  thee  Friend  of  all  mankind ; 
EzpresstOB  hero  more  soothing  still  I  see, 
That  Friend  of  aUa,  partial  Friend  to  fite 
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EPITAPH 


MR  CHESTER,  OF  CHICHBLEY. 

iJiprU  1793.1 

Tears  flow,  and  cease  not;  where  tlie  good  man  liei, 
Till  ail  who  knew  him  follow  to  the  skies. 
Tears  therefore  fall  where  Chester*8  ashes  sleep ; 
Him  wife,  friends,  brothers,  children,  servants,  weep. 
And  justly — ^few  shall  ever  him  transcend 
As  husband,  parent,  brother,  master,  friend. 


A  PLANT  OP  VIRGIN'S  BOWER 

DEMGIQCD  TO  COVSm  ▲  OABDZJHIKAT. 

ISprmg  tf  1798.] 

ThriVs,  gentle  plant ;  sad  weftvo  a  bowV 
For  Mary  and  fat  me. 

And  deck  with  many  a  splendid  flow'r 
Thy  foliage  large  and  free. 

Thou  eam'st  from  Eartham^  and  wilt  shade 

(If  truly  I  divine) 
Some  future  day  th*  illustrious  head 

Of  Him  who  made  thee  mine. 
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Should  Daphno  show  a  jealous  frowns 

And  enyy  seize  the  Bay, 
Affirming  none  so  fit  to  crown 

Such  honour'd  brows  as  thej, 

Thj  cause  with  zeal  we  shall  defend^ 

And  with  conyincing  pow'r ; 
For  why  should  not  the  Virgin's  Friend 

Be  ozown*d  with  Virgin's  bow'r  ? 


TO  MT  COUSIN, 

ANNE  BODHAM, 

OK 

XUciimngfrom  her  a  Jfetwork  Fur»§,  wuuU  (y  kent^. 

Mt  gentle  Anne,  whom  heretofore, 
When  I  was  young,  and  thou  no  more 

Than  plaything  for  a  nurse, 
I  danc'd  and  fondled  on  my  knee, 
A  kitten  both  in  size  and  glee, 

I  thank  thee  for  my  purse. 

Ggld  pays  the  worth  of  all  things  liere : 
But  not  of  love  ^•^that  gem's  too  dear 

For  richest  rogues  to  win  it ; 
I,  therefore,  as  a  proof  of  love, 
Esteem  thy  present  far  above 

The  best  things  kept  witliin  it. 
20« 
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INSCRIPTION 

For  an  Hermitage  in  the  AutJwr's  Garden, 

[Jtfoy,  1793.] 

This  cabin,  Mary,  in  my  mght  appears. 
Built,  aa  it  has  been,  in  our  wanin^jr  jears^ 
A  reft  afforded  to  our  weary  feet. 
Preliminary  to— (A«  last  retreat. 


TO  MRS.  UNWIN. 
IMay,  1793.] 

IIaW  1 1  want  a  lyre  with  other  strings,  ^ 

Such  aid  from  heay*n  as  some  have  feign'd  they 
drew, 

An  eloquence  scarce  giy*n  to  mortals,  new 
And  niidebas*d  by  praise  of  meaner  things. 
That  ere  through  age  or  wo  I  shed  my  wings^ 

I  may  record  thy  worth  with  honour,  due;^ 

In  Terse  as  musical  as  thou  art  true. 
And  that  immortalises  whom  it  singa. 

But  thou  hast  little  need.  There  is  a  book 
By  seraphs  writ  with  beams  of  heav'uly  light). 

On  which  the  eyes  of  God  not  rarely  looki 
A  chronicle  of  actions  just  and  bright ; 

There  all  thy  deeds,  my  fiuthful  Mary,  shine, 

And,  since  thou  own'st  that  praise,  X  spare  thee  ipuie. 
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JOHN  JOHNSON, 

ON 

BisprutnUng  me  mih  an  antique  hut  of  Hornet 
[May,  1793.] 

KiNSMAH  beloy'd  and  as  a^  son,  by  me ! 
When  I  behold  this  fruit  of  thy  regard, 
The  scalptur'd.form  of  my  old  favorite  bvrd} 

I  rev*rence  feel  for  lum,  and  love  for  thee, 

Joy  too  and  grief.    Mach  joy  that  there  should  ba 
Wise  men  and  leam*d,  who  grudge  not  to  reward 
Wita  some  applause  my  bold  attempt  and  hardi 

Which  others  scorn :  Criticks  by  courtesy. 

mie  grief  is  this,  that  sunk  in  Homer*s  mine 
I  loose  my  precious  years  now  soon  to  fail, 

Handling  his  gold,  which,  howsoe'er  it  shine, 
Prores  dross,  when  balanced  in  the  Christian  scalt, 

Be  wiser  thou— l&e  onr  forefather  Doinrs, 

Seek  heav'iily  wealth,  and  work  for  God  alone. 
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A  YOUNG  FRIEND, 


Ui$  arriving  at  Cambridge  toef ,  token  nc  rain  had 
fallen  tJiere. 

[Jlfoy,  1793.] 

Ir  Gideon's  fleecoi  which  dreuch'd  with  dow  \w 
.  found, 
While  moisture  none  refreshed  the'herbs  around| 
Might  fitly  represent  the  Church  endow *d 
With  heavenly  gifU,  to  heathens  not  aUow'd ; 
In  pledge,  perhaps,  of  favours  from  on  high, 
Thy  locks  were  wet  when  other's  locks  werO  dry. 
Heay'n  grant  us  half  tlie  omen — may  wo  see 
Not  drought  on  others,  but  much  dew  on  thee  ! 


A  TALE. 


IJunCf  1793.] 


In  Scotland's  realm  where  trees  are  few, 

Nor  even  shrubs  abound ; 
But  where,  however  bleak  the  Tiew, 

Some  better  things  are  found. 
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For  husband  there  and  wife  may  boast 

Their  union  undefil'd* 
And  false  ones  are  as  rare  almost 

As  hedge-rows  in  the  wild. 

In  Scotland's  realm,  forlorn  and  bavQi^ 
The  hist'ry  chane'd  of  late^ 

This  hist'ry  <^  a  wedded  pair, 
A  chiidffinch  and  his  mate. 

The  spring  drew  near,  each  ^t  a  lir9«st 
With  genial  instinct  fill'd ; 

They  pab'd  and  would  hare  bniH  %  nss^ 
But  found  not  whei«  to  boild. 

The  heath  nncover'd,  and  the  nponit 
Except  with  snow  and  sleet. 

Sea-beaten  rocks,  and  naked  shore* 
Could  yield  them  no  retreat* 

Long  time  a  breeding«plaoe  they  acHigliti 
Till  both  grew  vex'd  and  tir'd ; 

At  length  a  ship  arriving,  brought 
The  good  so  long  desir'd. 

A  ship  !  co<:dd  such  a  restless  thing 
Afford  them  place  of  rest  ? 

Or  was  the  merchant  charged  to  bring 
Th9  homeless  birds  a  nest  ? 


237 


Hush— silent  hearers  profit  i 

This  racer  of  tiie  sea 
Prov'd  kinder  to  them  than  the  coaat» 

It  sery'd  them  with  a  Tree. 

But  such  a  tree !  'twas  shaven  d«al» 
The  tree  they  caU  a  Mast, 

And  had  a  hollow  with  a  wheel 

Through  which  the  tackle  pass'4 
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Within  that  cavity  aloft, 

Their  roofless  home  they  fix*d, 
Fonn*d  whh  materials  neat  and  soft, 

BentSy  wool,  and  feathers  mix*d. 

Four  ir'ry  eggs  soon  pare  its  floor; , 
With  russet  specks  bedight — 

The  vessel  weighs,  forsakes  the  shoio 
And  lessens  to  the  sight. 

*  The  mother-bird  is  gone  to  sea 

As  she  had  changed  |ier  kind ; 
But  goes  the  male  ?  Far  wiser,  he 
Is  doubtless  left  behind  ? 

No— soon  as  from  ashore  he  saw 
The  winged  mansion  move. 

He  flew  to  reach  it,  by  a  law 
Of  never-failing  love. 

Then  perching  at  his  consort's  sld0| 
Was  briskly  borne  along, 

The  billows  and  the  blast  defied, 
And  cheer*d  her  with  a  song. 

The  seaman  with  sincere  delight, 
His  feather'd  shipmates  eyes, 

Scarce  lest  exalting  in  the  sight 
Than  when  he  tows  a  prize. 

For  seamen  much  believe  in  signs. 
And  from  a  chance  so  new, 

Each  some  approaching  gooj  divines, 
And'  may  his  hopes  be  true  ! 

Hail  honourM  land !  a  desert  where 
Not  even  birds  can  liide. 

Yet  parent  of  this  loving  pair 
Whom  nothing  could  divide. 
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And  ye  who,  rather  than  resign 

Tonr  matrimonial  plan,  - 
Were  not  afraid  to  plough  the  brine 

In  company  with  Man. 

For  whose  lean  country  much  disdain 
We  English  often  show, 

Tet  from  a  richer  nothing  gain 
But  wantonness  and  wo. 

Be  it  your  fortune,  year  by  year, 
The  same  resource  to  proye, 

And  may  ye,  sometimes  landing  here, 
Instruct  us  how  to  love  ! 


«39 


TTiis  Tale  is  founded  on  an  article  of  intelligenee  which  iht 
Author  found  in  the  Buckinghamshire  Herald,  for  Saturday, 
June  1, 1793,  in  the  following  words. 

Glasgow,  May  23. 
In  a  block,  jor  pulley,  near  the  head  of  the  mast  of 
a  gabert,  now  lying  at  the  Broomielaw,  there  is  a 
chaffinch's  nest  and  four  eggs.  The  nest  was  built 
while  the  vessel  lay  at  Greenock,  and  was  followed 
hither  by  both  birds.  Thoiigh  the  block  is  occasional- 
ly lowered  for  the  inspection  of  the  curious,  the  birds 
have  not  forsaken  the  nest.  The  cock,  however,  visits 
the  nest  but  seldom,  while  tho  hen  never  leaves  it  but 
>bon  she  descends  to  the  hull  for  food. 
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Dear  architect  of  iHB  cuvnAtm  In  mi". 
Worthier  to  etend  fbr  eTWr,  if  iSiey  <eQ^iM| 
Than  any  baHt  of  ttone,  or  yet  tit  inrood. 

For  back  of  royal  elephant  to  bear ! 

O  fi>r  permiasion  from  the  skies  to  shore, 
Mnch  to  my  own,  though  little  to  thy  good. 
With  thee  (not  subject  to  the  jealous  mood !) 

A  partnership  of  literary  ware ! 

Bnt  I  am  baxikrapt  now ;  and  doom'd  henceforth 
To  drudge,  in  descant  dry,  on  other^i  ^7^i 

Bards,  I  acknowledge,  of  nneqaalPd  worth  t 
But  what  tM  commentator's  happiest  praise  ' 

Hiat  he  has  fumish'd  lights  for  other  eyes, 
Wluehthey,  who  need  them,  use,  and  then  despise 
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A  SPANIEL,  CAIXED  B^SAD* 


EILLI50  A  TOUKG  BISp. 

.    [JitZy  15, 1793.] 

A  Spaniel,  Beau,  that  fares  Wn^  jovl. 

Well  fed,  and  at  his  ease, 
Should  wiser  be  than  to  pursue 

Each  trifle  that  he  sees. 

But  you  have  killed  a  tiny  hird| 

Which  flew  not  till  to-day^ 
Against  my  orders,  whom  you  heard 

Forbid^h^  yon  the  piey. 

Nor  did  yo«  kffl  Uist  yon  nught  tsi^ 

And  ease  a.  doggiah  pain, 
For  him,  though  cbas*d  with  furious  heat, 

Tou  left  where  he  was  idain. 

Nor  was  he  of  the  ^ttiievish  sort, 
Or  one  whom  blood  allures, 

But  innocent  was  all  his  sport 
Whom  you  have  torn  for  yours 

My  dog !  what  remedy  remains, 
^  Since,  teach  you  all  1  can, 

I  see  you,  after  all  my  pains, 
So  much  resemble  Man  ? 
Vol.  III.  21 
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BEAU'S  REPLY. 

Sir,  when  I  flew  to  seize  the  bird 

In  spite  of  yoor  command, 
A  loader  voice  than  yours  I  heard, 

And  harder  to  withstand. 

Ton  cried — ^forbear— bat  in  my  breast 
A  mightier  cried — ^proceed — 

*Twas  Natare,  Sir,  whose  strong  behest 
Impelled  me  to  the  deed. 

Tet  mach  as  natnre  I  respect, 

I  ventured  once  to  l^reak, 
(As  you,  perhaps,  may  recollect) 

Her  precept  for  your  sake ; 

And  when  yoar  linnet  on  a  day^ 

Passing  his  prison  door. 
Had  fluttered  all  his  strength  away, 

And  panting  pressed  the  floor. 

Well  knowing  him  a  sacred  thingi 

Not  destin'd  to  my  tooth, 
I  only  kiss*d  his  ruffled  wing, 

And  lick'd  the  feathers  smooth. 

Let  my  obedience  then  excuse 

My  disobedience  notr, 
Nor  son^e  reproof  yourself  refuse 

From  your  aggriev'd  Bowwow ; 

If  killing  birds  be  such  a  crime, 

(Which  I  can  hardly  see,) 
What  think  you,  Sir,  of  killing  Time 

With  verse  addressed  to  me  ? 
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ANSWER 


TO 

Stanzas  addressed  to  Lady  Heskethf  by  Miss  Catha- 
rine FanskatOf  in  returning  a  Poem  of  Mr, 
Cowper^s  lent  to  her  on  condition  she  should 
neither  show  it,  nor  take  a  copy, 

[1793.] 

To  be  remembered  thus  is  fame, 

And  in  the  first  degree  ; 
And  did  Hie  few  like  her  the  same, 

The  press  might  sleep  for  me. 

So  Homer,  in  the  mem'ry  stor'd 

Of  many  a  Grecian  belle, 
Wai  once  presery'd — a  richer  hoard. 

Bat  never  lodged  so  well. 


THE  SPANISH  ADMIRAL, 

COUNT  GRAVINA, 

oir 

His  translating  the  ^uthor*s  Sang  on  A  JRoss  into 
Italian  Versfi. 

[1793.]       ^ 

Mr  rose,  GraTina,  blooms  anew. 
And,  steep'd  not  now  in  rain, 

But  in  Castalian  streams  by  You,     . 
Will  never  fade  again. 
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FLAXMAN'S  PENELOPE. 

ISeptember,  1793J 

The  suitorf  nim*d,  but  wHh  aikir  excuse.  . 
Whom  all  this  elegance  might  well  seducr 
Nor  can  our  censure  on  the  husband  fall, 
Who,  for  a  wife  so  lovely,  slew  them  all. 


RECEIVING  HEYNE'S  VIRGIL 


mOM   MR.  HATLET. 


[October,  1793.] 


I  SHOULD  have  deem'd  it  once  an  eflbrt  vain, 
To  sweeten  more  sweet  Marc's  matchless  straiil| 
B«t  from  (hat  errour  now  behold  me  free. 
Since  1  received  him  as  a  ^ft  irom  Thee. 
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TO  MARY. 


[Jiiaumn  of  1793.] 

Th«  twentieth  year  is  well  nigh  past 
Since  first  our  sky  was  overcast. 
Ah  would  that  this  might  be  the  last ! 

My  Mary  • 

Thy  spirits  have  a  fainter  floW| 

I  see  ikem  daily  weaker  grow 

Twas  my  distress  that  brought  thee  low, 

MyMaiy* 

Thy  needles,  once  a  shining  store, 
For  my  sake  restless  heretofore, 
Now  rust  disused,  and  shine  no  more, 

My  Mary* 

For  though  thou  gladly  wouldst  fulfil 
The  same  kind  office  for  me  still, 
Thy  light  now  seconds  not  thy  w3I, 

MyHfery! 

But  weU  thou  play'dst  the  housewife's  part. 
And  aU  thy  threads,  with  magick  art, 
flaTO  wound  themselves  about  this  heart, 

My  Mary  • 

Thy  indiitinet  expressions  seem 

like  language  utter*d  in  a  dream ; 

Tet  mo  they  charm,  whatever  the  theme. 

My  Mary  * 
«1* 
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Thy  silver  locks  once  auburn  brighti 
Are  still  more  lovely  in  my  sight 
Than  golden  beams  of  orient  light. 


Mj  Mary 


For  could  I  view  nor  them  nor  thee, 
What  sight  worth  seeing  could  I  see  ? 
The  sun  would  rise  in  vain  for  me, 


My  Mary » 


Partakers  of  thy  sad  decline, 
Thy  hands,  their  little  force  resign ; 
Yet  g99tij  prest,  press  gently  mine, 


My  Mary! 


Such  feebleness  of  limbs  thou  provost. 
That  now  at  every  step  thou  mov'st, 
Upheld  by  4wo,  yet  still  thou  lov'st. 

My  Mary! 

And  still  to  love,  though  prest  with  ill. 
In  wintry  ago  to  ieel  na  chill, 
Wim  me  is  t«  be  lovely  still. 

My  Mary  • 

But  ah !  by  constant  heed  I  know^ 

How  oft  the  sadnem  that  I  fibow^x  .   . 

Transfoms  t)|y  smiles  to  looks  of  wo. 

My  Mary! 

And  should  my  future  lot  be  cast 
With  much  resemblaBoe  of  the  past, 
Thy  wow-evl  heart  will  break  at  last, 

MyMaiyt 
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MONTES  GLACIALES, 


IN  OtJEANO   OEftMA^rCO  NAfAltl^eS. 

IMarck  II,  17m.} 

EN|  i^am  ]npo4lgia'0x  oris  ^Usta  renotis, 
Oraa  adveniitnt  pa^e&ota.  fMt  squora.  aostnut 
Non  eqtddoBi  p^kcffi  ssolum  rediisse  videtur 
PjrrhaB,  cum  Protons  pecus  altos  yisoFe  naoatts 
£t  sylvas,  egit.    Bed  tempora  viz  leviora 
Adsunty  evolsi  qoaiido  radickiM  aUi 
In  mare  descendunt  monies,  flucUisqua  peranaat 
Quid  Tsro  hoe  monstri  est  magis  et  mirabile  yis^ ! 
Sptendentes  video,  cea  pulchro  ex  mse  vol  aoro 
Conflatos,  rutilisqua  aoometos  undique-gomrais, 
Bacca  cerulea,  et^flftoUQas  imitante  |iyropo, 
£x  oriente  adfwnt,  ubi  gaaaa  optima  teilos 
Paxturiit  omnigenas,  quihus  leva  per  omnia  sun^itii 
Ingenti  inzere  aibi  diodemata  reges  ? 
Viz  hoc  crediderim.    Non  faiiunt  talia  aootos 
Mercatorum'oculos :  pfius  et  quam  Uttora  Gam^ 
Liquissent,  avidis  gratissima  praeda  fuiasent. 
Ortos  unde  pntemus  ?  An  illos  VcsVius  atroz 
Protulit,  ignivomisve  ejecit  faucibus  iEtna  ? 
Luce  micant  propria,  Phocbive,  per  sra  parum 
Nunc  stimulantis  equos,  argentea  tela  retorquent  ? 
Phcebi  luce  micant.    Yentis  et  fluctibus  altis 
Appuisi,  et  rapidis  subter  currentibus  undis, 
Tandem  non  fallunt  oculos.     Capita  alta  videre  Oft 
Multa  onerata  nive,  et  canis  consporsa  pruinis 
Cetera  sunt  glacies.    Procul  bine,  ubi  Bruma  fere 
omnes 
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Contrifltat  menses,  portenta  hoBc  horrida  nobis 
Ilia  stmi  yolalt.    Quoties  de  culmine  summo 
Cliyomm  fluerent  in  littora  prona,  soluta) 
Sole,  nives,  propero  tendeotcs  in  mare  ctirsu, 
Ula  gelu  fixit.    Paulatim  attollere  sese 
Mirum  coepit  opus ;  glacieque  ab  origine  rerun 
In  glaciem  aggesta  sublimes  vertice  tandem 
JEquavit  monies,  non  crescere  nescia  moles. 
Sic  immensa  diu  stetit,  setemumque  stetisset 
Congeriesi  hominum  neque  vi  nequer  mobilis  arte, 
Littora  ni  tandem  declivia  deseruisset, 
Pondere  yicta  suo.    Dilabitnr.    Omnia  oircam 
Antra  et  saxa  gerannt,  sabito  concnssa  fragoro^ 
Dum  ruit  in  pelagus  tanqnam  studiosa  natandii 
Ingens  tota  stmes.    Bic  Delos  dicitnr  olim. 
Insula,  in  JEgieo  fluitasse  erratica  ponto. 
Sed  non  ez  glacie  Delos ;  neque  tor^ida  Delttm 
Bruma  inter  rapes  genuit  nudam  sterilemque. 
Sed  vestita  herbis  erat  ilia,  omataque  nunqnam 
Decidaa  lauro ;  et  Delimi  dilezit  Apollo. 
At  yos,  errones  honendi,  et  caligine  digai 
Cimmeria,  Dens  idem  odit.    Natalia  yeitra, 
Nubibus  inVblyens  frontem,  non  illo  tueri 
Sustinnit    Patrium  yos  eriro  rcquirite  ci&lam ! 
Ite !  Redite !  Timete  moras ;  ni  leniter  austio 
Spirante,  et  nitidas  PhoDbo  jacnlante  sagittas 
Hofltili  Tobifl,  pereatia  gurgite  misti 
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ON  THE  ICE  ISLANDS, 

8££N   FLOATING  IN  TH£   GERMAN   OCEAN. 


IMarek  19, 1799.] 

What  portents,  from  what  distant  region,  ride, 
Unseen  till  now  in  ours,  th'  astonished  tido 
In  ages  past,  old  Proteus,  with  his  droves 
Of  sea-calves,  sought  the  mountains  and  the  groves.. 
But  now,  descending  whence  of  late  thej  stood, 
Themselves  the  mountains  seem  to  rove  the  flood. 
Dire  times  were  they,  full  charg'd  with  human  woes ; 
And  these,  scarce  less  calamitous  than  those. 
What  view  we  now  ?  More  wondrous  still !  Behold  1 
Like  humish'd  brass  they  shine,  or  beaten  gold  j 
And  all  around  the  pearl's  pure  splendour  show^ 
And  all  around  tne  ruby's  fitfry  glow. 
Ck>me'they  from  India,  where  the  burning  Earth, 
All  bounteous,  gives  her  richest  treasures  birth; 
And  where  the  costly  gems,  that  beam  around 
The  browp  of  mightiest  potentates,  are  found  f 
No.    Never  such  a  countless  dazzling  store 
Had  left,  unseen,  the  Ganges'  peopled  shore 
Rapacious  hands,  and  ever-watchful  eyes, 
Should  sooner  far  have  marked  and  seized  the  prize. 
Whence  sprang  they  then  ?  Ejected  have  they  come 
From  Ves'vius',  or  from  Etna's  burning  womb  ? 
Thus  shine  they  self-illimi'd,  or  but  display 
The  borrow'd  splendours  of  a  cloudless  day  ? 
With  borrow'd  beams  they  shine.    The  gales,  thU 

breathe 
Now  landward,  and  the  current's  force  liencath. 
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Have  borne  them  nearer  ;  and  the  nearer  sighti 
>  Advantagr'd  more,  contemplates  them  aright. 
Their  lofty  summits  crested  high,  they  show, 
With  mingled  sleet,  ancflong-encumbent  mow. 
The  rest  is  ice.    Far  hence,  where,  most  severe, 
Bleak  winter  well-nigh  saddens  all  the  year. 
Their  infant  growth  began.    He  bade  arise 
Their  uncouth  forms,  portentous  in  our  eyes. 
Ofl  as  dissolv'd  by  transient  suns,  the  snow 
Left  the  tall  cliff  to  join  the  flood  below ', 
He  caught,  and  curdled  with  a  freezing  blast 
The  current,  ere  it  reached  the  boundless  waste. 
By  slow  degrees  uprose  the  wondrous  pile, 
And  long  successive  ages  rolled  the  vrhile  ; 
Till,  ceaseless  in  its  growth,  it  claimed  to  stand. 
Tall  as  its  rival  mountains  on  the  land. 
Thus  stood,  and,  unremovable  by  skill, 
Or  force  of  man,  hid  stood  the  structure  still ; 
But  that,  tho*  firmly  fix'd,  supplanted  yet 
By  pressure  of  its  own  enormous  weight. 
It  left  the  shelving  beach — andj  with  a  sound 
That  shook  the  bellowing  waves  and  rocks  around« 
Self-launch'd,  and  swiftly,  to  the  briny  wave,    . 
As  if  instinct  with  strong  desire  to  lave, 
Down  went  the  pond'rous  mass.    So  bards  of  Otd, 
How  Doles  swam  th'  JEgean  deep,  have  told. 
But  not  of  ice  was  Delos.    Dclos  bore 
Herb,  fruit,  and  flow'r.  She,  crown'd  with  laurel,  woray 
Ev*n  under  wintry  skies,  a  summer  smile  ; 
And  Dclos  was  Apollo's  favorite  isle. 
But,  horrid  wand'rers  of  the  deep,  to  yoQ 
He  deems  Cimmerian  darkness  only  due. 
Tour  hated  birth  he  deigned  not  to  survey, 
But,  scornful,  turn'd  his  glorious  eyes  away. 
Hence  I  Seek  your  home,  nor  longer  rashly  dare 
The  darts  of  Phoebus,  and  a  softer  air ; 
Lest  ye  regret,  too  late,  your  native  coast, ' 
In  no  congenial  gulf  for  ever  lost ' 
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THE  CASTPAWAY. 

IMarck,  20, 1799.J 

Obscurest  night  involtr*d  the  sky  j 
Th*  Atlantic  billows  roar'd, 

When  such  a  destined  wretch  as  I, 
Wash*d  headlong  from  on  board, 

Of  friends,  of  hope,  of  all  bereft, 

Hia  floating  home  for  ever  left. 

No  brayer  chief  could  Albion  boasty 
Than  he,  with  whom  he  went. 

Nor  ever  ship  left  Albion's  coast, 
With  warmer  wishes  sent. 

He  lov'd  them  both,  but  both  in  vaiiit 

Nor  him  beheld,  nor  her  again. 

Not  long  beneath  the  whelming  brinoi 

Expert  to  swim,  he  lay : 
Nor  soon  he  felt  his  strength  docUnOy 

Or  courage  die  away ; 
But  wag*d  with  doatli  a  lasting  strife. 
Supported  by  despair  of  life 

He  shouted  -,  nor  his  friends  had  faiVd 
To  check  the  vossers  course. 

But  so  the  furious  blast  prevail'd, 
That,  pitiless,  perforce. 

They  left  their  outcast  mate  behind. 

And  scudded  still  before  the  wind. 

Some  succour  yet  they  could  afford  • 
And,  such  as  storms  allow, 

The  cask,  the  coop,  the  floated  coj-d. 
Delayed  not  to  bestow 
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Bat  he  (Uiey  knew)  nor  ship  nor  shore^ 
IVhate'er  they  gavO|  should  Tisit  more. 

Nor,  cmel  as  it  seent'd,  could  ke 
Their  haste  himself  condemn, 

Aware  that  flight)  in  exuh  a  sea* 
Alone  could  rescue  them ; 

Tet  bitter  felt  it  still  to  die 

Deserted,  and  his  friends  so  nigh. 

He  long  BurviTes,  who  lives  an  hour 

In  ocean,  self-upheld : 
And  so  long  he,  with  unspent  pow*r 

His  destiny  repelled : 
And  ever  as  the  minutes  flewi 
Entreated  help,  or  cried — **  Adiea  '** 

At  length,  his  transient  vef^ite  past. 

His  comrades,  who  bei<>r« 
Had  heard  his  voice  in  ev'ry  blast, 

Could  catch  the  sound  no  more. 
For  then,  by  toil  subdu*d,  he  drank 
The  stiflmg  wave,  and  then  he  sank. 

No  poet  wept  him :  but  the  page 

Of  narrative  sincere. 
That  teHs  his  name,  his  worth,  hisagiB 

Is  wet  with  Anson's  tear. 
And  tears  by  bards  or  heroes  shod 
Alike  immortalize  the  dead. 

I  therefore  purpose  not,  or  dream^ 

'  Descanting  on  his  fate. 

To  give  the  melancholy  theme 

A  more  enduring  date. 
But  n^isery  still  delights  to  trace 
Its  semblance  in  another's  case  ' 
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No  voice  divine  the  storm  allay 'd. 
No  light  propitious  shoiie  ; 

When,  snatched  from  all  efiectnal  aid^ 
IVe  perish'd  each  aloile : 

Bat  I  beneath  a  rougher  sea, 

And  whelm*d  w  deepvr  gulA  Uwa  b» 


2^0 


TRANSLATIONS 


VINCEIHT  BOURNE. 


THRAX. 

Thmbioivm  infioitem,  cum  lucom  intravit  et  «ur«% 

Fletibns  ezcepit  maestus  uterque  parens. 
Threiciom  in£mtem,  cum  luce  exivit  et  auris, 

Extulit  ad  fuwM  latoi  utetqiie  panw. 
Interea  ta  Roma ;  et  tu  tibi  Grecia  plaudens, 

Dicitis,  hoc  vera  Mt  Thraica  barbanes.      . 
Lvtitio  causam,  cansamque  exquirite  luctus ; 

Vosqie  eat  q^  dooeat  Thraica  barbaclea, 
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THE  THRAdAN. 

Thracias  parrati,  ml  hU  birth, 
Bfoom  their  babe  with  many  a  teary 

Bat  with  undiMembled  mirth 
Place  him  breathless  on  his  bier. 

Greece  and  Rome  with  equal  sconiy 
'<  O  the  savages  !*'  exclaim, 

'*  Whether  they  rejoice  or  mouni| 
Well  entitled  to  the  name!** 

But  the  cause  of  this  concern, 
And  this  pleasure  would  they  traee, 

Even  they  might  somewhat  leara' 
From  the  savages  of  Thrace 


MUTUA  BENEVOLENTIA 


FRWA'EIA  UBX  VATITRJB  X8T. 

Per  LibyiB  Androcles  siccas  errabai  arenas  f 

Qui  vagus  iratum  fugerat  exul  horum. 
Lassato  tandem  fractoqoe  labore  viarum. 

Ad  scopuli  patuit  csca  cavema  latus 
Hanc  subit ;  e(  placido  dederat  viz  membra  sopori 

Cum  subito  immanis  rugit  ad  antra  leo ; 
Die  pedem  attollens  Issum,  et  miserabilo  murmur 

Edens,  qua  poterat  voce,  precatur  opem. 
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Percalsiu  novitate  rei,  incertusque  timore, 

Viz  tandem  tremulas  admovet  erro  manus ; 
£t  ■pinam  explorans  (nam  fixa  in  yulnere  spina 

HflBrebat)  cauto  moliiter  ungrue  trahit : 
Continuo  dolor  omnia  abit,  teter  fluit  humor : 

£t  coit,  abiterflo  sangruine,  rupta  cutis ; 
Nunc  iterum  sjlras  dumosque  peragrat ;  et  aficrt 

Providus  assiduas  hospes  ad  antra  dapes. 
Juxta  epulis  acoumbit  homo  conviva  leonis, 

Nee  crudes  dubitat  participare  cibos. 
Quia  tamen  lata  feral  deserts  taedia  vitoe  ? 

Vix  furor  ultoris  tristior  esset  heii. 
Devotum  certis  caput  objeetare  periclis 

£t  patrios  statuit  mrttis  cdire  lares. 
Traditur  hie,  fera  £Ktaru8  spectacula,  plebi, 

Accipit  et  miseram  tristis  arena  reunu 
Irmit  e  caTeitibni  idem  impastus  et  acor, 

Et  mediomn  attsbito  suspicit  ore  leo. 
Sospicit,  et  vdtsreni  sgnoscens  vetus  hospes  aniicuni 

Decumbit  notos  blandulus  ante  pedes. 
Quid  vero  percolsi  animis,  stupuere  Quirites  ? 

Ecqsid  prodigii,  t«flt»  Boma,  rides  ? 
Union  natmte  opus  est  i  e&  0uia  fiirorem 

Sttinero  qov  jmsiti  ponere  sola  jubet. 
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RECIPROCAL  KINDNSm, 


THE  PRIMART  LAW  QF  }^f^i^fi, 

AvDRocLEs  from  his  ixijtir'd  lord  in  drescl 
Of  instant  death,  to  Libj^^s  doflert  fled. 
Tir*d  with  his  toilsome  flight,  ftnd  parch'4  inMk  heat. 
He  spied,  at  lengUi,  a  cavern's  cool  xetreal ; 
But  scarce  bad  giv'n  to  rest  his  ««aiy  flrmei 
When  hu^st  of  his  kind,  a  lion  came : 
He  roar'd  approaching  ;  biU,  the  savage  dka, 
To  plaintive  murmurs  chang'd,  sniT'd  within, 
And  with  expressiye  looks  his  UAed  paw 
Presenting,  aid  implor'd  firm  whom  ha  mmt. 
The  fugitive,  through  torr^Mir  at.a  jtaMl,' 
Dar'd  not  awhile  affi>rd  his  ireBBblinghaBi, 
But  bolder  grown,  at  k^g th  inhflfeat  ^dmaii 
A  pointed  thorn,  and  drew  it  ficam  ^e  mtfmiL 
The  cure  was  wrought  i  he  wip'd«the  a&aiaoaUaody 
And  firm  and  firee  from  psia  the  lioa  aload. 
Agam  be  seeks  the  wilds,  and  day  by  day. 
Regales  bis  inmate  with  the  parted  prey, 
N<^  he  disdains  the  dole,  though  unprepared. 
Spread  on  the  ground,  and  with  a  lion  shared. 
But  thus  to  live — still  lost — sequestered  still- 
Scarce  seem'd  his  lord's  revenge  an  heavier  ill. 
Home  !  native  home !  O  might  he  but  repair ! 
He  must — ^he  will,  though  death  attends  him  there. 
He  goes,  and  doom'd  to  perish  on  the  sands 
Of  the  full  Theatre  unpitied  stands ; 
When  lo !  the  self-same  lion  from  his  cage 
Flies  to  devour  him,  famish'd  into  rage. 
He  flies,  but  viewing  in  his  purposed  pr^y 
The  man.  his  hoaler,  pauses  on  his  way. 
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iLod  Boften*d  by  remembrance  into  sweet 
And  kind  compoeurei  crouches  at  his  feet 

Mote  with  astonishment  th*  assembly  gaxe : 
BaC  why,  ye  Romans  ?  Whence  your  mute  amaze  ' 
All  this  is  natural ;  nature  bade  him  rend 
An  enemy ;  she  bids  him  spare  a  friend. 


MANUALE 

Ttfpographia  amni  a/niiquius,  nulU  uspiam  LUrorum 
insertum  Catalogo, 

ExioviTS  liber  est,  muliebri  creber  in  usu, 

Per  se  qui  dici  bibliotheca  potest. 
Copia  ▼•rbonim  non  est,  sed  copia  rerum ; 

Copia  (quod  nemo  deneget)  uttlior. 
Rubris  donsuitur  pannis ,  fors  texitur  auro  ; 

j^  sexta  ad  summum  pagina  claudit  opus. 
Nil  habet  a  tergro  titolire  ant  nominis  ;  intus 

Thesauros  artis  servat,  et  intus  opes : 
Intus  opes,  quas  nympha  sinu  pulcherrima  gostet, 

Quas  niye  candidior  tractet  ametque  manus, 
Quando  instrumentum  preesens  sibi  postulat  usus, 

Majusve,  aut  operis  pro  ratione,  minus. 
Et  genere  ei  modulo  dlversa  habet  arma,  gradtttim 

Digesta,  ad  numeros  attenuata  sues. 
Primum  enehiridii  feliom  majuscula  profert, 

Qnalia  vpm  bleso  est  lumine  poscat  anus. 
Quod  seqnitur  folium,  malronis  arma  ministrat, 

Dicere  qua  magnis  prozimiora  licet. 
Tertium,  item  qnartum,  quintumque  minuscola  sup^ 
plet 

Sed  non  ejusdem  singula  quaque  loeL 
22« 
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W^  A  MANUAU 

Pisposita  ordmibus  certiS|  discrjunlna  seryant ; 

QuiB  sibi  convenianty  sellgat  mide  nurus. 
Ultima  que  restant  ques  multa  minutula  nympba 

Dicit,  «izit  Mxti  divUisB  foUi. 
Quaniillo  in  flpatio  doctriua  O  quanta  latesqlt ! 

Quam  tamen  obacurajn  vix  brevitate  yoc^s. 
Non  est  interpres,  neo  commentariuB  \illa^> 

Ant  index ;  tarn  sunt  omnia  perspicua. 
JEtatem  ad  quamvis,  ad  captum  ita  fingitur  omnem 

Ut  nihil  auxilii  postulet  Inde  liber, 
ftlillia  librorum  nomerat  perplura ;  nee  nllom 

Bodlei  hole  jactat  bibliotheca  parem. 
MilUa  CoBsareo  numeral  quoque  munere  Granta, 

HflBC  tamen  est  inter  millia  tale  nihil. 
Non  est,  non  istis  auctor  de  millibus  unus, 

Cui  tanta  iiig>eaii  yis^  vel  acumea,  iattt 


A  MAJWAL, 

More  auae^  than  th$  4rt  qf  Printinfff  smt^ntlio  bi 

Tbirs  is  a  book,  which  we  may  Calf 

(Its  excellence  is  such) 
Alone  a  library  tho*  small ;  ^^ 

The  ladies  thumb  it  much      j 

Wo?d8  none,  things  nitin\xyii»  it  eoittaln» ; 

And,  things  wHh  words  oenfipMr'«l, 
Who  needs  be  told,  that  hft»  his  brums, 

Whl^  meviti  111O0I  regard  1 

Ofltimes  its  le«viB|i  of  «9ai;l«|  j»^ 

A  gi9l4«n  ^mg  h^ant;, 
And  open'd,  it  displays  to  view 

TwelT«  pace*  «^  t^  most,  .    , 
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Nor  name,  nor  title,  stamped  behindi 

Adorns  its  outer  part ; 
But  all  within  'tis  richly  Hn*d, 

A  magazine  of  art. 

The  whitest  hands  that  aeeret  hoard 

Oft  visit :  and  tka  £ur 
Preserve  it  in  their  faeaom  iftor*d 

As  with  a  miaer's  care. 

Thence  implements  of  ev^ry  mM, 

And  form'd  for  various  use, 
(Thej  need  but  to  consult  their  eyea) 

They  readily  produce. 

The  largest  and  the  longest  kind 

Possess  the  foremost  page, 
A  sort  most  needed  by  the  blind. 

Or  nearly  such  firom  age. 

The  full-charg'd  leaf,  which  next  ensue0| 

Presents,  in  bright  array, 
The  smaller  sort,  which  matrons  use. 

Not  quite  so  blind  as  they. 

The  third,  the  ibur^i,  thofifULn^i^y 

What  their  occasions  ask. 
Who  with  a  more  diseaming  eye 

Perform  a  nicer  task.  * 

But  still  with  vegidar  dfloraane 

From  size  to  size  they  fall, 
In  ev'ry  leaf  grow  less  and  less ; 

The  last  are  least  of  aU. 

O  !  what  a  fund  of  genius,  pent 

In  narrow  space,  is  here  ! 
This  volume's  method  and  intent 

How  luminous  and  clear  ' 
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It  leaves  no  re&der  at  a  lost 

Or  pos'd,  whoever  reads : 
No  commentator's  tedious  gloss, 

Nor  even  index  needs. 

Search  Bodley*8  many  thousands  o*er ! 

No  book  is  treasured  there, 
Nor  yet  in  Granta's  nmn'rans  store 

That  may  with  this  comfiare. 

No !  Rival  none  in  either  host 

Of  this  was  ever  seen, 
Or,  that  contents  couM  justly  boast, 

So  brilliant  and  so  keen. 


^D>JIGMA. 

Parvula  res,  et  acu  minor  est,  et  ineptior  usa  r 

Quotque  dies  annus,  tot  tibi  drachma  dabit. 
Sed  licet  exigui  pretii  minimiqne  valoris, 

Ecce,  quot  aitificum  postulat  ilia  manus. 
Unius  in  primis  cura  est  c<mflare  metaUums. 

In  longa  alterios  decere  fila  labor.     - 
Tertius  in  partes  resecat,  quartusque  resectmn 

Perpolit  ad  modulos  attenualque  ^latos. 
Est  quinti  tomare  caput,  quod  sextus  adaptet ; 

Septimus  in  punctum  cudit  et  exacuit. 
His  tandem  auxiliis  ita  res  piocedit,  ut  omnes 

Ad  numeroe  ingens  perficiatur  opus. 
QuflB  tanti  ingenii,  qu8B  tanti  est  summa  labons : 

Si  raihi  respondes  (Edipo,  tota  tua  est. 
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AN  ENIGMA. 

A  HESDLE  small,  as  small  can  be. 
In  bulk  and  nae,  surpastfies  me. 

Nor  is  my  purchase  dear  ! 
For  little  and  almost  for  nought 
As  many  of  my  kind  are  bought 

As  days  are  in  the  year. 

Yet  though  but  little  use  we  boastj 
And  are  procured  at  little  cqs^ 

The  labour  is  not  lights 
Nor  few  artificers  it  asksy 
All  dcilfixl  in  their  several  tasks^ 

To  fitshion  us  aright. 

Oofr  fbies  oMtal  o*er  the  Are, 
A  sMOnd  draws  k  into  wire, 

The  shears  another  plies. 
Who  ^aips  hi  lengths  the  brazen  thread 
For  him,  who,  ehafing  every  thready 

Gives  all  an  equal  size. 

A  fifth  prepares,  exact  and  round, 

The  knob,  with  which  it  must  bo  crows'^; 

His  follower  makes  it  fast : 
And  with  his  mallet  and  his  file 
To  shape  the  point,  employs  awhile 

The  seventh  and  the  last. 

Now  therefore,  GESdipus !  declare 
"What  creature,  wonderfiil,  and  rare, 

A  process,  that  obtams 
Its  purpose  with  so  much  ado, 
At  last  produces ! — tell  me  true. 

And  take  me  for  your  pains  * 
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PASSERES  INDIGENT 


COL.  TRIN.  CANT.  COMMEN8ALE8. 

£ncola  qui  norit  sedes,  aut  viserit  hasce 

Newton!  egregii  qiias  cclobravit  honos  ; 
Viditque  et  meminit,  loetus  fortasse  videndo, 

Quam  multa  ad  mensas  advolitarit  avis. 
lUe  nee  ignorat,  nidos  ut,  vere  inounte^ 

Tecta  per  et  forulos,  et  iabulata  atruat. 
Ut  coram  oducat  teneros  ad  pabula  fcetus, 

£t  pascat  micis,  quas  det  araica  manos. 
Convivas  quoties  campanae  ad  prandia  pulsus.      ' 

Convocat,  baud  epulis  certior  hopes  adest. 
Continuo  jucunda  simul  voz  fertur  ad  aures, 

Vicinos  passer  quisque  relinquit  agros, 
Hospitium  ad  notum  properatur  ;  eit^ordvie  stantMi 

Expectant  panis  firagmina  quisque  8U^ 
Ho0  tamon,  hos  omncs,  viz  uno  largior  asse 

Sumptua  per  totam  pascit  alitque  6iem, 
nunc  unum,  hunc*  modicum  (ncc  quisquam  invidofil 
assem) 

IndigenflBi  hospitii  jure,  racrcntiw  avoa 


Digitized  by 


Google 


(263) 


SPARROWS  SELF-DOMESTICATED 

IN  TRUriTT  COLLEGE,  CAMBRIDCE. 

None  ever  shared  the  soeial  femit. 
Or  as  an  inmate,  or  a  guest, 
Beneath  the  celebrated  dome. 
Where  once  Sir  Isaac  liad  his  home, 
Who  saw  not  (and  with  some  delight 
Perhaps  he  view'd  the  novel  sight) 
How  numerous,  at  the  tables  there, 
The  sparrows  beg  their  daily  fare 
For  there,  in  every  nook,  and  cell. 
Where  such  a  family  may  dwell. 
Sure  as  the  vernal  season  comes 
Their  nests  they  weave  in  hope  of  cnmibs, 
Which  kindly  giv*n,  may  servo,  with  food 
Convenient,  their  unfeather'd  brood , 
And  oil  as  with  its  summons  clear, 
The  warning  bell  salutes  the  ear. 
Sagacious  listeners  to  the  sound, 
They  flock  from  all  the  fields  around, 
To  reach  the  hospitable  hall. 
None  more  attentive  to  the  call. 
Arriv'd,  the  pensionary  band, 
Hopping  and  chirping,  close  at  hand, 
Solicit  what  they  soon  receive,  . 
The  sprinkled,  plenteous  donative. 
Thus  b  a  multitude,  though  large, 
Supported  at  a  trivial  charge  } 
A  kingle  doit  would  overpay 
*  Th'  expenditure  of  every  day. 
And  who  can  grudge  so  small  a  grace 
To  suDDlionts  natives  of  the  place  ? 
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NULL!  TE  FACIAS  NIMIS  SODALEM 

Palpat  heram  felis,  gromic  recnmbans  in  anili ; 

Qaam  mmbI  atqae  itenuti  Lydia  pttlpat  bcnu 
Ludam  Us  seiiuitur ;  nam  totos  exserit  ungues, 

£t  loDgo  hcerat  yulneire  fells  anum. 
Continue  exardens  gtenuo  muliercnla  folem 

Nee  gravibus  moltis  exaotit  absque  miisiti 
Quod  tamen  hand  equum  est— er  tuH  eaat  fSslo  Jncarit 

Felinum  debet  l^a  ferre  jooum. 


FAMILIARITY  BANGEatlOUS; 

As  fn  her  ancient  mistress*  lap, 

The  youlhfid  tabby  lay, 
They  gave  each  other  many  a  tap, 

Alike  disposed  to  play. 

But  strife  ensues.  Puss  waxes  w&nn» 
And  with  protruded  dates 

Ploughs  all  tiie  length  of  Lydla'd  arm. 
Mere  wantoitness  the  ^aiiso. 

At  once,  reffbntfhl  of  the  dved, 
She  shakes  her  to  the  ground 

With  many  a  threat,  that  shd  shall  blbod 
With  still  a  deeper  wound; 

But,  Lydia,  bid  thy  fury  rest, 

It  was  a  venial  stroke  : 
For  she  that  will  with  kittens  jest, 

Should  bear  a  kitten's  joke. 
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AD  RUBECULAM  INVITATia 

IIosPES  avis,  conviva  domo  gratissima  cuivisy 

Quam  bruma  hums  nam  qusrere  cogit  opem 
Hue  O  !  hybiemi  fugias  ut  frigora  cobU, 

Confuge,  et  incoltimts  sab  lare  vive  meo ! 
Unde  tuam  esurism  releves,  alimenta  fenestrs 

Apponam,  quoties  kque  re^tque  dies 
Ufa  etenim  edidici,  quod  grato  alimenta  rependes 

Canta,  qnes  dederit  cunque  benigna  manus. 
Vere  novo  tepidtt  ipirant  cum  moBiter  aune, 

£t  novus  in  quavis  arbore  vermit  honos. 
Pro  libitu  ad  lucoa  redeaB>  sylvasque  levisati 

Leta  quibtts  resonai  Mu»ca  parqc^  turn  ^ 
Sin  itenmii  sin  forte  iterum,  inclementia  brujua. 

Ad  mea  dilectam  tecta  reducet  ayem* 
Efto,  redux,  grato  memor  eato  rependere  ca&tit 

Pabula,  que9  dederit  ctuaque  benigna  manus  * 
Vis  bine  harmonise,  numerorum  bine  saera  potestaft 

Conspicitur,  nusquam  conspicienda  magki^ 
Vineala  quod  stabilis  firmissima  nectit  amoriS| 

Vineula  viz  longa  dissaocinda  die. 
Captat,  et  incantat  blando  oblectamine  Musa 

Humanum  pariter  pennigerumque  ge^us  y 
Nos  homines  et  aves  quotcunque  animantia  viyimi 

Nos  soli  harmonise  gens  studiosa  s^umus 
Vol.  III.  ^ 
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INVITATION  TO  THE  REDBREAST 


SwKET  bird,  whom  the  winter  constraiiui- 

And  seldom  another  it  can — 
To  seek  a  retreat,  while  he  reigns, 

In  the  well-shelter'd  dwellings  of  man» 
Who  never  can  seem  to  intrude, 

Tho'  in  all  places  equally  free, 
Come,  oft  as  the  season  is  rude. 

Thou  vi  sure  to  be  welcome  to  me. 


At  sight  of  the  first  feeble  ray, 

That  pierces  the  clouds  of  the  east, 
To  inveigle  thee  every  day 

My  windows  shall  show  thee  a  feast. 
For,  taught  by  experience,  I  know 

Thee  mindful  of  benefit  long ; 
And  that  thankful  fpr  all  1  bestow. 

Thou  wilt  pay  me  with  many  a  song. 

Then,  soon  as  the  swell  of  the  buds 

Bespeaks  the  renewal  of  spring, 
Fly  hence,  if  thou  wilt,  to  the  woods, 

Or  where  it  shall  please  thee  to  sing : 
And  shouldst  thou,  compeHV)  by  a  frost, 

Come  again  to  my  window  or  door. 
Doubt  not  an  affectionate  host,   . 

Only  pay  as  thou  pay*dst  me  before. 

Thus  musick  must  needs  be  confcst 
To  flow  from  a  fountain  above  ; 

Else  how  should  it  work  in  the  l'--' 
Unchangeable  friendshij)  niuf  '• 
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STRADAS  NIGHTINGALE  807 

And  who  on  the  ^lobe  can  be  found) 

Save  your  generation  and  ours, 
That  can  be  delighted  by  sound, 

Or  boasts  any  musical  pow'rs  ? 


STRADiE  PHILOMELA. 

Pastokkm  audivit  calamis  Philomela  canentem, 

£t  Toluit  tenues  ipsa  reforre  modos ; 
Ipsa  retentavit  numeros,  didicitque  retentans 

Argutum  fida  reddere  voce  melos. 
Pastor  inassuotus  rivalem  forre,  misellam 

Grandius  ad  carmen  provocat,  urget  avem 
Tuque  etiam  in  modules  surgis  Philomela ;  sed  impai 

Viribis,  heu,  impar,  exanimisque  cadis, 
Durum  certamen !  tiistis  victoria !  cantum 

Maluerit  pastor  non  superasse  tuum. 


STRADA'S  NIGHTINGALE. 

Tbk  Shepherd  touch'd  his  reed ;  sweet  Philomel 
Essay'd,  and  oft  assayed  to  catch  the  strain, 

And  treasuring,  as  on  her  ear  they  fell. 

The  nmnbers,  echo'd  note  for  note  again. 

The  peevish  youth,  who  ne*er  had  found  before 
A  rival  of  his  skill,  indignant  heard. 

And  soon,  (for  various  was  his  tuneful  storc,^ 
In  loftier  tones  defted  the  simple  bird. 
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268,  ANUS  BiBCULARIS. 

She  dar'd  the  task,  and  lismg)  as  he  rose, 

With  all  the  foree,  that  passton  grrw,  iiB{nr*dy 
Retarn'd  the  sonnds  awhHe,  but  in  the  cloee, 

Exhausted  fell,  and  at  his  feet  expired. 

Thus  stren^,  not  skill  prevul'd.    O  fatal  strife, 
By  thee,  poor  songstresti,  playfully  begun ; 

And,  O  sad  victory,  which  cost  thy  life. 

And  he  may  wish  that  he  had  neyer  won  * 


ANUS  SiECULARI», 

Qjua  justam  eenium  annorum  ttiateni,  ipso  <K«  luUaU^ 
explevk,  gt  dausit  anno  ftOB. 

SurauLARis  prodigfium  O  senectso, 
Et  noTum  ezemplum  ^utumhatis, 
Cujus  annorum  series  in  amplum 

desinit  orbeni ! 

Vulgus  infeliz  hominum,  dies  en ! 
Compute  quam  dispare  computamus ! 
Quam  tua  a  sununa  proeid  est  remota 

summula  nostra ! 

Pabulum  nos  luxuriesque  lethJ, 
Noe  simul  nati,  incipimus  perire, 
Nos,  statim  a  cunis  cita  destinamur 

prteda  fi^pttT^htd  « 

OeeoIH  mors  htd^as,  uli  tiz 
Viz  opinari  est,  rapidsBre  febris 
Vun  repentinam,  aut  male  pertinacis 

somina  moibL 
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Sin  brevem  possit  superare  vita 
Terminuin,  quicqaid  luperest  TaciTum, 
lUod  ignavis  superest  et  imbe- 

cillibus  annia. 

Detrahnnt*  ronltom,  minnimtque  sorti 
Morbid!  queatus  gemitaaqae  anheli ; 
Ad  parem  crescont  namerom  diesque    < 

atque  dolores 

Si  quia  bsBC  vitet  (qnotus  illo  quisque  est !) 
Et  gradu  pergendo  laborioso 
Ad  tuom,  fortasse  ^uum,  moretur 

reptilia  SBVom 

At  videty  nuBstum  tibi  soepe  viaimi,  in- 
jurias,  vim,  furta,  dolos,  et  inso- 
lentiam,  quo  semper  ennt,  eodem 

ire  tenore 

Nil  inest  rebus  novitatis ,  ot  quod 
Uspiam  est  Dugarum  et  ineptiarum^ 
Unius  volvi  videt,  et  revolvi 

circulus  iDvi. 

Integram  aetatem  tibi  gratulamur ; 
£t  dari  nobis  satis  sstimamuS| 
8i  tuam,  saltern  vacuam  qaerelii 

dGmidiemns 
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ODE. 


ON  THC  DKATH'  OT  A  LABT, 

IfXtf  lived  one  httndred  YearSy  and  died  on  her 
Birth-day f  1728. 

ANCiEirr  dame,  how  wide  and  Tast, 

To  a  race  like  outs  appearSy 
Rounded  to  an  orb  at  last, 

AH  thy  multitude  of  years ! 

We  the  herd  of  hmiMmiciBd^ 

Frailer  and  of  feebler  p^^'rs ; 

We,  to  narrow/bownds  con&i^d, 
Soon  os^aust  the  sum  of  ours. 

Death*s  delicious  Imnquet*— we 

Perish  even  firom  the  womib^ 
Swifter  than  a  shadow  flee, 

nourished  but  to  feed  the  tomb. 

Seeds  of  mercSess  disease 
"     Lurk  in  all  that  we  enjoy  ; 
Some,  that  waste  us  by  degrees^ 
Some,  that  suddenly  destroy. 

And  if  life  o'erleap  the  bourn 

Common  to  the  sons  of  men : 
What  remains,  but  that  we  mourui 

Dream,  and  doat,  and  drivel  then  ? 

Fast  as  moons  can  wax  and  wane, 

Sorrow  comes ;  and  while  we  groan. 

Pant  with  anguish  and  complain. 

Half  our  years  are  fled  and  gone. 
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If  a  few,  (to  few  'tis  giv'n,) 

lAngYmg  on  this  earthly  stage. 
Creep,  and  halt  with  steps  uneven, 

To  the  period  of  an  age ; 

Wherefore  live  they,  but  to  see 

Cunning,  arrogance,  and  force, 
Sights  lamented  much  by  thee. 

Holding  their  accustom'd  course  f 

Oft  was  seen  in  ages  past, 

All  that  we  with  wonder  view ; 
Often  shall  be  to  the  last ; 

Earth  produces  nothing  new. 

Thee  we  gratulate ;  content,  * 

Should  propitious  Heaven  design 

Life  for  us,  as  calmly  spent. 

Though  but  half  the  length  of  thine. 


VICTORIA  FORENSIS 

CiJO  cum  Titio  lis  et  vezatio  limga 

Sunt  de  vicini  proprietate  solL 
Protinu»  ingentes  animos  In  jurgia  sumunt, 

Utraque  vincendi  pars  studiosa  nimis. 
Lis  tumet  in  schedolas,  et  jam  verbosior,  et  ^mt 

Neo  verbum  quodvis  asse  minoris  emunt. 
Pnotereunt  menses,  ot  terminus  alter  et  alter , 

Qoirque  novos  sumptus,  alter  et  alter,  habent. 
Hie  qaerens,  hie  respondens  pendente  vooatur 

Lite}  fled  ad  finem  litis  uterque.querens. 
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THE  CAUSE  WON. 

Two  neighbours  furiously  dispute  ',    ' 
A  field — ^the  subject  of  the  suit. 
Trivial  the  spot,  yet  such  tiie  rage 
With  which  the  combatants  engage^ 
'Twere  hard  to  tell,  who  covetc  most 

The  prize at  whatsoever  cost. 

The  pleadings  swell.    Words  still  suffice 
No  single  word  but  has  its  price. 
No  term  but  yields  some  fair  pretence 
For  novel  and  increased  expense. 

Defendant  thus  becomes  a  name, 
•  Which  he  that  bore  It  may  disclaim ; 
Since  both,  in  one  description  blended, 
Are  plaintifis — ^when  the  suit  is  ended. 


BOMBYX. 

Fine  sub  Aprilis  Bombyz  excluditur  ove 

Reptilis  eziguo  corpore  vermiculus, 
Oondibus  hie  mori,  volvox  dum  fiat  adultus, 

Gnaviter  incumbens,  dum  eatictur,  edit. 
Crescendo  ad  justum  cum  jam  maturuit  asvum, 

Incipit  artifici  stamine  textor  opus : 
Filaque  condensans  filis,  orbem  implicat  orl^i, 

£t  sensim  in  gyris  conditus  ipse  latet. 
Jnque  cadi  teretem  formam  se  colligit,  undo 

Egrediens  pennas  papilionis  habet ; 
Fitqoe  parens  tandem,  ftstumque  reponit  in  ovis  ; 

Hoc  demum  extreme  munere  functus  obit. 
Qnotquot  in  hac  nostra  spirant  animalia  term 

Nulli  est  vel  brevier  vita,  trel  utilior. 
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THE  SILK  WORM. 

Tflie  betma  of  Apri!,  ere  it  geef^ 
A  wormy  searce  yioible,  disclose ; 
All  winter  hntg  content  to  dwell 
The  tenant  of  his  native  shelL 
The  same  prdifick  season  ^ives 
The  snstenanee  by  which  he  livet. 
The  mnlb'rrx  leaf,  a  simple  store-, 
That  servos  him-^U  he  needs  no  ntt*#  * 
For,  his  dimensions  onoe  comj^te. 
Thenceforth  none  ever  sees  him  eat  $ 
Though,  till  his  growing  time  be  patt| 
Scarce  ever  is  he  se^n  to  fast ; 
That  hoar  arrived,  his  woriL  begins. 
He  wpina  and  weaves,  and  weaves  aad  spbii  y 
Till  circle  VBpoa  circle  wound 
Careless  around  him  and  around,. 
Conceals  him  with  a  veil,  though  sltglil^ 
Impervious  to  the  keenest  sight. 
Thus  self-enclos'd,  as  in  a  cask, 
At  length  he  finishes  his  task : 
And,  though  a  worm,  when  he  was  lost. 
Or  caterpillar  at  the  most. 
When  next  we  see  him,  wings  he  wears. 
And  in  papilio-pomp  appears ; 
Becomes  oviparous ;  supplies 
"With  future  worms  and  future  flies, 
The  next  ensuing  year  ;• — and  dies ! 
Well  were  it  for  the  world,  if  all. 
Who  creep  about  this  earthly  ball, 
Though  shorter-liv'd  than  most  he  be, 
Were  useful  in  their  kind  as  he. 
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INNOCENS  PRiEDATRIX. 

Sedula  per  campos  nullo  defessa  labore, 

In  cella  ut  stipet  mella,  vagatur  apis, 
Forpureum  vix  florem  opifex  prffitervolat  unum, 

Innumeras  inter  quas  alit  hortus  opes ; 
Herbula  gramineis  vix  una  innascitur  agris. 

Thesauri  unde  aliquid  non  studiosa  legit. 
A  floro  ad  florem  transit,  mollique  volando 

Dolibat  tactu  suave  quod  intu9  habent. 
Omnia  delibat,  parce  sod  et  omnia,  furti,  - 

Ut  ne  vel  minimum  yideris  indicium: 
Omnia  degustat  tarn  parce,  ut  gratia  nulla 

Floribus,  ut  nullus  diminuatur  odor. 
Non  ita  prsdantur  modice  bruchique  et  eruca> ; 

Non  ista  hortorum  maxima  pestis,  avos ; 
Non  ita  raptores  corvi,  quorum  improba  rostra 

Despoliant  agros,  effodiuntque  sata. 
Snccos  inmiiscens  succis,  ita  suaviter  omnes 

Temperat,  nt  dederit  chjrmia  nulla  pares. 
Vix  furtum  est  illud,  dicive  injuria  debet, 

Quod  cera,  et  muho  melle  rependit  apis. 


THX 

INNOCENT  THIEF.. 

Not  a  flower  can  be  found  in  the  fields, 
Or  the  spot  that  we  till  for  our  pleasure 

From  the  largest  to  least,  but  it  yields 
To  the  bee,  never  wearied,  a  treasure 
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Scarce  any  she  quits  unexplor'd, 

With  a  diligence  truly  exact : 
Yet,  flteal  what  she  may  for  her  hoard, 

Leaves  evidence  none  of  the  fact. 

Her  lucrative  task  she  pursues. 

And  pilfers  with  so  much  address. 
That  none  of  their  odour  they  lose, 

Nor  charm  by  their  beauty  the  less. 

Not  thus  inoffensively  preys 

The  canker-worm,  indwelling. foe  * 
His  voracity  not  thus  allays 

The  sparrow,  the  iinch,  or  the  crow. 

The  worm,  more  expensively  fed. 

The  pride  of  the  garden  devours ; 
And  birds  pick  the  seed  from  the  bed, 

Still  less  to  be  spar'd  than  the  flowers 

But  she  with  such  delicate  skill 

Her  pillage  so  fits  for  her  use, 
That  the  chymist  in  vain  with  his  still 

Would  labour  the  like  to  produce. 

Then  grudge  not  her  temperate  meals. 

Nor  a  benefit  blame  as  a  theft ; 
Since,  stole  she  not  all  that  she  steals. 

Neither  honey  nor  wax  would  bo  loft. 
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DENNERI  ANUS.* 

DocTUM  amis  artifioMd  |«ste  o«le1imU  &JMm* 

Deimeri  pinzit  quus  «tadkNNk  inuiVMk 
Nee  itupor  est  oenlify  frenii  nee  ivtgu,  Bvrm^ 

Flaccidi,  neo  stdeia  pendet  utrinqiie  gfeaa. 
Nil  habet  illepidara,  morosum,  aut  triste  tabelht 

Argentum  capitis  pneter,  anile  n&il, 
Apparent  nivei  Txtie  sab  margine  eani, 

Fila  eolorati  qualia  Seres  faabent ; 
Lanugo  mentonii  sed  qnsB  tenoissimai  vestal, 

Mollisqae,  et  quails  Persica  mala  tegit. 
Nulla  Tel  e  minimis  fugtunt  spiraoula  visum  ; 

At  neque  lineolis  de  cutis  nlla  latet, 
Spectatum  veniuQt,  novitas  quos  allicit  usquami 

Quosque  vel  ingenii  ^ool,  vel  artn  amor. 
Adveniunt  juvenes ;  et  anus  si  possit  amari, 

Dennere,  agnoscunt  hoc  memisse  tuam. 
Advemmit  hUares  nyraphiB  ;  similemqoe  senectam^ 

Tarn  pulchram  et  placidam  dent  sibi  fata,  rogant. 
MatronsB  adveniunt,  vetuleeqae  fatentur  in  ore 

Quod  nihil  horrendum,  ridiculumve  vident. 
Quantus  houoi  arti,  per  quam  placet  ipsa  senectus 

QutB  facit,  ut  nymphis  invideatur  anus  \ 
Piotori  cedit  qnm  gloria,  cum  nee  Apelli 

Majorom  famam  det  Cjtherea  suo ! 

*  Diu  publico  fuit  spectaculo  egregia  liaec  tabula  in  area 
Palatina  exteriori,  juxla  faiium  Westmimaslre  riensc. 
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DEPWER'S  OLD  WOMAN. 

In  this  mimick  form  of  a  matron  in  years, 
How  plainly  the  pencil  of  Denner  appears 
The  matron  herself,  in  whose  old  age  we  see 
Not  a  trace  of  decline,  what  a  wonder  is  she  ! 
No  jdimness  of  eye,  and  no  cheek  hanging  low, 
No  wrinkle,  or  deep  furrow'd  frown  on  the  brow ! 
Her  forehead  indeed  is  here  circled  around 
With  locks  like  the  ribbon,  with  which  they  are 

bound; 
While  glossy  and  smooth,  and  as  soft  as  the  skin 
Of  a  deUcate  peach,  is  the  down  of,  her  chin ; 
Bat  nothing  unpleasi^nt,  or  .sad,  or  severe. 
Or  that  indicates  life  in  its  winter — '}a  here, 
Tet  all  is  expressed,  with  fidelity  du^    . 
Nor  a  pimple,  nor  freckle,  conceal'd  from  the  view. 

Many  fond  of  new  sights,  or  who  cherish  a  taste 
For  the  labours  of  art,  to  the  spectacle  haste ; 
The  youths  all  agree,  that  could  old  age  inspire 
The  passion  of  love,  hers  would  kindle  the  fire, 
And  tlie  matrons,  with  pleasure,  confess  that  they  see 
Ridiculous  nothing  or  hideous  in  thee. 
The  nymphs  for  themselves  scarcely  hc^e  a  decline 
O  wonderful  woman !  as  placid  as  thine. 

Strange  magick  of  art !  which  the  youth  can  engage 
To  peruse,  half  enamoured,  the  features  of  age  ; 
And  force  from  the  virgin  a  sigh  of  despair. 
That  she  when  as  old,  shall  be  equally  fair ! 
How  great  is  the  glory,  that  Denner  has  gained, 
Since  Apelles  not  more  for  his  Venus  obtained  ' 

Vol.  III.  24 
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LACRYMiE  PICTORIS. 

IvFARTEM  audivit  paemm,  sua  gaudia,  Apelles 

InteilipostiTo  fkto  obiisse  diem. 
tlUf  licet  tristi  perculstts  imagine  mortis, 

Proferri  in  medium  corpus  itiane  jubet, 
ETt  calaihum,  et  succos  poscens, ''  Hos  accipe  laetud, 

"  Mcerorera  httnc,".  dixit,  "  nale,  parentis  habo  ** 
Dixit ;  et,  ut  claasit,  clauses  depinxit  oc^lios ; 

Officio  pariter  fidus  utrique  pater : 
Prontemque  ^i  icrines,  nee  adhue  pallentia  fbrmaUB 

OsctUa,  adumbravit  lugubre  pictor  opud 
Perge  parens,  moerendo  tnos  expendere  luetus; 

Nondum  opm  absolTit  tritte  inprema  manu^. 
Vidit  adhae  moUes  ^nitor  Baper  oscula  riiras ; 

Vidit  adhuc  veneres  irrobtdsse  genls, 
£t  teneras  raptitti  reneres,  blandosque  lepotei), 

Et  tacitOB  nsns  transtnlit  in  tabolam. 
Pingendo  deidste  tunm  slgnare  dolorem ; 

fHioli  longum  vivet  imago  tui ; 
ViTet,  et  flstema  vives  tu  laude,  nee  artd 

Vincendas  pictor,  nee  pietate  pat6r. 


TEARS  OF  A  PAINTER. 

Apelles,  hearing  that  his  boy 
Had  just  expir'd — his  only  joy  ! 
Although  the  sight  with  anguish  tore  liim, 
Bade  place  his  dear  remains  before  him. 
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THE  TEARS  OF  A  PAINTER. 
He  seiz'd  his  brush,  bis  colours  spread ; 
And — **  Ob !  my  child,  accept," — ^he  said, 
*'  ('Tis  ail  that  I  can  now  bestow,) 
«  This  tiibute  of  a  father»8  wo  !" 
Then,  faithful  to  the  two-fold  part, 
Both  of  his  feelings  and  his  art, 
He  closed  his  eyes,  with  tender  care, 
And  formed  at  once  a  fellow  pair. 
His  brow,  with  amber  locks  beset, 
And  lips  he  drew,  not  livid  yet , 
And  shaded  all,  that  he  had  done. 
To  a  jost  image  of  his  son. 

Thv*  far  is  well.    But  view  again, 
The  eruse  of  thy  paternal  pain ! 
Thy  ii>elancholy  task  fulfil ! 
It  needs  the  last,  last  touches  ttilL 
Again  his  pencil's  pow'rs  he  tries, 
For  on  his  bps  a  smile  he  sfiw : 
And  still  hia  cheek,  unfaded,  aheiw* 
The  deepest  damask  of  the  rose. 
Then,  heedlMa  to  the  finiah'd  whole. 
With  fondest  eagerness  he  stole, 
Till  scarce  himself  distinctly  knew 
The  cherub  copied  from  the  true. 

Now,  painter,  cease !  Thy  task  is  don«» 
Long  lives  this  image  of  thy  son ; 
Nor  short  liv'd  shall  the  glory  prove, 
Or  of  thy  la)l>our,  or  thy  love. 
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SPE  FINIS. 

Ad  dextrnni,  ad  lo^vam,  porro,  retro,  itquo,  reditqaOi 

Deprensuin  in  laqueo  quem  labyrinlhus  ]uU>et, 
£t  legit  et  relcf^it  grcssus,  scse  explicet  unde, 

Perplexum  qutcreuB  unde  revolvat  iter. 
Sta  modo,  respira  paulum,  simul  accipe  filnm ', 

Ccrtius  et  melius  non  Ariadne  dabit. 
Sic  te,  SIC  solum  exepdies  errore ,  vianim 

Principium  invenies,  id  tibi  finis  erit. 

THE  MAZE. 

f'ROM  right  to  led,  and  to  and  fVo, 
Caught  in  a  labyrinth  jou  go, 
And  turn,  and  turn,  and  turn  again, 
To  solve  the  myst'ry,  but  in  vain ; 
Stand  still,  and  breathe,  and  take  from  me 
A  clew,  that  soon  shall  set  you  free ! 
Not  Ariadne,  if  yoa  meet  her, 
Herself  could  serve  you  with  a  bettor. 
You  enter'd  eai^y-^-^d  where 
And  make,  with  ease,  your  exit  there  1 ' 


NEMO  MISER  NISI  COMPARATUS 

'<  Quis  fuit  infelix  adeo  !  quis  porditus  leque  !** 

Conquerltur  mcesto  carmine  tristis  amans. 
Non  novus  hie  questus,  rarovo  auditus ;  amantes 

Deserti  et  spreti  mille  queruntur  idem. 
Fatum  decantas  quod  tu  miserabile,  multus 

Deplorat,  multo  cum  Corydone,  Strephon, 
Si  tua  eum  reliquis  confertur  arnica  puellis, 

Non  ea  vel  sola  est  ferrea,  tuve  miser. 
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NO  SORROW  PECULIAR  TO  THE 
•    SUFFERER. 

The  loTor,  in  melodiovui  verses, 
His  singiiW  distress  rehearses. 
Still  dosing  with  a  raeful  cry, 
'<  Was  ever  such  a  wretch  as  I F'* 
Tes !  Thousands  have  endur'd  before 
All  thy  distress ;  some,  haply  more 
Unnumbered  Corydons  complain, 
And  Strephons,  of  tho  like  disdain ;  -^ 

And  if  thy  Chloe  be  of  steel, 
Too  deaf  to  hear,  too  hard  to  foel ; 
Not  her  alone  that  censure  fits, 
Nor  thou  alone  hast  lost  thy  wits. 


LIMAX. 

Fbovdibus,  et  pomis,  herbisqne  tenaoiter  hmsislk  . 

Limax,  et  secum  portat  ubiqpia  domum. 
Tutus  bk  hac  sese  occultat,  si  quando  periclum 

Lnminet,  aut  subite  decidit  imber  aqus. 
Comua  v^  levlter  taagas,  se  prottnut  in  sa 

Colligit,  in  proprios  contrahitnrque  larofu 
Soeum  habitat  quacunque  habitat;  dbi  tota  titles, 

8ol«  €ptMB  adamat,  quasque  requirit  opes. 
Soeum  potat,  edit,  dormit ;  sibi  in  ledibus  iisdem 

Conviva  et  comes  est,  hospes  et  hospitinm. 
Umaoem,  quacomque  slot,  qnacumque  moretiA 

Siquis  eum  qossrat,  dixeris  esse  domi. 
24» 
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THE  SNAIL. 

To  graM,  or  leaf,  or  fruit,  or  wall, 
The  Snail  sticks  close,  nor  fears  to  fall, 
As  if  he  grew  Uiere,  house  and  all 

Tofetlier 

•  Within  that  house  secure  he  hides, 
When  danger  imminent  betides 
Of  storm,  or  other  harm  besides 

Of  weaUier. 

Give  but  his  horns  *the  slightest  touch, 
His  self-collecting  power  is  such, 
He  shrinks  into  bis  house,  with  much 

Displeasure. 

Where'er  he  dwells,  ho  dwells  alone, 
Except  himself  has  chattels  none. 
Well  satisfied  to  bo  his  own 

Whole  treasure. 

Thus,  hermit-like,  his  life  he  leads 
Nor  partner  of  his  banquet  needS| 
And  if  he  meeta  one,  only  feeds 

The  fiiflttf. 

Who  seeks  him  must  be  worse  than  blind, 
(He  and  his  house  are  so  combined,) 
If,  finding  it,  hn  fkils  to  find 

Itsmastor  . 
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EQUES  ACADEMICUS. 

Calcari  instruitor  juyenis ;  geminove  vcl  uno, 

Haud  maltam,  aut  ocreis  cujas,  et  undoi  refert ; 
Fors  forta^se  suo,  fbrtasee  aliunde,  ilagoUo  ; 

Qoantiilacimqae  sui,  pars  tamen  ipse  sui. 
Sic  rite  armatus,  quinis  (et  forte  minoris) 

Conductom  solidis  scandere  gestit  equum. 
LoBtas  et  impayidus  qua  fert  fortuna  (volantem 

'  Cemits)  quadrupedem  pungit  et  urget  iter  : 
Admisso  cursu,  per  rura,  per  oppida  fertur : 

Adlatrant  catali,  multaque  ridet  anus. 
Jamqae  ferox'plagis  erecta  ad  yerbera  dextra 

Calce  cruentata  lassat  utrumque  latus. 
Impete  sed  tanto  yizdum  confecerit  ille 

Millia  proposit89  sezye  noyemye  yie, 
Viribus  absumptis,  fessusque  labore,  caballos 

Stemit  in  immundtim  8eque>equitemque  latum 
Vectus  iter  peraget  ourru  plaustroye  yiator  ? 

Froh  pudor  et  facinus !  cogitnr  ire  pedes. 
Si,  nee  inexpertura,  seniorem  junior  audis, 

QufB  sint  exigu89  commoda  disce  moroB. 
Quam  tibi  precipio^  breyis  est,  sed  regula  certa; 

Ocyufl  ut  poasis,  pergere  lentus  eas ! 

THE  CANTAB. 

With  two  spurs  or  one ;  and  no  great  matter  which 
Boots  bought,  or  boots  borrowed,  a  whip,  or  a  ffvyitch| 
Fiye  shillings  or  less  for  the  hire  of  his  beast. 
Paid  part  into  hand  ; — ^you  must  wait  for  the  rest. 
Thus  equipt,  Academicus  climbs  up  his  horse. 
And  out  they  both  sally  fpr  better  or  worse ; 
His  heart  yoid  of  fear,  and  as  light  as  a  feather, 
And  in  yiolent  haste  to  go  not  knowing  whither; 
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Through  the  fields  and  the  towns,  (see  1}  he  8c»mpeis 

alone, 
And  ii  look'd  at,  and  laugh'd  at  by  old  and  by  young, 
Till  at  length  overspent,  and  his  sides  smear *d  with 

blood, 
Down  tumbles  his  horse,  man  and  all,  in  the  mud. 
In  a  wagon  or  chaise,  shall  he  finish  his  route  ? 
Oh  \  scandalous  fiite  !  he  must  do  it  on  foot. 

Toung  gentlemen  hear !  I  am  older  than  you  S 
The  advice  that  I  give  I  have  proved  to  be  true. 
Wherever  your  journey  may  be,  never  doubt  it, 
The  fiuter  yon  ride,  youHre  the  longer  about  it. 


THE  SALAD 

BT 

« 

VIRGIL. 

IJune  ethy  1799.] 

Thb  wSnter-nSght  now  wdl-nigh  worn  aiviy, 
Th6  wakeful  cock  proolaim'd  approaoh^tig  day. 
When  Simulus,  poor  tenant  of  a  &rm 
Of  narrowest  limits,  heard  t|ie  phriU  ^larm, 
Tawn'd,  stretch'd  his  limbs,  and  anxious  to  provide 
Agmst  the  pangs  of  hungo.r  unsupplied. 
By  slow  degrees  his  tatter'd  bed  forspok, 
And  poking  in  the  dark,  ezplojr'd  the-  nook 
Where  embers  slept»  with  a#ib?M3  he^p'd  around, 
And  withl^wnt  fingers-end?  ihfi  Uj^UX^b  &und. 

It  chApc'd  that  from  a  brand  bejneath  his  npse, 
Sure  proof  of  latent  fire,  some  smoke  arose  : 
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When  trimming  with  a  pin  th'  incrusted  tow, 
And  stooping  it  towards  the  coals  below, 
He  toils,  with  cheeks  distended,  to  excite 
The  lingering  flame,  and  gains  at  length  a  light 
With  prudent  heed  he  spreads  his  hand  before 
The  quivering  lamp,  and  opes  his  gran'ry  door. 
Small  was  his  stock,  but  taking  for  the  day, 
A  measur'd  stint  of  twice  eight  pounds  away. 
With  these  his  mill  he  seeks.    A  shelf  at  hand, 
Fix*d  in  the  wall,  affords  his  lamp  a  stand : 
Then  baring  both  his  arms — a  sleeveless  coat 
He  girds,  the  rough  exuyis  of  a  goat : 
And  with  a  rubber,  for  that  use  designed. 
Cleansing  his  mill  within — begins  to  grind } 
Each  hand  has  its  employ ;  laboring  amain. 
This  turns  the  winch,  while  that  supplies  the  grain. 
The  stone  revolving  rapidly,  now  glows 
And  the  bruis'd  corn  a  mealy  current  flows ; 
While  he,  to  make  his  heavy  labour  light, 
Tasks  ofl  his  lefl  hknd  to  relieve  his  right ; 
And  chants  with  rudest  accent,  to  beguile 
His  ceaseless  toil,  as  rude  a  strain  the  while. 
And  now,  "  Dame  Cybale,  come  forth !"  he  cries, 
But  Cybale,  still  slumbering,  nought  replies. 

Prom  Afric  she,  the  swain's  sole  serving  maid, 
Whose  face  and  form  alike  her  birth  betray*d. 
With  woolly  locks,  lips  tumid,  sable  skin, 
Wide  bosom,  udders  flaccid,  belly  thin, 
LegB  slender,  broad  and  most  misshapen  feet, 
Chapp'd  into  chinks,  and  parch 'd  with  solar  heat. 
Such,  summoned  oft,  she  came ;  at  his  command 
Fresh  fuel  heapM,  the  sleeping  embers  fann'd. 
And  made  in  haste  hier  simmering  skillet  steam) 
Replenished  newly  from  the  neighbouring  stream 

The  labours  of  the  mill  performed,  a  sieve 
The  mingled  flour  and  bran  must:  next  receive, 
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THE  SALAD. 


Which  Bhaken  oft,  shooti  Ceres  Uirough  refin'dy 
And  better  dress'd,  her  husks  all  lefl  bohind. 
This  done,  at  once,  his  iiiture  pUin  repaflt> 
UnleaTen'd,  on  a  shavea  board  he  cast. 
With  tepid  lymph,  first  largely  soaked  it  all» 
Then  gathered  it  with  both  hands  to  a  ball. 
And  spreading  it  again  with  both  hands  widfiy 
With  sprinkled  salt  the  stifien'i  maw  wppU^d  ; 
At  length,  the  stubborn  substance,  duly  wnMigbtf 
Takes  from  his  palms  impreas'd  th»  ffhape  ||  OMghU 
Becomes  an  ocb<-»iul  quarter *d  intp  sharei, 
The  faithful  mark  of  just  divisioix  bears. 
Last,  on  his  b^itf  th  it  finds  co|iT«nleiit  spMO, 
For  Cybale  before  bi^l  swept  the  pl|kC9| 
And  there,  with  tiles  and  embers  o¥erspfead» 
She  leaves  it— reeking  in  its  iultry  bed. 

Nor  Similns,  while  Vulcan  thnS)  alone* 
His  part  perform'di  pjroyea  he<9dlef 9  of  kUi  oynh 
But  sedulous,  not  merei^  te  subdue 
His  hunger,  bnt  to  pte^ee  iue  palato  tooi 
Prepares  mere  wVry  feed,    ^)s  chiBuieyreide^ 
Could  boast  no  gamnMmi  salted  well>  ami  dffied» 
And  cook*d  behind  him ;  hut  eu^eient  «b>M 
Of  bundled  anise,  and  a  cheese  it  bore ; 
A  broad  round  eheeee»  which}  thro'  its  centre  etmnfft 
With  a  tough  broom*twigy  in  the  comer  hung ; 
The  prudent  hevo  therefore  with  addreesr 
And  quick  desp»tohy  now  99eke  another  meee 

Close  to  his  cottage  It^y  a  gardon-^ground, 
With  weeds  and  osiers  sparely  girt  around. 
Small  was  the  spot,  but  Ub'ral  to  produee : 
Nor  wanted  anght  that  serven  a  parent's  uMf 
And  sometimes  ev'n  the  rich  would  borrow  thei^cOf 
Although  its  tillage  was  his  solo  expense, 
For  oft,  as  from  his  toils  abroad  he4;eas*d» 
Home-bound  by  weather,  or  some  stated  foaaty 
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THE  SALAD. 
His  debt  of  culture  hete  he  duly  paid, 
And  only  left  the  plough  to  wield  the  spade. 
He  knew  to  give  each  plant  the  soil  it  needs, 
To  drill  the  ground,  and  cover  close  the  seeds, 
And  could  with  ease  compel  the  wanton  rill 
To  turn,  and  wind,  obedient  to  his  will. 
There  flourisliM  starwort,  and  the  branching  boot, 
The  sorrel  acid,  and  the  mallow  sweet. 
The  skirret  and  the  leek^s  aspiring  kind, 
The  noxious  poppy— quencher  of  the  miqd ! 
Salubrious  sequel  of  a  sumptuous  board, 
The  lettuce,  and  the  long  huge  bellied  gourd  9 
But  these  (fbr  none  his  appetite  controU'd 
With  stricter  sway)  the  thrifty  rustiek  soM 
With  broom-twigs  neatly  bound,  each  kind  ^apatt, 
He  bore  them  ever  to  the  publiek  mart : 
Whence,  laden  still,  bat  with  a  lighter  load, 
Of  cash  well-mini'd,  he  took  hb  homeward  ro«d| 
Expending  seldom,  ere  ha  quitted  Eome, 
Hk  gains,  in  Bewk'^mmA  for  a  least  at  home. 
There,  at  bo  cost,  on  onions,  rank  and  red. 
Or  the  eurl'd  encBve's  bitter  leaf,  he  fed : 
On  scajliomi  slie'd,  or  with  a  sensual  gust, 
On  rockets — ^foul  provocatives  of  lust ! 
Nor  even  shunn'd  with  smarting  gums  to  press 
Nasturtium — pungent  faoe-distorting  mess  1 
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Some  such  regale  now  also  in  his  thought, 
With  hasty  steps  his  garden-ground  he  sought; 
There  delving  with  his  hands,  he  first  displaced 
Four  plants  of  garlick,  large,  and  rooted  &st ; 
The  tender  tops  of  parsley  next  ho  culls. 
Then  the  old  rue-bush  shudders  as  he  pulls, 
And  coriander  last  to  these  succeeds. 
That  hangs  on  slightest  threads  her  trembling  seeds 

Plac*d  near  his  sprightly  fire  he  now  demands 
The  mortar  at  his  sable  servant's  hands  : 


Digitized  by 


Google 


288  THE  SALAD. 

.When  stripping  all  his  garlick  first,  he  tore 
Th'  exterlour  coats,  and  cast  them  on  the  floor, 
Then  cast  away  with  like  contempt  the  skin, 
Flimsier  concealment  of  the  cloves  within. 
These  searched,  and  perfect  found,  he  one  by  uno, 
Rins'd,  and  disposed  ivltliin  the  ht^w  stone. 
Salt  added,  and  a  lump  of  salted  cheese, 
With  his  injected  herbs  ho  covered  these, 
And  tacking  with  his  left  his  tnnick  tight, 
And  seizing  fast  the  pestle  with  his  right. 
The  garlick  bnusing  first,  he  soon  expressed, 
And  miz*d  the  yarions  juices  of  the  rest. 
He  grinds,  and  by  degrees  his  herbs  bedow, 
Ijost  in  each  other,  their  oiwn  powers  focego. 
And  with  the  cheese  in  compound,  to  the  sight 
Nor  wholly  green  appear,  nor  wholly  white. 
His  nostrils  ofl  the  forceful  fume  resent. 
He  cors'd  full  ofl  his  dinner  for  its  scent. 
Or  with  wry  faces,  wiph^^  as  he  spoke, 
The  trickling  tears,  cried.''  vengeance  on  the  smoke.* 
The  work  proceeds :  not  roughly  turns  he  now 
The  pestle,  but,  in  circles  smooth  and  skxw, 
With  cautious  hand,  that  grudges  what  it  spills, 
Some  drops  of  oliv43-oil  he  next  instils. 
Then  vinegar  witii  caution  scarcely  less, 
And  gathering  to  a  ball  the  medley  moss, 
Last,  with  two  fingers  frugally  applied. 
Sweeps  the  small  remnant  from  tho  pwrtar's  side 
And  thus  complete  in  figure  and  in  kind, 
Obtains  at  length  the  Salad  he  designed. 

And  now  black  Cybale  before  him  stands, 
The  cake  drawn  newly  glowing  in  her  hands, 
He  glad  receives  it,  chasing  far  away 
All  fears  of  famine  for  the  passing  dty  j 
His  legs  enclosed  in  buskins,  and  his  head 
?n  its  tough  casque  of  leather,  forth  he  led 
And  yok'd  his  steers,  a  dull  obedient  pair. 
Then  drove  afield,  and  plung'd  the  pointed  share 
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TRANSLA'PIONS  OF  GREEK  VERSES. 
{Begun  Aigustf  1799.] 


FROM 

THE  GEEEK  OF  JULIANUS. 

A  SrABTAv,  his  companioiifl  sUiiiy 

Alone  from  battle  fled, 
Hia  mother  kindling  with  disdain 

That  the  had  borne  him,  struck  him  dead  | 

For  courage,  and  not  birth  alone, 
In  Sparta,  testifies  a  son  ! 


THE  SAME,  BY  PALAADAS. 

A  SpASTAir,  'scaping  from  the  flght. 
His  mother  met  him  in  his  flight, 
Upheld  a  faulchion  to  his  breadt, 
And  thus  the  fugitive  address'd : 

<<  Thou  canst  but  live  to  blot  with  shame 
Indelible  thj  mother's  name, 
While  eY*ry  breath,  that  thou  shalt  draw, 
Ofiends  against  thy  country's  law ; 
But,  if  thou  perish  by  this  hand. 
Myself  indeed  throughout  the  land, 
To  my  dishonour,  shall  be  known 
The  mother  still  of  such  a  son ; 
But  Sparta  will  bo  safe  and  free, 
And  that  shall  serve  to  comfort  rao." 
Vol.  Ill  25 
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AN  EPITAPH. 

Mr  name^^my  countfy^^^nrhat  axo  they  to  thee  'i 
What,  whether  base  or  proud,  my  pedigree  ' 
Perhaps  I  far  surpassed  all  other  men — 
Perhaps  I  fell  below  them  all — what  then  ' 
Suffice  it,  strang^er !  that  thon  seest  a  tomb — 
Thou  know*st  Us  a«>-4t  hidet^no  matter  whom. 


ANOTHER. 

Takx  to  thy  bosom,  gentle  earth,  a  swain 
With  much  hard  labour  in  thy  service  worn ! 

He  set  the  Tines,  that  clothe  yon  ample  plain, 
And  he  these  olives,  that  the  vaJe  adorn 

He  fiird  with  gnun  the  glebe  ;  the  rills  he  led 
Thro*  this  green  herbage,  and  those  fruitful  bow'is; 

Thou,  therefore,  earth !  lie  lightly  on  his  h^ad, 
His  hoary  head,  and  deck  las  gravd  wi%h  fiow^ 


.M^Qj^^ 


ANOTHER 

Painter,  this  likeness  is  too  strong, 
And  we  shall  mourn  the  dead  too  long. 
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ANOTHER. 


At  threesoore  winters*  end  1  died 
A  cheerless  being,  sole  and  sad ; 

The  nuptial  knot  I  never  tied, 
And  wis^  my  father  never  had. 


BY  CALLIMACHUa 

At  mom  we  plac'd  on  his  ftmeral  bicr, 
Young  Menalippus ;  and  at  eventide, 

Unable  to  sustain  a  loss  so  dear, 
By  her  own  hand  his  blooming  sister  died. 

Thus  Aristippns  moum'd  his  noble  raee^ 
Annihilated  by  a  double  blow. 

Nor  son  could  hope,  nor  daughter  moro  V 
And  ail  Cyreno  saddened  at  his  wo. 


ON  MILTIADES. 

MiLTiADES '  thy  valour  best 
(Although  in  every  region  known) 

The  men  of  Persia  oon  attest, 
Taught  by  thyself  at  Marathon. 
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ON  AN  INFANT. 

Bewail  not  much,  my  parents !  me  the  prey 
Of  rathless  Ades,  and  sepulchred  here 
An  infant^  in  my  fifth  scarce  finish'd  yevj 
He  found  all  sportive,  innocent,  and  gay, 
Toar  young  Callimaohus ;  and  if  I  knewy 
Not  many  joys,  my  grie&  were  also  few. 


BY  HERACLIDES. 

Iir  Cnidns  born,  the  consort  I  became 
Of  Euphron.    Aretimias  was  my  name. 
His  bed  I  shar'd,  nor  pioy*d  a  barren  bride, 
But  bore  two  ehildren  at  a  birth,  and  died. 
One  child  I  leaye  to  solace  and  uphold 
Euphron  hereafte?,  when  infirm  and  old. 
And  one,  ibr  his  remembrance  sake,  I  boar 
T«  PkKo's  realm,  till  he  shall  join  me  tliore. 


ON  THE  REED. 

I  WAS  of  late  a  barren  plant, 
Useless,  insignificant, 
Nor  fig,  nor  grape,  nor  apple  bore, 
A  native  of  the  marshy  shore  ; 
But  gathered  for  poetick  use, 
And  plung'd  into  a  ^able  juice. 
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TO  HEALTH. 
Of  which  my  modicum  I  sip, 
With  narrow  mouth  and  slondor  lip, 
At  once,  although  by  nature  dumb, 
AU  eloquent  I  havo  become, 
And  speak  with  fluenoy  untii*d, 
Ab  if  by  PhobbuB*  self  inspired. 
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TO  HEALTH. 

Eldest  bom  of  pow*rs  divino ! 
Blest  Hygeia  i  be  it  mine, 
To  enjoy  what  thou  canst  give. 
And  henoefiMTth  with  tbett  te  IkAk 
For  in  pow'r  if  pleasure  be, 
Wealth,  or  non^MNM  progea^. 
Or  in  amorous  cunlirace^ 
Where  ne  qpy  inftsts  the  pla^  t 
Or  in  aught  thai  Hdar'n  btelova 
To  alleviate  human  woes. 
When  the  weary  heart  despairs 
Of  a  respite  from  its  cares ; 
These  and  ey'ry  true  delight 
Flourish  only  in  thy  sight ; 
And  the  sister  Graces  Thre« 
Owe,  themselves,  their  youth  to  thee, 
Withetft  whem  we  may  possess 
Much,  but  iM^er  haffiimss. 
25* 
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THE  ASTRX)LOGERS. 

Tfl*  Astrologers  did  all  alike  presage 
My  uncle's  dying  in  extreme  old  age, 
One  only  disagreed.    But  he  was  wise, 
And  spoke  not,  till  he  heard  the  fun*ral  criep. 


oir 
AN  OUy  WOMAN. 

Mtcilla.  dyed  her  looks,  'tis  said ; 

But  *tiB  a  foul  aspersion, 
She  boys  them  black ;  they  iberelbre  need 

No  sabse^MBt  imnerdon 


ON  INVALIDS. 

Far  happier  are  the  dead,  m^thinks,  thatitbey, 
Who  look  for  death,  and  fnx  it  et'tf  day. 
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ON  FLATTiaiERS. 

No  misehief  worthier  of  our  (ear 

In  nature  can  be  found, 
Than  friendship,  in  ostent  sincere 

But  hollow  and  unsound. 
For  lon*d  into  a  dangerous  dream. 

We  closo  injtbld  a  foe. 
Who  strikes,  when  most  secure  we  seem, 

Th*  inevitable  blow. 


ON  THE  SWALLOW. 

Attick  maid !  with  honey  fed, 

Bear*st  thou  to  thy  callow  brooa 

Yonder  looost  from  the  mead, 
Destin'd  their  delicious  &od  i 

Ye  have  kindred  yoices  olear, 
Ye  alike  unfold  the  wing, 

Migrate  hither,  sojourn  here, 

Both  attendant  on  the  spring ! 

Ah  fbr  pity  drop  the  prize  ; 

Let  it  not,  with  truth,  be  saidf 
That  a  song^er  gasps  and  dies, 

That  a  songster  may  be  fed. 
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LATE  AOaUIRED  WEAliTiL 

Poom  in  my  youth^  and  in  li&*f  later  seonef 
Rich  to  no  end,  I  coras  my  nital  boiur : 

Who  naught  onjoy'd,  while  ymnqp)  doiy'd  ih»  mfivoM 
And  naocrht,  when  old,  enji^^d^  deny'd  the  |»ow*r« 


ov 
A  TRUE  FRIEND. 

Hast  thou  a  fhend  ?  Tbtm  hast  ittde«d 

A  rieh  and  lafg^e  enpply, 
Treasure  to  lerTe  your  et*ry  need, 

Well  managed,  tSi  you  die 


A  BATH,  BY  PLATO. 

Did  Cytherea  to  the  skies 
From  this  pellucid  lymph  arise  ? 
Or  was  it  Cytherea's  touch, 
When  bathing  here,  that  made  it  such. 
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A  FOWLER,  BY  ISIODORUS. 

With  seeds  and  birdlime^  fVom  the  desert  air, 
Cumelus  gathered  free,  though  scanty,  fare. 
No  lordly  patron's  hand  he  deign'd  to  kiss. 
Nor  luz'ry  knew,  save  liberty,  nor  bliss. 
Thrice  thirty  years  he  liv'd,  and  to  his  heirs 
ilifl  seeds  bequeath*d,  his  birdlime,  and  his  snares 


ON  NIOBE. 

Charon  !  recei^^e  a  family  on  board, 
Itself  sufficient  for  thy  crazy  yawl ; 

Apollo  and  Diana,  for  a  word 
By  me  too  proudly  spoken,  slew  us  all. 


ON  A  GOOD  MAN. 

Trat'ller,  regret  not  me  ;  for  thou  shalt  find 

Just  cause  of  sorrow  none  in  my  decease, 
Wlio,  dying,  children's  children  lefl  behind, 

And  with  one  wife  liv'd  many  years  in  peace : 
Three  virtuous  youths  espoos'd  my  daughters  threi^ 

And  oft  their  infants  in  my  bosom  lay, 
Nor  saw  I  one,  of  all  deriv'd  from  me, 

Touch'4  with  disease,  or  torn  by  death  away. 
Their  duteous  hands^my  fun'ral  rites  bestow'd 

And  me,  by  blameless  manners  fitted  well 
To  seek  it,  sent  to  the  serene  abode, 

Where  sliades  of  pious  men  for  ever  dwell. 
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ON  A  MISER. 


Thet  call  thoe  rich — I  d^em  thee  poor, 
BimoOf  if  thou  dor'st  not  use  thy  fltorei 
But  say'st  it  only  for  thine  heirs, 
The  treasure  is  not  thiue,  l?ut  theini. 


ANOTHER. 

A  M I8BR,  traversing  his  house, 
Espied,  unusual  there,  a  mouse, 
And  thus  his  uninvited  guest, 
Bridclj  inquisitive  address'd : 
**  Tell  me,  my.  dear,  to  what  cause  m  it 
I  owe  this  unexpected  ^Hsit?'' 
The  mouse  her  host  obliquely  ey*d, 
And  miling,  pleasantly  replied, 
**  Fear  not,  good  fellow,  for  your  hoard  ^ 
I  come  to  lodge,  and  not  to  board." 


ANOTHER. 

Airr  thou  some  indii^dttal  of  a  kmd 
Liong-Uv*d  by  nature  as  the  rook  or  hind  ? 
Heap  treasure  then,  fer  if  thy  need  he  such, 
Thou  hast  excuse,  and  scarce  canst  heap  to^  much. 
But  man  thou  seem'st,  clear  therefore  from  tliy  breast 
This  lust  of  treasure— folly  at  the  best ! 
For  why  shouldst  thou  go  wasted  to  the  tomb. 
To  fktten  with  thy  spoils  thou  know'st  not  whom  * 
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FEMALE  INCONSTANCY. 

Rich,  thou  badst  many  lovers — poor  hast  nouoi 
So  surely  want  extinguishes  the  flame  ; 

And  she  who  call'd  thee  once  her  pretty  one, 
And  her  Adonis,  now  inquires  thy  name. 

Where  wast  thou  bonii  Sosicrates,  and  where 
In  what  strange  country  can  thy  parents  livei 

Who  seem*st,  by  thy  complahits,  not  yet  aware 
That  want's  a  crime  no  woman  can  forgive  ? 


THE  GRASSHOPPER. 

Hirrv  songster,  porch'd  above, 
On  the  summit  of  the  grove, 
Whom  a  dew  drop  cheers  to  sing, 
With  the  freedom  of  a  king. 
From  thy  perch  survey  the  fields 
Where  prolifick  nature  yields 
Nought,  that,  willingly  as  she, 
Man  surrenders  not  to  thee* 
For  hostility  or  hate. 
None  thy  pleasures  can  create 
Thee  it  satisfies  to  sing 
Sweetly  the  return  of  spring, 
Herald  of  the  genial  hours. 
Harming  neither  herbs  nor  flow*rfl. 
Therefore  man  thy  voice  attends 
Gladly,  thou  and  he  are  friends ; 
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Nor  thy  never  ceasing  strains 
Phoebus  or  the  muse  disdains 
As  too  simple  or  too  long-, 
For  themselves  inspico  the  §(Mg. 
Earth-born,  bloodless,  undecaying, 
Ever  singing,  sporting,  pkiyhig, 
What  has  nature  else  to  show 
Godlike  in  his  kind  as  thou  ? 


ON  HERMOCRATIA. 


Hermocratia  nam'd save  only  one— • 

Twice  fifteen  births  I  bore,  and  buried  none : 
For  neither  Phoebus  piere'd  my  thriving  joys, 

Nor  Dian she  my  girls,  or  he  my  boys, 

But  Dian  rather,  when  my  daughters  lay 
In  parturition,  chas*d  their  pangs  away, 
And  all  my  sons,  by  Phoebus*  bounty  shar'd 
A  vigorous  youth,  by  sicduiess  unimpaired. 
O  Niobe !  far  less  prolifick  !  see 
Thy  boast  against  Latona  shamed  by  me  * 


.      FROM  MENANDER. 

Fond  youth !  who  dream'st,  that  hoarded  gold 

Is  needful,  not  alone  to  pay 
For  all  thy  various  items  sold, 

To  serve  the  wants  of  every  day  j 

Bread,  vinegar  and  oil,  and  moat, 
For  sav'ry  riands  season'd  high ; 

But  somewhat  more  important  yet 

I  tell  thee  what  it  cannot  buy. 
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No  treasure,  hadst  thou  more  amass'd. 

Than  fame  to  Tantalus  assign'd, 
V^ould  save  thee  from  a  tomb  at  last. 

But  thou  must  leave  it  all  behind. 

1  give  thee,  therefore,  counsel  wise 

Confide  not  Yainly  in  thy  store, 
However  large—much  loss  despise 

Others  comparatively  poor ; 

Bat  in  thy  more  exalted  state 

A  just  and  equal  temper  show, 
That  all  who  see  thee  rich  and  great 

May  deem  thee  worthy  to  be  so. 


301 


ov 
PALLAS,  BATHING. 

FROM   A   HYMN   OF   CALLTMACHU8. 

Nor  oils  of  balmy  scent  produce. 
Nor  mirror  for  Minerva's  use, 
Te  nymphs  who  lave  her ;  she,  array'd 
In  genuine  beauty  scorns  their  aid. 
Not  even  when  they  left  the  skies 
To  seek  on  Ida's  head  the  prize 
From  Paris'  hand,  did  Juno  deign. 
Or  Pallas  in  the  crystal  plain 
Of  Simois*  stream  her  locks  to  trace. 
Or  in  the  mirror's  polish'd  face, 
Though  Venus  oft  with  anxious  cafo 
Adjusted  twice  a  single  hair. 
Vol.  ni.  20 
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TO  DEMOSTHENES. 

It  flatters  and  deceives  thy  view, 
Tliis  mirror  of  iH  polish'd  ow  j 

For  were  it  just,  and  told  thee  true. 

Thou  woiddst  consult  it  never  more. 


ON   A 

SIMILAR  CHARACTER. 

You  give  your  cheeks  a  rosy  stain, 
With  washes  die  your  hair. 

But  paint  and  washes  both  are  vain 
To  give  a  youthful  air. 

Those  wrinkles  mock  your  daily  toil, 
No  labour  will  efface  'em, 

Yoa  wear  a  mask  of  smoothest  oil, 
Tet  still  with  ease  we  trace  'em. 

An  art  so  fruitless  then  forsake, 

Which  though  you  much  e;ccel  in, 

XovL  never  can  contrive  to  make 
Old  Hecuba  young  Helen 
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ON  AN  UGLY  FELLOW. 

Beware,  ray  friond  !  of  crystal  brook, 
Or  fountain,  lest  that  hideous  hook, 

Tby  nose,  thou  chance  to  see ; 
Narcissu»'  fkte  would  then  be.  thine, 
And  lelf-detosted  thou  wonldst  pine ; 

As  sel^'onainom^'d  he. 


A  BATTERED  BEAUTY. 

Hair,  wax,  rouge,  honey,  teeth^  you  bay 

A  multi&ribus  store ! 
A  mask  at  once  would  all  sup^ly^ 

Nor  would  it  cost  yea  more. 


ON  A  THIEF. 

When  Aulus,  the  noctursl  thief,  made  prize 
Of  Hermes,  swift-wing'd  envoy  of  the  skies, 
Hermes,  Arcadia's  king,  the  thief  diving, 
Who,  when  an  infant,  stole  Apollo's  kine. 
And  whom,  as  arbiter  and  o¥ei»eer 
Of  our  gymnastiok  cq^oHs,  we  plafifted  hero ; 
"  Hermes,"  he  cried, ''  you  meet  no  now  disaster 
Ofltimes  the  pupil  goes  beyond  hb  master," 
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ON  PEDIGREE. 

FROM  £P17«ARMV8. 

Mr  mother,  if  thou  l-ve  me,  i^me  no  mc»ro 
My  noble  birth  !  SouniUng  at  erery  breath 
My  noble  birth !  thoii  kill'st  me.    Thither  fly, 
As  to  their  only  refuge,  all  from  whom 
Nature  withholds  all  good  besides ;  they  boast 
Their  noble  birth,  conduct  us  to  the  tombs 
Of  tlioir  forefathers,  and  from  age  to  age 
Ascending,  trumpet  their  illustrious  race : 
But  whom  hast  thou  beheld,  or  canst  thou  name^ 
Deriy'd  from  no  forefather  ?  Such  a  man 
Lives  not ;  for  how  could  such  be  bom  at  all  ? 
And  if  it  chance,  that  native  of  a  land 
Far  distant,  or  in  infancy  depriv'd 
Of  all  his  kindred,  cme,  who  cannot  trace 
His  origin,  exist,  why  deem  him  sprung 
From  baser  ancestry  tht  ii  theirs,  who  can  f 
My  mother !  he^  whom  nature  at  his  biit^ 
Endowed  w*th  virtuous  qualities,  although 
An  iEthiop  ana  a  slave,  is  nobly  bom 


ON  ENVY. 

Pmr  says  the  Theban  bard, 
From  my  wishes  J  discard  ; 
Envy,  let  me  rather  be, 
Rather  fiur  a  theme  for  thee ! 
Pity  to  distress  is  shown, 
Envy  ^  the  great  alone — 
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So  the  Theban — ^But  to  shine 
Less  conspicuous  be  mine  ! 
I  prefer  the  golden  mean 
Pomp  and  penury  between  ; 
For  alarm  and  peril  wait 
Ever  on  the  loftiest  state, 
And  th^  lowest,  to  the  end, 
Qbloquy  and  scorn  attend. 


Oft  we  enbaaee^nur  iUs  by  dis^«^tent,., 
And  give  them  bulky  beyond  what  nature  meant*, 
A  parent,  brothefy  friend  doce^s^d,  to  ciy<^ 
^  He's  dead  indeed,  but  he  was  bosnto  die^V 
Such  temperate  girief  U  fluted  to  the  size 
And  burthen  of  the  lose;  i»  just  and  wise. 
But  to  exclaim, "  Ah !  v^ierefove  was  I  borOf., 
<<  Thus  to  be  left,  for  ever  thus  forlorn  f" 
Who  thus  laments  his  loss  invites  distress, 
^nd  magnifies  a  wo  that  mig^  be  less^ 
Through  dull  despondence  to  his  lot  remgn'dy 
And  leaving  reason's  remedy  behind 
26« 
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BY  MOSCHUa 

I  8LXPT,  when  Yenus  entered :  to  my  bed 
A  Cupid  in  her  beauteooB  hand  she  led, 
A  bashAil  seeming  boy,  and  thus  she  said ;     . 

*^  -Shepherd,  receive  my  little  one  !  I  bring 
An  untaught  love,  whom  thou  must  teach  to  sing.** 
She  said,  and  left  him.    I  suspecting  nought, 
Many  a  sweet  strain  my  subtle  pupil  taught,     ' 
How  reed  to  reed  Pan  first  with  osier  bound, 
How  PaUaa  formM  the  pipe  of  softest  %onnd. 
How  Hermes  gave  the  lute,  and  how  the  choir 
Of  Phcebus  owe  to  Phoebus'  self  the  lyre. 
Such  were  my  tiiemes ;  my  themes  nought  heeded  iM; 
But  ditties  sang  of  am'rous  sort  to  me, 
The  pangs,  that  mortals  and  immortals  prove 
From  Venus'  inihimice,  and  the  darts  of  love. 
Thus  was  the  teadier  by  the  pupil  tanj^  i 
His  lessons  I  retain'd,  imd  Dune  forgot 
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TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  LATIN  OF  OWS.^. 


IN  IGNORANTEM  ARROGANTEM  LINUM 

Qaptivum,  Line,  te  tenet  ignorantia  duplex. 
Scis  nihil,  et  nescis  te  quoque  scire  nihi'.. 


ON  ONE  IGNORANT  AND  ARROGANT. 

Thou  mayest  of  double  ign'ranee  boaflt. 
Who  know'st  not,  that  thou  nothing  know'it. 

PRUDENS  SIMPLiaTAS. 

Ut  nulli  nocuisfle  yelis,  imitaro  columbam : 
Serpentem,  ut  postdt  nemo  TX^ere  tibi. 

PRUDENT  SIMPLiaTT. 

That  thou  mayest  injure  no  man,  doye-like  be, 
And  serpent-like,  that  none  may  injure  thee  1 

AD  AMICUM  f  AUPEREM. 

Est  male  nunc  ?  Utinam  in  pejus  sors  omnia  vertat ; 
Succedunt  summis  optima  saepe  malis. 

TO  A  FRIEND  IN  DISTRESS 

I  WISH  thy  lot,  now  bad,  still  worse,  my  friend ; 
Wot  when  at  worst  they  say,  things  always  mend. 
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Omnia  me  Uiuu  janior  ef«ein^  scire  putal^ani : 
Quo  scio  plus,  hoc  me  nunc  scio  scire  minus 

When  little  more  than  boy  in  age, 
I  deem'd  myw^  ahlliOst  a  sage  ', 
But  now  seem  worthier  to  be  styl'd 
For  ignorance— alffioM  a  child. 


LEX  TALIONIS. 

Majorum  nunquam,  Aule,  legis  momimonta  tuonun 
Mirum  est,  postoritas  si  tua  scripta  logaU 

RETALIATION. 

The  works  of  ancient  bards  divine 

Aulus,  thou  scorn'st  to  read  ; 
And  should  posterity  read  thine. 

It  would  be  strange  indeed  ' 

MJ  ORTU  ET  OCCASi^ 

8oi.£  oriente,  toi  reditus  a  morte  memento ! 
Sis  memor  occasus,*  Sole  eadenle,  tui ! 


£ttji^3ST  Asuxnnmisfi. 

CoHTSMFfiiTz,  when  tlie  mm  4Miimo$t 
Thy  death,  with  deep  reflection ; 

AnA-wban  agaki  he  rising  i^nes, 
Thy  day  of  resarreotion  t 
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LEPUS  MULTIS  AMICUS 

Lusus  amicitia  est,  uni  nisi  dedita,  cea  fit, 
Simpiice  ni  nexus  fbdere,  lusus  amor. 

Inccrto  genitore  puer,  non  ssepe  paternffi 
Tutamen  novit,  deliciasque  domus : 

Quique  sibi  fidos  ifore  multos  sperat  amicos, 
Mirum  est,  huic  misero  si  ferat  ullus  opem. 

Comifl  erat,  mitisqne,  et  nolle  et  voile  paratus 

Cum  quovis,  Craii  more  modoqne,  Leptur. 
Die,  quot  in  sylyis,  et  quot  spatiantttr  in  agris 

Quadrupedes,  norat  conciliare  sibi ; 
£t  quisque  innocuo,  invitoque  lacessere  qnenqmun 

Labra  tenus  saltern  fidus  amicus  erat. 
Ortum  sub  Incis  dum  pressa  cubilia  linqmt, 

Rorantes  herbas,  pabula  sueta,  petens, 
Vcnatorum  audit  clangores  pone  soquentnniy 

Fulmineumque  sonuin  territus  erro  fugit. 
Corda  payor  pulsat,  sursum  sedet,  erigit  aures, 

Respicit,  et  sentit  jam  prope  adesse  necem. 
Utque  canes  faUat  late  circumragus,  illuC| 

Undo  abiity  mira  calliditate  redit ; 
Viribus  at  fractis  tandem  se  projieit  ultro 

In  media  miserum  semianimemque  via. 
\lx  ibi  stratus,  equtsonitum  pedis  audit,  et,  oil  ape 

Quam  lata  adventu  cor  agitatur  equi ! 
Dorsum  (inquit)  mihi,  chare,  tuum  concede,  tuoqne 

Auxilio  nares  fallere,  vimque  canum. 
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Me  IDCU8)  ut  nosti,  pes  prodit &du6  amicus 

Fert  quodcunque  lubens,  nee  grave  sentit,  onus. 
Belle  miselle  lepuscnle,  (equus  respondet)  amara 

Omnia  quee  tibi  sunt,  sunt  et  amara  mihi. 
Venun  age — sulbe  animos — multi,  me  pone,  bonique 

Advoniunt,  quorum  sis  cito  salyus  ope. 
Prujdmus  armontl  dominus  bos  soUicitatus 

Auxilium  his  verbis  so  dare  posse  negat. 
Quando  quadrupodum,  quot  vivunt,  nullus  amicum 

Me  nescire  potest  usque  fuisse  tibi. 
Libertato  aquus,  qoam  cedit  amicus  amico, 

Utar,  et  absque  metu  no  tibi  displiceam ; 
Hinc  me  mandat  amor.    Juxta  istum  messis  acervtun 

Me  mea,  prsB  cunctis  chara,  juvenca  manet ; 
£t  quis  non  ultro  qucBCimquo  negotia  Unquit, 

Pareat  ut  dominsB,  cum  vocat  ipsa,  suoe  ? 
Nou  me  crudelem  dicas— discedo-Hsed  hircns, 

Cujus  ope  effugias  integer,  hircus  adest.  [languent .' 
Fdbrem  (ait  hiicus)  babes.     Heu^  sicca  ut  luminA 

Utque  caput,  coUo  deiiciente,  jacet ! 
Hirsutnm  inihi  tergvun ;  et  forsaa  lasserit  tegrum,^ 

Vellere  eris  meliun  fultua,  ovisque  veniL 
Me  mihi  fecit  onus  natuia,  ovis  inquit,  anhelaot 

Sustineo  lan»  pondera  tanta  me»  > 
Me  nee  velocem  nee  fbrtem  jacto,  solent4|U|^ 

Nos  etiam  saivi  dilaoeraro  canes. 
Ultimus  accedit  vitulus,  vitulunmoe  procatoc 

Ut  periturum  alios  ocyus  eripiat. 
Romne  ego,  respondet  vitulus,  susoepero  tantam, 

Non  depulsus  adhuc  ubere,  natus  hori  ? 
Te,  quem  maturi  cauibus  validique  r^linquunt, 

Incolumom  potero  reddere  parvus  ego  ? 
Pretorca  toUess  quem  illi  aversantur,  amicia 

Forte  parum  videar  consuluisse  meii. 
Ignoscas  ore.    Fidissima  dissociantur 

Corda,  et  tale  tibi  sat  liquet  jBsse  meumi 
Eece  autom  ad  calces  oanis  est !  te  quanta  pereioptA 

Tristitia  est  nobis  ii^itruitura ' Vale  I 
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AVj^aaUS  ET  PLUTU& 

IcTA  fenestra  Euri  flatu  stdd^ibat,  avartts 

Ex  somno  trepidus  surglt,  opumque  memor. 
Lata  silenter  numi  ponit  yesti^a,  quomqtie 

Respicit  ad  ^onitura  respiciensque  tremit ; 
Angustussima  qucquo  foramina  lampade  visit,  ^ 

Ad  vectes,  obicCs,  fertque  refertquo  mannm. 
Dein  reserat  crebris  junctam  compagibus  arcam 

Eznltansque  onines  conspicit  intas  opes. 
Sed  tandem  forils  ultricibus  actus  bb  artet 

Quels  sua  res  tenuis  crererdt  in  cumulum. 
Contortis  manibus  nunc  Stat,  nunc  peetora  pulsahs 

Auram  ozecratur,  pemiciemque  vocat ; 
O  mihi,  ait,  misero  mens  quam  tranquilla  iHissfef  ^ 

Hoc  celasset  adhne  si  modo  terra  mahim  I 
Nunc  autem  yirtus  ipsa  est  Tdtiftlls ;  et  anmm 

Quid  contra  vitii  tormina  sseva  yalot  ? 
O  inimicum  aurum  !  O  Homiiii  infestissima  pestis, 

Cui  datur  illecebtas  vincore  posse  tuas  ? 
Aurum  homines  suasit  contemnere  quicquid  honestmn  • 
est, 

Et  proctor  nomen  nil  retinere  boni 
Aurum  cuncta  mali  per  terras  sehiina  spaisit  > 

Aurum  noctumis  furibus  arma  dedit 
Bella  docet  fortes,  timidosque  ad  pessima  ducit. 

Foedifragas  artes,  muhq)lice8que  doles, 
Nee  vitii  quicquam  est,  quod  non  inveneris  ortum 

Ex  malesuada  auri  sacrilegaque  fame 
Dixit  ot  ingemuit ',  Plutusque  suura  sibi  numen 

Ante  oculos,  ira  fervidus,  ipse  stetit. 
Arcam  clausit  avarus,  et  ora  horrentia  rugis 

Ostendens ;  tl%mulum  sic  Deus  increpnit. 
Questlbus  his  raucis  mihi  eur,  stulte,  opstrepis  aures  f 

Ista  tui  similis  tristia  quisque  canit. 
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Commaculayi  egone  humanum  genus,  improbe?  Culpt 

Dum  rapis,  et  captas  omnia,  culpa  tua  est. 
Mone  execrandum  censes,  quia  tarn  pretiosa 

Criminibus  fiunt  pemiciosa  tuis  ? 
Virtutis  specie,  ptdchro  ceu  pallio  amictus 

Quisque  catus  nebulo  sordida  facta  tegit. 
Atque  ^ois  manibus  commissa  potentia,  durum 

£t  dirum  subito  vergit  ad  imperium. 
Hinc,  minium  dum  latro  aurum  detrudit  in  arcam. 

Idem  aurum  latet  in  pectore  pestis  edax. 
Nuirit  aTtritiam  et  fastum,  suspendoro  adunco 

Suadet  naso  inopes,  et  vitium  omne  docet 
Auri  et  larga  probo  si  copia  contigit,  instar 

Roris  dilapsi  ex  letbere  cuncta  beat : 
Turn,  quasi  numen  inesset,  alit,  &vit,  educat  orboif 

£t  viduas  lacijmis  orn  rigare  vetat 
Quo  sua  crimina  jure  auro  derivet  avarus, 

Aunim  animo  protium  qtii  cupit  atque  capit ' 
Lege  pari  gladium  incuset  sicarius  atrox 

Ceio  homine,  et  ferrum  judicet  esse  reum. 


PAPILIO  ET  LIMAX. 

Qoi  subito  ex  imis  rerum  in  fastigis  surety 
Nativas  flordos,  quicquid  agatur,  olct. 
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